
This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 
to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 
publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 

We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 



at |http : //books . google . com/ 



1 




fi^.^ir) '^^4,-a7) 




HARVARD 
COLLEGE 
LIBRARY 



m 



f !'-^sr) '^^^'^'7j 




HARVARD ^ 

COLLEGE 

LIBRARY 



THE ANT. 



A PERIODICAL PAPER PUBLISHED IN GLASGOW 
DURING THE YEARS 1826 AND 1827. 



IN TWO SSRIBS^^RTQINAL AND SELECT. 

THE ORI6IKALS FROM THX PXK, AXD THE SELECTIONS FROM THE 
EBFOSITORIXS OF SOLOMON SAYEALL, GENT. 



A NEW XDITIOHy WITH ADDITIONS, ALTERATIONS, AND AN APPENDIX. 



• XJberiuid 



IXxero quid, ti llxrte jooosias, hoe mihi juris 
Com ▼enU dabls. 

Bor. Sat, ^ Lht. 



GLASGOW: 

ROBERTSON ft ATKINSON; 

OLIVER & BOYD, EDINBURGH; 

AND WHITTAKER, TREACHER, ft CO. LONDON. 

1829. 



/^^ 



^'^^i!^ 



Hry] 



'U / 



fif 



"^^^^^ 



***•«•«„, 



'^•'^^j 



*OWe 



*«e«, 



G^. 



'<rt>w. 



TO 

THOMAS CAMPBELL, L.L.D. 

X^«D RECTOR OF THK UNIVERSITY OF OLASGOWy 

THIS VOLUME, 

THE ONLY ONE NOT ALREADY DEUGATED TO HIH, 

rUBLISBED IK 0LA80<yW 

DURING THE FIRST YEAR BE HAS HELD THAT DISTINGUISHED 

LITERARY HONOUR, 

IS MOST RSSFKCTFULLY INSCRIBED 



THE AUTHOR. 



CONTENTS. 



The Pieces in Verse are distinguisbeA by their titles being printed in italics. 



No. I. 

Original Prospectus, with List of Articles projected. — On f^ 
Execution of Iglesiaa. — Specimens of a Series of New Readings 
in Bailey and Johnson, No. I. — The Local Epifframmatistf Nb» I. 
— The Heron Correspondence, on the Chit- Chat of Glasgow, 
No. I. ; Apocrypha Question ; Ladies* Sale ; Mr. Knowles ; 
Mechanics' Institution; Miss Foote, &c. 
No. II. 

Specimens of New Readings, No. Tl.— -Mislaid EpUogue to a 
New Play, — What you Please ; or, the Dangers of Discretion. -« 
Heron Correspondence, No. II.; Theatrical Criticism; Brown's 
Drawings ; Minor Theatre ; Errors of the Press, &c. 
No. IIL 

Questions for Debating Societies, No. I. — On the Recent 
Ardiitectural Embellishments of Glasgow ; St David's Church ; 
Remonstrance of a late Member of the Incorporation of Taylors; 
" fFhere is my Father* s Grave?** — Harry Marten to Charles 
Heron; Professor Sandford; Swan's Views, &c. — Epigram, 
No. IV. 

Drygate Stories, No. I.— -The Light in the Garret Window, 
a Tale of the Trongate. — Questions for Debating Societies, No. 
II. — Eulogium on Drunkenness. — Constancy i or, Pray wiH it 
Last? — Heron Correspondence, No. III.; Series of Concerts; 
Name of Editor ; Mr. Lyon; Polish Literature, &c. — Letter on 
Amateur Theatricals. 

No. V. 

The First Sigh, an Illustration.— New Readings in Bailey and 
Johnson, No. III. — The Picture Gallery, No. I. ; On a Bac- 
chante, by Henderson, — Heron Correspondence, No. IV. ; Mrs. 
Knyvett ; Anniversaries of Burns and Byron, and Monument to 
the former; Garret Window Story; New Exchange; Mr. 
Ewing; ** Glasgow Magistrate,*' &c. 
No. VI. 

Glasgow at Six in the Morning, by the Hermit of the West.— 
New Readings, No. IV.— The Picture Gallery, No. II. ; On 
Brown*s View of Loch Lomond, — Letter from an Aleppo Mer- 
chant on the Site of the Exchange. — Heron Correspondence, No. 
V. ; Winter Parties ; Dancing ; Miss Thomson ; Alexander and 
the Minor Theatre ; Tom Reynolds ; Dorsey ; Harriston, &c. 
No. VIL 

Leaves from a Lounger's Note- Book, No. I. ; Journals of 
Soldiers; Idyls of Gesner. — The Returned Letter-Bag; or. The 
Fourteenth of February ; with Specimens of Serious and Comic 
Vakwtine Verses. '^Heron Correspondence, No. VI.; Apostoli- 



VI 



cal Silks; Bachelors* Balls; New Fashions; Glasgow Arcade; 

Employment of Females ; Foote and Harvey's Works of Art, &c 

No. VIII. 

The Snow Storm, a Drygate Story, by Mr. Archibald M<- 
Crony. — Heron Correspondence, No. VII. ; Theatrical Dinner 
in Edinburgh; Sir Walter Scott's Acknowledgment of the 
Authorship of Waverley ; Azzoher ; Royal and Minor Theatres ; 
Mr. Melrose and Mrs. Mangeon ; Play of Montrose ; Collegian 
and its Publisher ; Milton's Prose ; Port M'Queen, &c. 
No. IX. 

The One-Legged Bookbinder, by the Hermit of the West- 
New Readings, No. V. — £ove> Poetry, and Munc — Questions 
for Debating Societies, No. III. — Epigram, — Sonnet on the Baas 
Rock, — Heron Correspondence, No. VXII. ; Mrs. Heron; Ball 
at the Wheat Sheaf; Theatricals; African Roscius; Mrs. Man- 
geon ; Library of Useful Knowledge ; Anatomy of Drunkenness ; 
Anecdotes of Impudence ; Mr. Kirldand ; The Scrutinist, &c. 
No. X. 

The Steam- Boat Qjuay. — Epistle from a Lover to his Mistress, 
—A Week's Diary of a Sight- See-er ; Rev. Mr. Brown; Cap- 
tain Weddell's Voyage ; M. Chabert ; Miss Pearson ; Duelling ; 
Mr. Knowles's Pupils, &c.— -Heron Correspondence, No. IX. ; 
Thomas Campbell, Esq. ; Busy Bodies, &c. — The Maximist, 
No. I.— -Cure for Love. 

No. XL 
- The Emigrants of Avondale, by the Hermit of the West. — 
New Readings, No. VI. — Local Epigrammatist, No, IL-^ 
Diary of a Sight See-er, No. II.; Mr. Kean; Mr. Ryder; 
The Lord Rector; Mary Woolstonecraft ; Kean as a Huron 
Chief; Grymnastics, &c. — Heron Correspondence, No. X. ; Vine 
Tavern; Shaws Water and Greenock Ladies; Cromwell's Camp, 
&c — The Maximist, No. II. — On Mr. CampbeWs Arrival. 
No. XIL 

Reminiscences of Driddell, the Pye-Poet, No. L — Leaves from 
a Lounger's Note- Book, No. II. ; Courage; Dr. Drake; Liter- 
ature; Phrenology; The Well- Bred Style; Lord Normanby. — 
The Shereef Sdim, a Turkish Tale. — Heron Correspondence, 
No. XI. ; St. Enoch's Church ; Civic Magniloquence ; Mr. 
Ryder; Minor Theatre; Dinner to the Lord Rector; Swan's 
Views; ^alkirk Magazine, &c — Local Literary Intelligence. 

No. XIII. 
Hannah Barclay ; or, Quaker- Love, a Drygate Story. — New 
Readings, No. VII.— Grace Gadabout to the Editor, on the Water- 
ing-PISoes; with his Reply.«p— Heron Correspondence, No. XII. ; 
Secession Church, and Testimony; Miss Graddon; Alexander, 
and Sweeps, and Hunchbacks ; Account of the Dinner to Thomas 
Campbell, i^sq., &c.— On sundry Local Annoyances. 



Vll 



No. XIV. 

Leaves from a Loanger*8 Note- Book, No. III. ; KqowIcs** 
VirgiDius; Lauzun*8 Memoirs; Jewish Spy's Theory of Man. — 
Remembrance. — The Mazimist, No. III. — Local Literary Intelli- 
gence, No. II. — JlfiMtc— Heron Correspondence, No. XIII; 
Quadcs: Mons. Gouffe; Alexander; Kirkknd; Lewis: China 
Sales ; Fashions, 8ec.— Meum et Tuum ; L. M*L. ; Dr. Stirling. 
No. XV. 

New Readings, No. VIII. — Reminiscences of Driddell, No. 
II. ; with Extracts from his Works, — Baxter^s Works, a TdU,^^ 
The Sofa, No. I. ; Venus Steamer ; St. Enoch's and its Archi- 
tect; The Bridges of Glasgow; Botanic Garden Promenades; 
Alexander's Farewell, and Attack upon " The Ant," Sec. 
No. XVL 

The Watering-Places, by the Hermit of the West, No.' I. ; 
Gouuocx.— r*e Changefid, yet Uw^umged.-~Tho Modem 
Friend, a Narrative and Sketch. — Animal J^ootf. -^Letter to the 
DiDetanti Society.— -Bo/farf.— A Ghost Story. —/^ImiJief.— The 
Sofii, No. 11. ; Swan's Views ; James Scott ; Canada ; Song m. 
the Clyde; Boxing; Provincial Theatres; Song, Come meet me at 
Ghxmm*, &c— The Maximist, No. IV.-* T/^ Hope FuyOled.^ 
Epigrcmu. 

No. XVIL 

Gonrock, a Sketch.— The Phraseologist, No. I.— The So&, 
Kb. III.; Steam Organ; Booksellers give Fanie; Dr. Scott; 
Love Sang of a Bedouin Chief i Trartdation from the Servians 
Sir Walter Soott ; Mr. M'Diai^mid ; Jewish Aetr^tp, &c« 

No. XVIIL 

The Watering-Places, No. IL ; Dumblane. — Heron Cor- 
respondence, No. XIV.; Miss Foote; The Fiddlers; Conun- 
drums ; Miller and Bell's Claims ; Gourock Club ; Fashions, &c. 
No. XIX. 

Rob Roy's Grave.— iiac» on JTeofo.— The Journeyman 
Rhymer. — The Myeogonist,— Dramatic Scene j Alberto. — The 
So&, No. IV. ; Glasgow Fair ; Lord Douglas ; Civic Voyage ; 
Seott*8 Napoleon ; Theatricals; Mr. Lyon's Establishment, &c. — 
More Miseries, in a Series of Groans. ^List of Contributors. 
No. XX. 

The Watering-Places, No. Ill, ; A&dentiknt, — New Read- 
ings, No. IX.— The Settee, No. 1. 5 New Discoveries ; Mr. 
Chambers ; Litemry Spnvenir, &c,-*^y, th^se were Nights. 
No. XXL 

The Watering-Plaoes, No. IV.; Largs.-*^ jDream. — The 
Midnight Hour. — The March of Discovery, Stride I. — From the 
Cllermofi.— Notice of an Important Auto-Biogmphical Work.-*- 
The CoN^rojI.— Burlesque Questions for Deba,ting Societies.— 
CmtmL'^Thib Maximist, No. V.— Heron Correspondence^ No. 



VIU 



XV.; Regatta of the Yacht Oub; Mr. Bhuid; Mm Noel; 

Botanical Candidates ; Meg Dods ; Confessions of a Femicide, &c 

No. XXII. 

Blind Angus, by the Hermit of the West.— To .«««««»«^— -More 
Miseries, Groans 7th to 14th. — The Sofa, No. V.; Library- 
Parlours; Lent Books; Rich and Poor Authors; Constable's 
Miscellany ; The Casquet ; Errors of the Press, &c. 
No. XXIIL 

The Watering- Places, No. V. ; Helensburgh.— 7%e Lamp 
of Love, — / ask not Wealth, — To Miss iVbe/. ^^Sketch of the 
Origin of the Holy War in Palestine.— ^n Inn, from an Old 
Play,—'Abdarraman*s Address to the First Palm-Tree introdueed 
into Spain, — Letter to the Lord Provost on the Public Amuse- 
ments of Glasgow, and on a Plan for supporting the Legitimate 
Drama.-— Xines on the Theatre. — Sonnet. — The Heron Cor- 
respondence, No. XVI. ; Grrammar School Studies; Poor Rates; 
Pollok ; Crrouse, &c. — The Lay of the Homeless.-^Sonnet on St, 
Pard's.'^By the Home of my Youth, — The Maximist, No. VI. 
No. XXIV. 

Tit for Tat, an Anecdotical Recollection,— Minutes of a Se- 
derunt of the Careless Club. — More Miseries, Groans 16th to 
1 9th.— The So&, No. VI.; Inns; Sea-Bathing; Errata; 
Scottish Rant; The Western Magazine, &c. ' 

No. XXV. 

The Bookseller's Wife, by a Back-Shop Lomiger.— 2^ 
Struggle, — Matthew Fact to the Editor, upon the Allegories of 
the Elder Essayists. — Johnson's Second Journey*— -Ti^ JXstn- 
htaned. — Travels into the Vulgar Parts of the City, by a Fine 
Gentleman.— fiTe meet as Lovers, or toe meet no more.— The 
Heron Correspondence, No. XVII. ; Livery Gloves ; New 
Shops ; '* Sufferers " ; Dumfries Magazine ; Byrne's Battle ; 
First Announcement of the Chronicles of the Canongate; Who 
is the Femicide? &c. — More Miseries, Groans SOth to 29th.— 
The Maximist, No. VII. 

No. XXVL 

On Some of the Personal Peculiarities of the Literary Men of 
the Last and Present Age.— The Phraseologist, No. II.— 7Ae 
Representative of Majesty, — The Sofiei, No. VII. ; Vine and 
Fig- Tree ; Kean's Villa ; Barber's French ; Tonga Islands ; Dr. 
Chalmers ; Anecdotes ; Epitaphj &c — RemenJber Thee ! 
CONCLUDING PORTION. 

Chronological and Bibliographical Catalogue of Literary Period- 
ical Works published in Gksgow during the Present Century.— 
New Readings, No. X., a Specimen from the Alphabet. — The "" 
Heron Family : Conclusion of the Correspondence, in the Marriage 
of a Member; Madame Pasta; Miss Pearson, &c— Resolutions 
of the Dunce Club. — Concluding Tete-a-Tete with the Public upon 
The Settee, No. II., and ending with The JBenison ; or, VEfwoye, 



THE ANT. 



No. L— SATURDAY, 2d DEGEBklBER, 1886. 



^tigpnai. 



At the oommencement of our performances^ we think it 
bat right to put on record our promises^ in the shape of the 

Original Prospectus. 
The Publishers of the tiny periodical to which they haye 
giyen the humble title of '* The Ant/' haye no preten- 
ffions to allege, nud yery few promises to make. Each 
Number will consist of twenty-four pages of Letterpress; 
one-third of which will be filled widi matter which, if it 
scarcely deserye the name of Original in its best sense, 
will at least be there printed and published {qt the first 
time. The other portion is intended to consist of Selections^ 
in prose and yerse, chiefly of narratiye pieces — the merit 
of which, as well as their perfect noyelty, and their being 
preyiously unappropriated by compilers, together with the 
quantity giyen in each number, will make this department 
as Letterpress alone, amply worth the money paid for the 
whole. Indeed, the original contributions, whateyer be 
their merits; or defects, will be altogether thrown in as 
makerweights to the bargain—" luck-pence " to the buyer 
— articles for which eyen their authors think the door- 
way of such a receptacle a decent enough shelter for these 
houseless offspring of their brains — ^unregistered illegiti- 
mates of their idleness. And, farther — that the wheat 
may be separated from the chaff — the different depart- 
ments will be separately paged^ so that the yolume of 

selections may be bound up by itsdtf and the sheets of 

original matter made any other use of the reader pleases. 
Gentle Public of this Glasgow, which two years ago 
1 
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boasted six hebdomadal publicationi, and now of tiiem htm 
DOt even a wreck behind — 

'' Consider the ant, and be wise." 



We trust the Public have considered: bat, as to our 
future plans, we mean not to enlighten them by a long 
and laboured dissertation on the causes of the former 
fiiilures of Glasgow periodicals, and the hopes of cook 
plete success in this, — since all that we could say on these 
heads is summed up in the two words — Presumption-^ 
Humility. Every one who has preceded us, attempted 
too much; we must succeed, because we promise fiterally 
nothing — but a tolerable selection for the money — and 
some trifling originals into the bai^gain. Among those 
latter which are projected — mind, ^ my PaMi<^'* prqfecieet 
only — are : 

A Chronological and Bibliographical Catalogue of Li- 
terary Periodical Works published in Glasgow during the 
Present Century. 

A Letter to the Lord Provost on the present state of 
the Drama and Dramatic Taste in Glasgow. 

Occasional Theatrical Notices. 

On some neglected Plans for the Amelioration of So- 
ciety; peculiarly applicable to its condition in this City. 

On the efforts that have from time to tfaae been, aad 
stiU should be made to encourage the Fine Arts in th« 
West of Scotiiand. 

Biographical Memoir of the late John Goldie, Esq. 
Editor of the <* Spirit of British Song." 

The Glasgow Gossip : Reminiscences of one of the last 
Century. 

On the local capabilities of Glasgow for Architectural 
Embellishment, and how far they have been made use of, 
&c. &c. 

Reminiscences of Riddell, the Pye Poet. 



ORIOIMAIi. 8 

Dvygrte lUai. Nm. !» IL, «ad IIL 

I«etters to the Lit«Mti of OUagow. Ko. I» 

A Respectful Remonstrance addressed to the Dilet- 
tanti Society ot Glas^w. 

Recollections of Litemy Societies. By an Old Stager. 

Thfe Piotore GaUery. Nos. L» IL, and IIL 

Knowks'fi Plays. No. L Vitfimnai' 

Western Watering^Plaoes. No. L Gonrook. No. IL 
Bomblane. No. IIL Ardentinny. No. IV. Lai^ No. 
y. Helensbm^h. 

&c. &c &e» 



IGLESIAS.* 



They drew him from their dangeon eelb» 

His arttis in felon chains ;*^- 
But his efe, fet free m daontleHy telk 

The 90a\ vabouiid remains. 

They tie him to tiie iMidle'W pluik; 

Tbey drag him o^er the atones : 
Their trumpets peal, and his fetters dank. 

But their shouts are hoarse as groans. 

They knew him,-i^-eviery gaier knew 

llie man of noiseless worth ; 
And eyen the fierce or the crouching ertw 

Gave tio Mjoieings forth. 

See his serene but lofity look,— 

Why should he weep or quail 1 
He nerer his country's cause fonook^^M* 

Why needs his cheek be pale ! 

He djesi'-but then his martyr place 

ShaU yet b^ freedom's home:*^ 
Do ye wonder, then, that his port and hia.paoa 

Were proud as the Old of Rome ? 



* See an account of the execution of IgletiM^ a citiieB of 
Madrid, in the French papers of April, 1826. 
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SPECIMENS OF A SER|£$ QF NEW READINGS 
IN BAILEY AND JOHNSON. 
No. L 
A, — The key-note of all knowledge— the first sound in- 
fancy utters — ^the ktest pain pennits us to articulate. 
In the Scottish dialect, with an apostrophe, it stands 
for what it really is in every tongae — ihe aU. It was 
the first whisper of language— the. human noise that 
echo made her first espay upon, audit rushed over the 
lips of man, so soon as they had given way to the 
earliest respiration of existence. 
, AbcLsement. — ^that congee of the soul which selfishness 
can teach a clown to make as well as a peer. To per- 
form it requires neither the directions of a Chesterfield, 
the lessons of a ¥estris, nor the example of the King ; 
for it is he who hends lowest that hows hest in tJm 
exercise. 

To Abash — A lost attribute of virtue which is supposed 
to have gone to heaven in search of some missing star. 

Baronet. — A title now conferred upon first-rate poets — 
and threatened to upholsterers. 

Beard. — A trophy boys long for every hour from twelve 
to sixteen, 'and men curse every morning from twenty 
to fifty. 

Ckit, — An animal old maids love, because it gives out 
sparks when rubbed. 

A Case. — A human being's maladies — ^where surgeons 
lodge their instruments, apothecaries their drugs, and 
lawyers their hng briefs. 

Dowry. — A name for those arithmetical sums, the real 
value of which is generally about one-ninth of the sup- 
posed. 

Draco. — The founder of our criminal code. 

Dun. — A more accurate time-heqper than ever^Halley 
made. 

Dosing. — The agreeable sensation enjoyed in perusing — 
our present number. 



ORiaiNAL. 

The Local Epigrammatist. 

No. L 

Tbat Nanny's steaks are Cfniltless I deny; 

And have two reasons, should yon ask me why : — 
Is there who's waited for and ate them, one 

Who thinks them not too slowly cooked, and yet too 



A Natural Came, 

« Confound it, Tom, the air is horrid chill; 

•* Within this hour the wind has altered quite ; 
" 'Twas mild before— for it is summer still — 

" Though now as cold as a December night." 
« Why," answers Tom, " tiie reason is, I fear, 
« The wind has crossed the iceberg fiice of Sneer ! * 



A Weathercock. 
" Glasgow, I love thee," N h prints to day; 

The next*— << I love thee not" before ns stares ! 
Which is the truth, 1*11 not pretend to say, 

But as to either, — ^who the devil cares ! 



Credit with Coats but not for them. 
You know Hugh Diddle?— Ay; who knows him not 
At once a bully, swindler, knave, and sot? 
Well ; Hugh upon all new banners calls, 
And offers custom — ^for his favour palls 
In one short month ; and many never seek. 
Indeed, to know him more than half a week ; 
But sometimes, where his fiuua went not before. 
He once succeeds in gulling — but no more. 

But t'other day he called on our friend John, 
The handsome draper — ^leader of the ton ; 
He's just arrived from London, as you know. 
Hugh hobbles in, and scrapes his newest bow. 
*• Oh ! " he begins, " I*ve seen a cont you made, 
" Tbat does you credit, and must win a trade." 
' John knew the rest — but answered, ere 'twas out, 
** The coats I cut will do so, I've no doubt ; 
" They*U give long credit, but Pm not so rash ; 
** 1*]] cut the wearers, too, who don't pay cash," 
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THE HERON CORRESPONDENCE. No. h 
The Lost Leaf qf a Letter. 
[One of our Printer's Devilt, in carrying a bundle of ProepectuMP 
to the. Damfriea Carrier ibe other di^, picked up a leaf in the 
court-yard of his quarteni. Like his tribe, he has a Mahome- 
dan reverence for scraps of paper ; and fearing that it was a bit 
of copy that he had taken from the office with the parcel he cw- 
ried, he brought it to us. We at once recognised the hand of 
our crony, Charley Heron. In sending off his monthly pacquet 
of odds and ends to his relations in Dumfriesshire, he had for- 
got to enclose this leaf, and had doubtless by chance pulled 
it out of his pocket in the inn-yard. We immediately sent it 
back for enclosure, but the carts were gone ; and as our Number 
will reach Bonnybrae before another weekly visit of Daniel 
Daicher the carrier, to print it is the speediest way of sending 
it, since that enterprising fellow Lyon has fitted up the fore-boot 
of the Independent coach expressly for the purpose of conveying 
'* Ants " to the South, but dare not carry letters with the fear 
of Francis Freeling befoi'e his eyes. We think we shall be abla 
to persuade Heron to let us send all that portion of hb scribblinga 
which a sheet of letter papfr will not hold, by the same convey- 
ance in future.] 

♦ ♦ ♦ • The grand night for tlie Apocrypha 
debate at length arrived. All the old and young women who 
are pious, or who wish to be tboaght ao, resolved to attend 
and ** hear the speeches,*' and, Jbesides the numeroos body of 
gentlemen In Glasgow who really are both, and hundreds who 
are neither, crowded to the scene of strife. The arena — the 
Trades* Hall — wak crammed an hour before the toornamenty 
and I am told the debate was interesting. The subject is so. 
Fbr six mortal boon it was argned. Only one reverend 
gentleman lost his temper; but the supporters of the Parent 
Society lost their cause. 

Campbeirs adherents carried the day. He is Lord Rector, 
and every person I have seen Is proad of it, as I hope and 
think be will himself be. The Bursary students were, as 
usual, professors* cat*s paws, but the gallant young English- 
men stirred up the sluggish spirits of the Scotch alumni, who 
are dour when once made zealous, and there was a migorky in 
all the four nations or classes of voters. Canning could not 
have come down to take the oaths and deliver a ** discourse.** 
The " two bores" as Moore calls the Corn Laws and Ca- 
tholic Question, would have prevented him, but Campbell 
will do both ; and the eloquent lecturer on the Greek poela 
need not fear tu follow even Henry Brougham in a classical 
harangue. — We have got a batch of new LL. D.s too, by 
the bye, and some good jokes have flown abont on the occasion. 
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A sale of Lftdics' Faney Work, the proeecdi Ivr tiio om of 
oar poor, Is annoanced to be held in the Aatenblj Rooai% aad 
If the weavers And cotton-splnners be idle, never befors were §• 
many lair flnj^ers bnsy. There Is positively no such tbfog as 
seeing a young miss at her piano, or getting her opinMn of Tor 
HOI at present When yoa call, yon find one at baby-llnca 
for children yet unborn; another weaving her pnrses for aa 
attack upon yoierx; a third openly working at her ** destgna" 
upon your money and admiration, in the shape of sketches 
and oil paintings — perhaps to be touched mp a IHtle by Hender- 
son, or some other clever artist, who may be friendly enoog k 
to take the laliour, and let them get the laud^ng^tM has becB 
done before, as I am told ; and a fourth biting her tngers, while 
she ransacks her Amcy how else to employ them on sometbtng 
ne^ and foAm^r.— By the bye, I must tell you a good story 
about a sale of the same kind that took place, on a smaller scaler 
last week. A friend of mine, passing through the boxaar of 
beauty, and bewltchingly besought at every turn, either by irr^ 
sistlble looks, or eloquently hesitltting words, at lerigth was cob»- 
pletely trounced, by a fair relative, into a purchase of what he 
thought was a wonderful specimen of her ingenuity; — and 
what was that, think yon ? A prettily bound copy of Ci^rper's 
Poems, which he gave her credit Ibr doing op so tastefnlly— 
as, mind you, it was LadkB* Wcrk that was advertised for salt 
-— 4intll he found the name of the bookseller who .had sold H, 
stuck in the corner! If any tricks like this be played off om 
Wednesday, I shall be sure to let you laugh over them. 

The Advertisirig Paper you ask about will not do. It wouM 
be pity that it should, since, without advertisements, how could 
the other papers jiay for giving in every number as much infold 
mation for sevenpence, as a modem volume contains ? 

The Literary and Commereial Society have met for the sea- 
son, with many new members. The genius of Montgomery is 
the next topic of discussion, and Mr. C. Hutcheaon theEssayiet; 

No other number of *< The Minstrelsy*' has appeared, and 
God knows when it will be forthcoming. Ito editor Is too hmf 
making good verses, to coded or coiUOe so-so ones at present. 

Knowles*s Alfred, so long announced, I hope will not appear 
till Kean comes home, or else it should go to the other house. 
l^ry Lane has no one fit for the principal character, but it 
would suit Young to a hair.^-The Anniversary Dinner of its 
author's pupils takes place on the first of December, and as it is 
probably the last season he will be among us, a full attendance 
is certain. He is engaged on a Comedy at present, called the 
Beggar's Daughter of Bethnal Green. 

The Mechanics* Institution, considering the times, I am glad 
to say, in answer to your question, is well attended. So It 
may ! Their present lecturer is giving a course for ten shfl- 
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Ibigs, to wlii<Sh Brand*! Royal Institation ten-^lnoa-diaplayt 
are but thowj quackery. 

The only book published here since my last is the Rev. Mr. 
Harris's Selections for Recitation, which«aeem to be made with 
grttA taste. They are curiously arranged, and, by way of eac- 
erdse to the pupil, no titles are given to the pieces. He must 
find oat what they mean— a dence of a test that to some pro- 
ductions of modern writers, isn't it? ' 

Miss Foote appeared in our Theatre as a '* Star," on Mon- 
day. This is a rank her talents by no means entitle her to 
ateume, whatever eminence her notorieiy may have conferred 
upon her. She never had any pretensions, even in the days 
when she was deemed innocent and not known to be mercen- 
ary, to other attraction on the stage than her pretty face, 
and its air of inexpressive artleasness, her ^ne figure, and her 
taste in the costume for setting it off. When that face is some- 
what fikde^— when it is known to have blushed as bright, and 
looked as simple as ever upon pea-green Hayne— after that 
figure had been somewhat marred, we must suspect that her 
skill in dressing the one is as gi-eat as that of showing off 
the other ; and if so, her only charm is gone, save that of her 
dancing; the only interest — but that of curiosity, or — ^pity. 
She is to attire herself in short petticoats and blue stockings, 
as a- broom-girl, I perceive, and sing one of Madame Vestris's 
songs. Thisjs descending the scale. Sing she cannot ; and no one 
can do a careless little impropriety with half the grace of that 
other lady. Seymour, however, deserves praise for his spirit 
in bringing her here, and I hope will make profit. If Charles 
Kemble cannot draw money from Glasgow pockets, it is but 
ikir that he should avail himself of what will ; while it also 
furnishes you and me, Tom, with another example of the taste 
of Glasgow for the Drama. 

> Try to be in town by St. John*6 day. Douglas will pre- 
side at the Argyll. I have already described to you what a 
treat of its kind it is for once or twice to hear him propose the 
toasts of the evening. 



To Correspondents,'^** Amicus " has our best thanks.—** Observer** forsot 
to pay the postage. His suggestion will be attended to.— Could we transfer 
the beeutinil autographs of the office-bearers of the ** Harmonious Ciub *' 
to our pages, we snould not even defer the publication of the account of that 
institution till we learn something of their transactions. 

1:^ Our Readers wUl please observe, that the haJf.title ^ven to the Se. 

BNUl 



. lections is not to be repeated in future Numbers. The articles are intended 
to run on Arom No. to Ma, so as to form a handsome volume, (independoat 
of the original matter,) without any of those disagreeable interruptions 
common to periodical works. 



THIRD BDITION. 



Pkinted by James Curll, 65, Bell-SUeet, and sold by all the Booksellen in 
Glasgow, and the West of Scotland. 
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SPECIMENS OF A SERIES OF NEW READINGS 
IN BAILEY AND JOHNSON. 

No. n. 

AntictpcOum, — A draft on cariosity — before sight; — ^the 

sensation experienced yesterday by our subscribers. 
Amanuensis — Transcriber. — One who commits errors in 

a neat hand, and who belieyes in the separate existence 

of words. His ear and his eye never conyerse with his 

understanding. 
Anatomy. — It was once a law in the Chelsea Hospital of 

Ava, that candidates for admission should excel in tight 

rope dancing. Anat(Hnical knowledge, by a simikr 

enactment, is required from surgeons in Britain. 
Asian. — Buy and buy — a proper name for the most yolumin- 

ous of all authors. 
Applause. — To all but players, something unsubstantial, 

as the smeU of a dinner, or the sound of a shilling. 
Author. — Another name given to any one who can sign 

his own. 
Auxiliary. — An apochryphal term expunged from the text 

of Scottish Bible Societies. 
JEthiopia. — A country where Rowland's Kalydor is not 

known. 
JEtna. — A mountain in Sicily which supplies bookbinders 

with pomice stones, and bookmakers with an image of 

a heart in love. 
Agent. — The name a trader at last assumes when folly or 
mii^ortune have stript him of eyery other good one. 

2 • , ^ 
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Age. — A crime to which no one will plead g^lty, even on 
promise of pardon : a quality in ri<^ undes, and port 
wine, and stupid books. 

AUegory. — A round-about road to wisdom, now shut up 
by the trustees of taste. 

Z. 

MISLAID EPILOGUE TO A NEW PLAY, 

Meant to have been spoken by Miss Chester ^ or any other 
Lady who can enter hurriedly by the Stage-door. 

I know that I intrude, yet e*er you blame, 
Ask of yourselves who wouldn't do the same. 
When I dedan, that— monstrous as it seems, 
'Tis not a fiction coined by one who dreams*-*- 
That only but this moment *twas I knew 
(Good heavens ! how shall I e*er reveal't to you) — 
That an adventure — O fye ! don*t mistake me — 
A speculation then-— (I iear 'twill make me 
A theme for that) — ^nas, like the sub-way plan — it 
Sunk to the ground — e*er I had well began it; 
And worked here am I,— the matter over, — 
While all my silks and laoes — are at Dover ! 
I know that Spitalfields may msike as good, 
But then — Lord bless yon^-British is allowed i 
And she's no daughter of the world's first mother 
Who doesn't feel that that enhances t'other. 
The case stands thus— -Afa chere Rosalie wrote 
To say some jokes the Other House had got 
From the Feydeau, were coming in a hamper, 
And being small, diongh heavy, one might tamper 
With the tide-waiters till the tide would suit^ 
Then stow the package in the Fly's fore-boot. 
I liked the plan — told what my wardrobe wanted— 
Sent her the money. How my bosom panted, 
When I received a note to tell the planning 
Of the dull wits to send these jokes by CanntHfff 
Feeling assured that, smuggled *mong his baggage^ 
They might get passed the offspring jof their waggage : 
The blockheads ! as if even eyes bribe-dim 
Could think dull pickled jokes belonged to him ; 
Or that aught an ti- British — Contraband- 
Through him could find its way into the land ! 
^You know the rest — I only knew't to-night. 
My silks were seiz'd— >the wit scarce paid its freight ; 
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And, till this j^y was acted, all conceal it 
From me— who am the one who meet wjJl M. it— 
" Lest it shoold agitate me ! '*— Well, 'tis ] 
When it gets vent, my anger doesn't last; 
So, for the frank apology the bard 
Made as I enter'd, he'll have his reward. 
If I, by making yon my eonJidanieSf 
Can win — 'tis woman's way — ^for he that wants 
To hear its music from your critic throats 
And chiasic palms appro!iral*s Arekome notes !— 
Since / can smile, gloves, silks, and ribbons i 
Ton who've escaped French farces may look pleased ; 
For Spitalfields can furnish my next gown. 
And — with JBriHah plots and phys the town;— 
Our country's looms and annals have them both ; 
And, after all, there's nothing like home growth !— - 
England's own wit, silk gowns, and equal laws, 
And plots of plays for Englishmen's applause! 



WHAT YOU PLEASE, OR THE DANGERS OF 

DISCRETION, 
ip the inddents of a story be in themselyes gfood, we in- 
cline to think that the shorter the preface and the fewer 
gamishings the better; so we shall, without £u*ther ado, 
narrate how a yery worthy, but, as it will afterwards 
appear, rather simple tradesman of the Modem Athens, 
lately Jbund-^though 

.>^,..>>,,^^ " Who can teff— 
How hard it is " 

to— recover debts that are of long standing. 

Mr. Bee-in-Bonnet, as we shall call him, from a 

certain confusion in his ideas and movements, the rapidity 
of which somewhat surpasses their precision, came last 
week, no farther gone, to Glasgow, in the capacity of Bag, 
or rather Box-man — a *' Commercial Traveller " for — 
himself. Having performed the routine of making his 
presence visible among his customers, and unpacking his 
medley of samples, he bethought him of certain excerpta 
from that disBud and tear-bedewed portion of his ledger. 
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assigned to the registration of ^ bad debts." Bad as many 
of his were, however, he was not inclined, when he began 
their perusal, to say, in the words of Dante, 

" All hope abandon ye who enter here ; " 

but being, as the sequel will show, of a confiding disposi- 
tion, he rather clung to the belief that some of these were 
not absolutely to be despaired of. 

Among them was one, which, after some sage cogitations 
with himself upon '' the law's delay,** he resolved to put 
into the hands of one of its ministers — in other words, a 
'* writer," — ^to whom he hied; and, hesitating his instruct- 
tions, confided his claim for prosecution. It so happened, 
that this Hmb of legality was (as right many of them are, 
God wot,) a wicked wag, and one who knew the man 
he had to deal with. He undertook to investigate the 
matter, and found, after some preliminary steps had been 
taken, as not imfrequently occurs, though not always so 
candidly confessed — ^that nothing could be recovered. This 
alarming information he communicated to his client, 
whose consequent dolour was certainly not diminished 
upon being farther told, that the expenses incurred in 
arriving at this cheering intelligence, amounted to one 
pound fifieen shillings. 

After standing aghast for a moment, however, the law- 
yer relieved him by an assurance that in this case he 
would act upon the principle of '' no cure, no pay,** and 
since nothing had been recovered, nothing should be 
charged. Unlooked-for happiness, poets tell us, is always 
most intense, and philosophers say, is also most outrage- 
ous in its display; and our story proves that both are for 

once correct. " Ch — charge nothing, Mr. 1 Oh, 

m — ^maun, ye — ^ye're a — a wonderfu' writer. Gudesake, 
maun, but Pm abliged to you. — Will ye tak' a b^ef-steak 
wi' me the-day ? *' exclaimed and inquired the delighted 
tradesman, all in a breath, though it was a broken one. 
The invitation did not require to be repeated. 
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Behold the lawyer and the client, then, snug^lj seated 
in a small parlour in the Ram's Horn Coffee House, at half- 
past four, discussing^ the merits of a delicious steak, and a 
pot of London porter. The cloth and their appetites 
being^ at length removed, it was next considered what 
should be drunk. The giver of the treat ruminated for a 
moment whether whisky toddy, which is strong, or rum 
punch, which is weak, would be the cheapest beverage, 
and on reflecting that if the strength of the latter is but 
as one to three of the former, the consumption usually is 
in an inverse ratio; ''and then," said he to himself, 
** there are the lemons to boot" But ^ his bosom's lord 
sat &r too lightly on its throne," to permit him to go 
niggardly to work ; so, however his wishes inclined to- 
wards the Glenlivit, he was resolved, if his guest preferred 
the punch, to let him have it; and with an air, on his 
part, of the most perfect indifference as to preference for 
either: aught else he never dreamed of. But here the 
chronicler must regret, that at this juncture the usual 
prudence and foresight of his hero utterly forsook him; 
and dire were, as usual in such cases, the results. '^ What'Il 
ye drink, Mr. -t- — ? — what'll ye drink? Just order 
in ony thing you like I " exclaimed he, with an air that 
could not have dishonoured Sir William Curtis, as the 
waiter stood on the threshold for his orders. '' Cham-' 
paiffney' was the first word, and delivered too in a quiet 
sustained tone, that truly had no joking in its sound, 
which met his startled sense of hearing, and struck him 
dumb, as he saw the significant glance that accompanied 
it, and in two seconds of time had " the ocular proof" 
upon the table how well the waiter had understood its 
meaning. It was even so; the privilege ostentatiously 
given had been unhesitatingly used : the champaigne was 
mounting in his glass — ^it had descended from his com- 
panion's, and he had now nought to do but drink it^-^save 
the paying^ It takes shorter time to dbcuss a bottle of 
that noble liquor than to decide a case in chancery ; and 
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SO, before oiir hero well knew where he sal>--for all he 
knew of this wine was, that it must be drunk quickly— ho 
found a smaller glass, and a different coloured liquid before 
him. — It was Claret 

He was just about to get into a passion, when his guest 
toasted ** Success to early rising," a theme upon which 
he neyer tires, and, besides, he thought that its present 
mention gave promise of a speedy termination of the 
affair. He swallowed the claret, as he inwardly resolyed 
on gulping the joke, and the generous liquors soon made 
him forget his sorrows, and the coming bill. Time gUded 
away as imperceptibly as, when people are happy, it has 
a sad trick of doing; and he was only roused from his 
Lethean draughts by the presence of a third party, in the 
person of a crony of the lawyer^s, hailed as passing the 
window, and now seated at the board. This was too 
much — ^folly itself could scarcely tolerate it-— and our 
cautious tradesman began to hint, and even broadly to 
insinuate, that the sederunt had now been sufficiently pro* 
longed. The remark was true, and exceedingly well- 
timed; but it was met by another, that the company 
might as well drink what was ordered, as leave it to the 
waiter. This touched a responsive string. Our hero 
sat still, and not until he heard it gravely proposed by his 
friend to wind up the evening's strain, by returning to 
the key-note— in other words, by ordering in another 
bottle of champaigne — did he move. Then, indeed, he 
started to his feet, and gave voice to the remonstrance 
long lurking in his bosom, but he was '* too &r on" to 
articulate words very distinctly— and the bottle was ux^ 
wired, and the bill was brought in. It is needless to 
describe what all must now be able to figure to themselves 
— our heroes looks, when paying two pomds Jive shtUmffs 
and sixpence, as a sort of adkno^ledgment for being 
saved the payment of one potmd- fifteen. 
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THE HERON C ORRESPON DENCE. No. H. 

* * * I was as much astonished as yoarself to see 
my " Lost leaf" in the first Number of « The Ant" It 
was a wicked trick to print it, and " with ail its imperfections 
on its head/' even to the yemacular Scotticisms, which, how* 
«yer dear and doric in a confidential letter, are rather too 
openly rebellioas against Lindley Murray's laws for printinf • 
X am merciful and forgiving, however, and have promised to 
let Mr. Curll be the medium of transmitting all that does not 
relate to private affairs in future. This and my subscription, 
however, is all his pretty little work will get from me, smart 
as it is ; for, Lord ! you would not have me cut myself into such 
small slices as its limits admit of? No, no ! Although, by 
the bye, crumbs are often as weU-flavoured as larger lumps. 

Miss Foote's friends were in high dudgeon at the honest 
expression of my sentiments, and half the young fellows have 
been threatening the duello on her behalf, on* purpose to show 
their chivalrous devotion towards the spotless part of tho 
other sex too ! These are too shrewd I think, Tom, to relish 
very highly this dubious compliment. However, after cere- 
mony had held out till the eleventh hour, curiosity got the 
better of it, and Miss F. had a bumper benefit, with at least 
the average of female beauty and fashion Glasgow usually 
turns out to the Theatre. I went myselC She played Bea- 
trice, and certainly is an improving performer^ although a £ut 
fading, yet still lovely woman. If vivacity had been all that 
Shakespeare required ftxim the heroine of « Much Ado," she 
would have pleased the most critical, but her sparkling was 
like that of gooseberry wine, and wanted all the mellow rich- 
ness and body Shakespeare has given, and Mrs. Davison was 
wont to show, in that delightful vixen, Miss Foots sang and 
danced till it was even wearisome; and after I had been 
satiated, I left the house. I am assured that in the Highland 
Reel she delighted the galleries, dressed in a kilt and hose — a 
gratuitous liberality which the part certainly does not require^ 
but this I cannot believe. ' Let me be just, however; in the 
handsomest manner she volunteered to perform on the following 
night in a charity play, which Seymour had generously and 
unasked proferred to the Fund for the Relief of the Unem- 
ployed. A grand concert is projected for the same purpose. 
Let the Directors bring Caradorl, or Ron^l de Begnis, or, 
better, Pasta, and it will do good to more than the poor weavers. 
Charity covereth many sins, but not those against harmony. 
Rayner I have seen in Covent Garden, but shall certainly 
go to see him here. He is the tragedian as well as comedian 
of rustic and unlettered life, and, like Emery, many of his 
performances give as powerful moral lessons to the crowd 
as even Hogarth's pictures. It is highly praiseworthy in 
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our manager to bring him here, while his fame is yet bat 
risingt and deserves much more encouragement than I am told 
he has met with, since the lady who never held a country en- 
gagement till she had been ** at Court," left him.— —-Alex- 
ander's Fustain Warehouse — the Minor Theatre— has opened, 
I perceive. As I never go there, I can say nothing about it. 

The New Monthly and London are poor this month. T%e 
Chronicle has extracted from the former two Jokes of Parr'a 
I would else have sent you.-*-Blackwood is good. Read Di 
Vasari : it is a story of entrancing interest. 

Did you see a delicious advertisement iu one of our papers, 
from a sage who wanted ** Boarding and Lodging" in a family 
where there are daughters — and tumblers of toddy every night 
at eleven? Tallying of daughters and sages,— one of the 
former eloped last weelc, and I see one of the latter —of Athens 
though — has died <* Surgeon to the King of Woahoo ! ** 

By the way, I know every thing relating to the Fine Arts 
is a matter of interest to you, and therefore I am sure you will 
rejoice to learn that our indefatigable friend, William Brown, 
has just completed, with the greatest success, a commission for 
a view of Loch Lomond, from the summit of the Whangie 
Craig, of the very largest size of which water-colour painting on 
paper admits. It is, I assure you, equally creditable to tlie artist 
who executed and the amateur who ordered it. He is pre- 
paring a series of views of the Royal Palaces of Scotland, on a 
scale of magnitude corresponding.—! have barely room to sign 

C. H. 



P. S^^Wednndag Night— I have seen Ranier*8 Giles, and would not miss 
jedng it again for any thing. Can you believe that the power and pathos 
of the last scene of the Miller's Maid, where he appears as the rustic whom 



love elevates to a noble being, moistened even my eyes? He has been {Mre- 
vailed on to repeat it on Monday night; when Miss Edmiston (an old and 
deserved favourite) makes her first appearance.— C. H. 

To Corretpondgnts-^Vfe mean in future to occupy very little of our limited 
space in reply to these ; but a scurrilous anonymous letter has been handed 
to us by a gentleman, to whom it had been written as if he were Editor of 
the Ant, but who is no more accountable for our faults than we for Us. It 
is neither manly nor honourable to send such— and somewhat troublesome 
he bids us say, for even good-natured friends (we omit the epithet) to ad. 
dress that person *' when occupied with far other and more important labours 
than ours/*— We despise the petulance that would wound an author's feeling 
to show an editor's wit, and shall not, therefore, add to the pain of rejecting 
well-meant communications the insult of taunts, where impudence does not 
call for a like reply; but truly the Acrostics from the ** Island of CoU** want 
fire sadlUt and Poetry ** quite extemporaneous," and *' needing explanation,'* 
wont suit us.— By and bye, we shall endeavour to do justice to those portiont 
of " An Intended Contributor's" paper that are not feeble and common, 
place.— Clio gives some promise of success.— The author of ** Can I forget 
thee," more than mere promise: but really the liberality of our Correspon. 
dents cannot make us forget that we are a thing of fewer pages than the num- 
ber of days that elapse between each of our publications. 

Printed by James Curll, 55, BeU-Street, and sold by all the Booksellen io 
Glasgow, Paidley, Greenock, Ayr, Kilmarnock, Stc. ; and in Edinburgh, 
by R. Chambers, India Place, and J. Sutherland, Calton-Street. 
PRICE THREEPENCE. 



THE ANT. 



No. III.— SATURDAY, 30tii DECEMBER, IS26. 



O^ismal. 



^ DEBATING SOCIETIES. 

'* Tlie stormy ardour of the kindled mind. 
Where there*6i no passion but of zeal for truth, 
O trat its Tolce is music to mine ear ! " 

The Martpr Sktdad. 

One of our number; that is, a member of the body who 
divert the leisure of one night in the fortnigpht by sug- 
gesting Selections for *' The Ant," and writing Uie trifles 
whioh are printed on the four leaves that foim the 
cover of these, — besides discussing sundry boards of 
Lough-Foyle oysters, tumblers of gin-twist, and dresses 
of young ladies— is the gentleman who, as ^ An Old 
Stager," was to contribute some Sketches and R^ 
collections of these important, and, in the opinion of their 
members, singularly influential institutions. Debating So* 
oieties. He tells us, however, that he finds it to li^ inb> 
possible for him to compress these into two, or even three 
papers fitted for our limits; but that, if our printer 
chooses, he will, from time to time, as the articles seem 
to taJtCy endeavour to fulfil his promise, by noting down 
a series of reminiscences connected with the intercourse 
he has had with such associations, for a goodly period ai 
his now middle-aged life, prefacing the wh<de by a paper 
ijt which he shall glance at the prevailing objections 
to, and prominent defects of, them, as well as enter 
upon the m<Mre kindred theme — the great and last* 
ing boiefits they are, under proper regiuations, and in 
i}%iAT proper place, fitted to c(mfer upon those who join in 
tiieir formation and support. Were it not that we fear 
our friend may become tedious in writing on a subject 
where, when talking of it, he is excessively garrulous, 
we think something piquant might be extracted finom 
the lumber-closet of his memory and observation, since 
we have heard him— often enoi^h, Ood wot ]— describe 
with enthusiasm the meetings of the Literary Forum and 
Academic Society, which were both held within the 
3 
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walls of oiir Uniyersity, about the years 1811 and 181?« 
There might nightly i^e- heard a Russell^ the German 
traveller and rising advocate; a Jardine, now at the 
Chancery Bar; a John Young, now of Bel^t, but soon, 
we should hope, to be of some Moral Philosophy chair in 
more than an •• Institution," however respectable ; a Fox, 
one of the most eloquent preachers in England; a Harris, 
one of the first even where Chalmers hss been heard; a 
George Sym, now no more; and a host of others of 
nearly eoual talent. The meetings of the Historical So- 
ciety of Trinity College, Dublin, or even of the wits who, 
in Curran's time, assembled at the " Devil's Tavern," 
Temple Bar, to exercise themselves in oratory and ex- 
temporaneous speaking, could hardly surpass these in 
interest, if described as these have been. But that is, of 
course, out of the question here. 

In the meantime, however, we gladly avail ourselves 
of the permission of Mr. Curll to inform the gentleman 
who aadresses the very sensible letter to us, requesting 
that the letter-box of our industrious little caterer, 
might be allowed to become the focus, for receiving, 
at once, the expression of sentiment, the suggestion 
of plans, and the real signature of such writers as, like 
himself, are desirous of cultivating the little power or ex- 
perience they may have acquired in extemporaneous 
public speaking, by joining with others, possessed of the 
same wish and capabilities, in the formation of a society 
exclusively devoting its attention to that, as it can bie 
exercised upon subjects of present pith and moment, rather 
than upon the usuad hackneyed generalities of academical 
discussion, — that we accord his wish. The idea we 
think not only good, but, in a free state, laudable in the 
highest degree ; and, provided a dozen young gentlemen 
can be found, who have learned, in the experiende of 
passing through the different grades of debating societies, 
to smile at me solemn and venerable, though frivolous 
trifling- which often characterises the meetings, not merely 
of those dubs of striplings who, at fifteen, for the hundred 
millionth time, settle the question whether ^ Ambition 
be laudable?" and if ''Man is a Free Agent?" or 
" Caesar was a Tyrant ? " but of the grown-up pillagers 
from the last number of the Edinbuigh Review, who 
dilute into twaddle the latest notions on the novel subjects 
of Catholic Emancipation or the Com Laws ; men who 
will .have courage to confess that they are not altogether 
*' unaccustomed to public speaking," nor wish to remain 
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90, bttt ratker seek to be able to do it with ease, as those 
who may sometimes have opinions to promul^te, and 
rights to defend; we most confess that a few hours in a 
fortnight spent in preliminary investieation and after- 
argfument at such meetings^ woiild be ^most as well dis- 
posed of as those we devote to concocting an '' AnV' or 
our readers to perusing it — Can we say more ? 

This gentleman, who has favoured us with his address, 
may rely upon our prudence, as may those who address^ 
through us, ^vate notes to him as '^ Loquendi." The 
readers of ^ The Ant" shall receive a hint as to the suc- 
cess his offer of co-operation meets with — a success of 
which we cannot doubt, convinced as we are, that in 
Glasgow there are as many qualified by experience, ability, 
and zeal, as might form and support with spirit twenty 
such societies, provided they could be brought together^ 
or knew of a common centre to which to resort^ or even 
of the existence of ei^ht or ten who were of their own 
mind on the matter. I*fay, more, we shall stipulate thaty 
if these bodies meet in an elegant room — noi in an inn, 
tavern, school-house, or ball-room — ^but in halls such as 
those of Anderson's Institution, the Annuity Society, 
or the College, we shall stipulate that every one of 
our regular subscribers — ^the feir sex, who form nine- 
tenths of the number, excluded, of course, as we wish the 
meeting to be those of a hundred patient listeners, to 
half-a-£>zeu talkers — so lons^ as they buy our book, and 
praise it, shall have free a£uissiou to the discussions of 
the society first established, by simply presenting the last 
number, as their ticket at <he door. In the meantime, as 
there are numerous -associations with the name of De- 
bating Societies already in existence in Glasgow, and 
surrounding towns, whose objects are laudable, if their 
management be sometimes defective, we have resolved 
in eadi of our numbers, for some time, to insert statements 
of two or three questions for discussion at their meetings, 
with a view, first, to supply a want which we know 
to be felt in almost all of these to a great decree — ^we 
mean a copious list of interesting topics, fitted for dis- 
cussion in such assemblages, and adapted to the varied 
tastes of those who may, in turn, be compelled to intro- 
duce a subject; and next, to supersede the necessity of 
resorting to that string of scholastic nothingnesses, or 
worn-out and wearisome trifles, on the one hand, and 
established points on the other, which are found to fill up 
those leaves of many minute-books, which follow the 
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'* Laws " of literary societies, under the title of " List of 
Questions," and are remorselessly transcribed by the son, 
from that the '* father copied from the grandfather's 
memoranda, who attended the university in 1751 1 " 

These shall be of four classes : 
L Questions on Politics and Political Economy. ^ 
IL Questions relating to the Natural and Ciyil History of 

Mankind, and to the Progress of Society. 
in. Questions in Metaphysics and Moral Philosophy. 
IV. Questions of a Miscellaneous description. 

In addition to their simple statement we shall, from our 
own notes and experience in reference, occasionally point 
out those works, and parts of treatises, or portions of 
volumes— especially those of periodical literature— in 
which the suDJects are handled in such a way as to become 
sources of information as to facts, and elements for reflec- 
tion as to the formation of opinion, without holding out 
fiunlities to the indolent to adopt ready-made notions and 
second-hand arguments. We anticipate that the small 
portion of room this department may occupy, shall not only 
not be ffrudged by our fair and elderly readers — ^the two 
classes least likely to profit by it in the most direct and 
obvious way — but be esteemed of peculiar value, since to 
many they may recal agreeable recollections of hours 
spent in reading, debating, or reflecting on similar themes 
— ^may refresh their memory as to the instructive results 
of these, and even present to the laborious inquirer after 
truth, in their very abruptness, positions disencumbered 
of the numerous related and collateral inquiries in which 
he has found them enveloped in regular treatises, and 
women may learn that young men can sometimes think 
about even far more important matters than their charms, 
dress, or temper. 

I. — '' Is it beneficial or infurious to limit by Law the rate 
of Interest?'' 
Authorities— 'Bentham's Defence of Usuiy; Adam Smith; Sir 
James Steuart's Political Economy; Hannay on Usnry; 
Graham's Remarks ; Sergeant Onslow's Speeches in Parlia- 
ment; Edmburgh Review, &c. &c. 

II. — ** To what causes are we to ascribe the Varieties of 
the Human Macef* 
Authorities — Article •* Complexion," Brewster's Encydopasdia ; 
Buflbn, by Smellie, Vol. III. ; Smyth's Essay on the Varieties 
of th^ Haman Race ; Lord Kames ; Dr. Pritchard's Researches 
on the Physical History of Man, &c. &c. 
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THE RECENT ARCHITECTURAL EMBELLISH- 
MENTS OF GLASGOW.— iVb. L 

[ Wb have reoeived a host of commiinications from angry Correspond- 
ents, intended for that department of the industry onr title pro- 
mises, which is to give Criticisms on the recent Architectural 
Embellishments of tibis City. The greater part of them dwell 
with asperity upon the very necessary and laudable improeemuU 
—as we think it really deserves to be called— effected in Ingram 
and Canon Streets, by cutting off a projecting portion of St. 
David's Churchyard, and carried on, we are assuried, with every 
respect and delicacy to the mortal remains there deposited, 
as well as to the feelings of the friends of the deceased* 
Had they asked why even Rickman was employed, when 
our own city pos se s ses such an architect as Hamilton, im 
should have wondered less at their wonder.— 'Two complaining 
articles, of very different styles, we insert.] 

The Remonstrance of a late Member ofth^ Incorporation of 
Taylors, Addressed to the Statute Labour Trustees. 

Altbovoh the measure may seem short, 

And shorter still this Uney 
My tuit and eewingt not in sport, 

For a subject grave is mine ; 
And, though I'm dead, there's no reason for't 

That my ghoite should '* give no sign." 

Though " Crypt " uncrippled still we be— 

Than mine there are more bones— 
And 'tis our turn to mutiny 

Against the " stocks and stones'* 
That way-Jay our last property. 

And " push us from our thrones." 

Remember Shakspeare's Epitaph, 

Ye Cobbctts of onr Pain ! 
Ton would not torn, with soomful laugh, 

A beggar out in Tun$ 
But toss your sires about like chaff 

Thrown to the street again ! 

Although 'tis true we're changed to dust. 

To mud you needn't hurl us.-» 
But each wheelbarrow that passes must— • 

If you spread that dust o'er purlieus : 
Our cause is not a eauee-way Truet,-^ ^ 

Tet, trust us, we're not querulous ! 
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O Captain H ! think how they 

Who march o*er graves to lame. 
Get hut a North ^ West dAngetovu way— 

—Ram*8 Horns yield small acclaim ; 
Cannon and Canon breaches may— 

Not Canon- iS'/ree^. — For shame ! 
One of my legs has been thrown near 

Miss Withers* virgin charms ; 
Another, with the Widow Queer 

Is locked in too close terms 
Within a neighbour Crypt — and here. 

Like a fight, are " odds of arms !** 
Now this, beneath the church's nose— 

Beside the church's quiet- 
Is very bad. O where be those 

Who threaten at a riot 
When doctors left 07ie corpse in clothes 

Without those things to tye at ! 
Give back — give back the ancient fatr, ♦ 

In these days of half knowledge ! 
The plan is odd that would'nt spare 

That on the way to College ! 
Our " tack** to cancel, even for " Stair,*' f 

Is little less than spoliage. 
A comer slice you cut — 'twas bad ; 

But now — one vast abuse ;— 
You pave with graves a City Road, 

Yet rail them out of use ! 
^-What wonder then a ghost gets mad^ 

— Even that of 

GILBERT GOOSE! 



Where is my Fatheads Grave f 

Where is my Father's Grave? — 

The grass was green that grew aronnd — 
fTwas watered^by my tears, — 

There was no mark upon the mound. 
Save that which kneeling wears ;— • 

The stone that told his virtues' age- 
That showed one honest name. 

Where is it now ? It was a p«^ 
Held not one word of fhame ;— 

Tablets have lied in holy nave — 

—This was above my Father's Grave ! 

♦ Lair— an^Kce Learning. 
t His << Institutes," or that flight of steps at the gateway. 
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Whebe is Mr Father's Grave ? — 
I came from lands across the deep ; 

One thought, afar, was mine — 
Again the tears of love to weep 

0*er that heart-hidlowed shrine : 
I seek the spot at earliest dawn, 

But find each symbol fled ; 
The creaking wains are o*er it drawn-— 

The city*s thousands tread ! 
Hid, as rolls population's wave 
*Bove't, is my Father's quiet Grave ! 

Where is my Father's Grave ? — 

What was the malison of heaven 
On they wfio land-marks moved ? 

—Here heart-goals from their place are riven- 
Tom up the dust we loved !— 

Where lay the head of wisdom 'd age- 
Where rested its fond heart ; — 

Stretch'd by the rude mechanic's guage, 
These wall's foundations start : 

Above his tomb a road they pave,— 

Here — here! this was my Father's Grave! 

Where is mt Father's Grave? — 
Nay, tell me not of arched roof, 

With noisome clammy walls, 
Where huddled bones, without one proof. 

Rot in their sandstone stalls ; 
Beft from the spot where lowly laid 

With reverential thought 
I left them, ye have relics made 

In which my heart owns nought : 
To hallowed earth his dust I gave, — 
Ye have profaned a Father's Grave ! « 

Where is my Father's Grave ?-^ 
The Red Child of the West I left, 

Though Savage him we name, 
Doth never need, for ne'er so reft, 

To speak these words of shame ;— 
If strangers would pro&ne the ground 

The sacred trust it keeps. 
They carry with them — where tfieif*re found 

llie Indian Father sleeps : 
Farewell, loved land ! — no home I'll have 
Where none can show my Father's Grave ! 
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HARRY MARTEN TO CHARLES HERON. 

• • • The " Ladies* Sale"— or Sale of Ladies— con- 
tinaed on the Thursday after you left town, and if there were 
fewer works of art to admire than on the first day, there were 
more of nature — for the fair shopkeepers and their customers 
were better seen. I sent you a Times : had you been here I 
don't belieYe, in faith, that you could have told the friends you 
are Tlsiting a-woriLmore about it than is there, unless you had 
mentioned Miss — *s repartee to a genU who said it was her 
beauty made him buy — '* O ! then, what will you next purchase 
for the charity?** The writer is to get a pic>nic suit of em- 
broidery from the ladies-contributors, and Professor Sandford 
a lecture in Latin on gallantry. Swan's Views, No. IL is 
the best thing I can send as an acknowledgment for your punc- 
tuality as to the turkeys, which are fat enough for eren his 
" Archiepisoopal Palace** in its best days, and will relish the 
whisky Storrie has sent me, that has made the voyage to Cal- 
cutta and back to mellow it ! It is curious enough that in the 
same week his view of that relic of prelacy appeared, a new 
edition of that curious and important record of the lives of the 
HEROES who suffered martyrdom to resist and overthrow it— - 
Howie*s ** Scots Worthies'* — was published in the same city ! 
I have not had time to examine more than the Preface, which is 
written in Mr.M'Gavin's excellent masculine style. Cramer 
is in piano playing what Crayon is in English style. Kalkbren- 
ner was the Hazlitt of his art — full of fire— and freaks. But 
Vaughan, Bellamy, and Knyvett are coming ! — think of that! — 
the finest glee singers since Elliot, King, and Evans' time— and 
Sinclair and Ducrow precede them. Seymour will make '' Bonny- 
Breast Knots** as fashionable as if Maithus had never been a 
foe to matrimony. He i» really inde&tigable, and has again 

put his best « Foote" forward for the holiday folks I 

cannot add another word, for I have an appointment to see the 
pretty Mary — > practise a new dance, with an alarming title, 
Lowe has just introduced — ** the Chivonian Circle ! " and the 
dock nearest me is of no use, as a sign-board, hung on its face, 
tells it is ** Repairing,** but doesn't say where — nor when it is 
to come back. — Yours, H. M. 

A MATCH FOR TIME. 
Hme, long a widower, and somewhat hoary, 
Ask'd 'g counsel once-HK> runs the story— 



Who, thinking that he could be easy spared 
While trade was dull, sent him to be ** Re-] 



^^^^^^^ Re.paired."-^oefto. 

We have not a line of room to thank, let alone to gratify, our numerous 
Corre8pondent8.r-The very unexpected demand for our first and sec(»d 
Numbers obliges us to request that those who are desirous of possessing 
them will leave their orders with their Bookseller, that it may be ascertained 
whether it is worth while to re-set their types— a laige impression of each 
having beea already sold. 

Printed by James Curll, 55, Bell-Street, and sold by all BookseUcn. 
PRICE THREEPENCE. 
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DRY GATE STORIES.— iVb. /. 
Near the south-east extremity of the Dryig^ate stood the 
gateway of ancient 01as?ow, Known by the name of the 
Drygate P<»1;; and still stands the venerable mansioa- 
house, once a prehendal residence attached to the cath- 
edral, in a portion of which resides onr yeneraMe ftiend, 
Archibald M'Crony, a lineal descendant, by the mothei's 
side, from the worthy M'Ure, the kind-hearted and simple- 
minded, yet graphic historian of his and our native city. 
He is, like his progenitor, garrulous and good-humoured, 
full of old traditions, vain of the glory and the grandeur 
of Glasgow, yet jealous of afi mnovations that take place 
in either its appearance or the manners of its citizens. 
A bachelor — worth fifty pounds a-year, when his rents 
are well paid — and never without a jocose crack, and a 
good pinch of snuff— it need not be doubted that his 
company is sought aftar. His stories are mostly all local, 
many of them personal. But that word is a ougbear in 
one of its applications. Here we mean, simply, that he 
- is often the nero of his own narratives, a few of which he 
has promised to transcribe for ^ The Ant," and he has 
sent as a specimen — 

THE LIGHT IN THE GARRET WINDOW. 

A Tale of the Trongate. 

Many of the friends in whom I can find no other faulty 
have g(me to Uve in the westermost westergaie, wher^- 
stood the holms and hiUs of the Laird of Blytibswood 
when I was young. But they have not forgotten the 
Drygate, for sure am I it is the rather to see it agaio, 
than to call and invite even me, that they dimb, as they 
call it, the now levelled Bell o' the Brae. And, the mxx^ 
for tins kindly feeling to the haunts of tiieir fitthers' bojw 
hood, I often spend the afternoon and evei»ig in thai 
VSfr dity now boilt on the heights abov* whcj^po oiu» 
4 
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stood the outlying village of Anderston, and find night 
overtake me before I can get home. I never liked In- 
gram-Street since it was carried througii Mr. Glassford's 
back garden, nor Wilson- Street, since the corporation of 
Nottingham became its lairds; so I walk home by the 
bridge over St. Enoch's bum, and along to the West Port, 
and through the Trongate. Many's the time, at the 
latest hour, I have passed St. Mary's steeple) but never 
yet did I turn up to note the hour upon its horoloffe— ;-an 
easy thing, however mirk, since they Dum the gas there^ — 
but I have seen, and wondered as I saw, just beneath the 
western face of that, upon the roof of the outstanding 
tenement, one storey high, built by the late John Bell, 
the blaze of glaring flame from two sky-light windows. 
It mattered not what was the hour — ^there was the light 
shining ogt from the slates. I have said the land was of 
one storey only. But what made me wonder — there 
was never a glimmer in the wall windows, or a skinkle ia 
the shops below. Dwelling in the building I knew there 
was none. Entrance to it I was sure there was but one. 
" Preserve me," said I often, as I passed and still saw 
the lipfiit, *' the company in that warehouse must be very 
busy in the dullest times, or else taking stock every night 
in the year" — ^for I knew by the sign on the front that it 
was a warehouse — '' since the blazing of their candle or 
the burning of their gas is Uke the fire of the bottle- 
work — an undevalling thing." I was satisfied with this 
for some time. But, by and bye, I could not rest coa- 
tented with believing tliat that house had orders to pack 
up goods everv night, and decided, when they moved to 
another part of the town, and their warehouse was empty, 
to try to get up the only stair — that at the right hand 
of the gateway to the Laigh Kirk — ^but the outer door 
was firmly locked. This was . the case every time I 
attempted it. Never a watchman came on the station 
but I interrogated him if he knew whose apartments these 
were, where, like love, " a flame for ever bumeth." No 
one of them would own he knew. The packman at the 
stairfoot denied, in day-light, that theve was any blaze on 
the leads at night at all I I could not endure this suspense. 
Was it a club of gamblers — or radicals*— or young doctors 
iQethere? There was a secret in the thing. At last I durst 
not pass the place without trying to solve it, or leave it 
without regretting that I could not. On Thursday night 
last, I ma£ another effort. The close to the west of the 
land wl)^re the street widens, I had often retraced^ buty 
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in detention, I tried it apdn. Evay nook in it I ex- 
l^orea. At eyery door I Knoeked. At length, up what 
i thought a blind entry I crept ; but not a cranny was 
th^e tiiere. I heard some sounds, howeyer, and followed 
them. . They were of singing. I listened, and my blood 
froze as I heard the ohorufr— 

** Cut away : cut away : cut away ! '* 

I tamed about to escape — stumbled — fell — ^forced open a 
door — -/ound myself among about fifteen hard>workinf 
tailors — and saw the two sky-light windows shining for£ 
their blaze of light aboye me I 



QUESTIONS FOR DEBATING SOCIETIES. 
No. IL 

III. — ** As the Boundaries of Science are enlarged, is 
the, Empire of Imagination circumscribed?^* 
Authorities. — Edinburgh Review, XXI. 25; Hazlitt*8 
Lectures on Poetry, p. 18; Akenside's Pleasures; Knox's 
Essays, &c. 

rV. — " Is it of advantage to the Community that a 
power of pardoning Criminals should be vested in the 
Chief Magistrate of the State f " 
AuTHORrriEs.— Bentbam, Tr. de Legislation ; Faley's Moral 
Philosophy ; Montague on Criminal Law, &c. 

[Letters offering co-operation in forming societies, such as sug- 
gested in our last, must have the name and address of the writer 
attached. — H. I. is of the right stamp.] 



EULOGIUM ON DRUNKENNESS. 

[The following, written in a tipsy-like staggering hand, was 
left at our Printer's by a young man, whose holiday apparel 
seemed a little soiled with mud, and his face somewhat flushed. 
Perhaps that it was on the 2d of January that he called, 
may account for both these circumstances, and the reeling 
style of the paper, and disinterested tone of the theme.] 

«« Who by disgrace, or by ill-fortune sunk. 
Feels not his soul enliven 'd when he's drunk?'*— Swyjf. 

There is nothing which has heen so much talked at as 
Dmnkenness, hy a parcel of prigs whose temper, or whose 
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etfB BtiUilU m, or whose pursedoei not permit tliem to ta8t» 
ofthcpleaaninibletensatioBSwMchHGomiinmicttfees. They 
trik as reiif^iiists — as moralists— <»r as physidaiHu To 
what they urge in the first of these dbaraoten I do net 
intfflid to advert further thaa hy reminding' them of a oer- 
tain passage in Scripture about a mote and a beaoL; sn€ 
b}r obserymg that Christianity does not half so expressly 
rail against drunkenness as Mahometanism does — ^tne first 
being a true reUgion — the latter one a humbug. Besides, 
li we do not occasionaUy employ ourselves in getting* 
gloriously drunk, we shaU have the more time for spetiS- 
mg in backbiting and vanity. There is little wonder 
that Hypocris rails at drunkenness — since it is that 
which oiten affords the most powerful, and, frequently, 
indeed, infiedlible means of unmasking it, and snowing' 
it up, with the consent and aid of its wearer to boot, in 
all its native colours. 

Canters, in the name of morality, in vain remind us that 
Alexander when drunk killed his old, Aisty, and imperti- 
nent monitor, the ghost of his father's victories and moni- 
tions, Clitus — since the codger was confoundedly drunk 
himself. They prate too aM>ut the same monarch firings 
Persepolis when intoxicated. He ought to have taken 
lessons from Promachus, his acquaintance, who was, as 
we know, a twenty-pint or ten-bottle man. 

Now for the Pharmaoopeian tribe — ^tboee who wish to 
substitute Epsom salts for madeira, and castor oil for 
olives and old port Shade of Hippocrates, thou good 

old soul of a tippler ! — Spirit of Dr. , thou glass and 

model of all jolly soakers ! I need not your assistance to 
prove humbug what are on the fiice of them so, the stories 
of people taking fire in the guts, and the tale of an Irish 
whisky-drinker who blew up himself in blowing out a 
oandle. I have sufficient in tne reluctant admission of aU 
thy would-be abstinent bretlu*en, that a Uttle of the com- 
forter either as claret, tokay, gin and bitters, or blue 
ruin solus, is good for man, as Solomon said before them* 
Now, if I recollect Euclid aright, a line is a line still, how- 
ever extended; and if my memory serves me. Cocker 
has proved that if one is one, two is two— and if one be 
a good and a strong number, two is twice as fifood and as 
powerful ; — consequently if one glass, &c. — ^tne inference 
IS clear and irresistible. 

Talking of that old fellow, Hippocrates, I will quote 
him here quite pat. '* It does a man good," says he, in 
his wonk on man, *^ to get drunk once a-month." Canauj 
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thin^ bem<M% obTkms than if it doM so, as who will ^bre 
to doubt what the father of medicine asserts^ it most be 
twice as beneficial to be " immortal" once a-fortni^ht^ 
and so on ? That Uionsands believe so, the experience of 
all saves me the trouble of proving — and what tiie mass of 
mankind practise, and have practised, and will practise, it 
is mere foppery to impugn. Hippocrates is a classic an- 
thorily. These are the m^els — ^the standards — the authori- 
ties of all the more pifmy-like race of writers who have 
succeeded them; — and I have them all — ^positively all of the 
best^ at least— on my side. Horace, a pretty good au- 
thority, tells us that noets who drink water can never 
make good verses ; ana Athenseus assures us that AlcKus 
and Anstophanes wrote their best pieces when intoxicated. 
Socrates was a very clever fellow, and, according to Lu- 
dan, he was always drunk ; for^ in conformity to his own 
confession, he saw all things double. Ovid never wrote 
bad poetry till he was banished to Scythia, where the vine 
was not cultivated. What was Anacreon's inspirer ? wine 
— what his subjects ? liquors and goblets. There is not 
a page of Pindar but wmt is redolent of grape ; and H<^ 
race, the aforesaid, never chanted the charms of his Glycera 
till mellowed by its jtdce. These facts prove the opinions 
and practice of ancient men of genius to have been all in 
hyoax of drunkenness. The great body of the people of 
ancient states held similar doctrines, else Hermagorus hud 
MPvmr been baniriied l^ecns for too mat sobriety. 

But, alas I the ages of Anaereen and of 6. A« Steeveaa^ 
Sir Oeorge Delaval, and tlie Earl of March, have passed: 
away, and a punv tribe of effennnato and FrenehilM 
dressers now nil tneir place in the Haut-ton, They are- 
never drunk, forsooth, for no better reason than that » 
man that is so, say they, walks unffracefidly. Walks uii- 
mcefidly ! — why, if properijr and classically, or even 
Irishly so, the devil a bit of him can waflc at aH ! But if 
he should attempt it, in confutation of this senile obiection, 
let me add, that Hogarth in his profound analysis or beauty 
lays it down as an axiom, that, though ** aU the common 
and necessary motions for the purposes of life are per- 
formed by man in plain or .straight lines, aU the ffraceftd 
and ornamental movements are made in curve ones." 
And such are all the movements of man, woman, or child^ 
when tolerably drunk I 



so THE ANT. 



CONSTANCY; or, PRAY, WILL IT LAST? 

I CARE not, if true, that her heart is as light 

As her step, if as modest it be ; 
If her eye upon others can beam with delight, 

Shall I shrink when it sparkles to me ?-^ 
No, prate not— enough 'tis I bask in its beams 

For some hours of an else gloomy day ; 
Shall I chase from my pillow what soothes me in dreams. 

Since they pass with the morning away ? 
No— o*er the bright present theyVe fools who would cast 
The shadowing question of — Pray, will it last ? 

Did Mahomet want for his heaven a recruit. 

You admit that in Jessie heM find 
A black-eyed bright beauty at once that would suit, 

" If ten minutes she were of a mind ! ** 
Well, well — if the fragrance that*s wafted along 

From the breeze-rifled sweets of the rose 
Is to pass by another, it surely were wrong 

With a wise shrug to cork up my nose. 
No, no— o'er the present they're fools who would cast 
The shadowy doubting of — Pray, will it last? 



THE HERON CORRESPONDENCE. No. IIL 
Mt Dkab. Cousin Mart, 

The letter to my Aunt will faaye told you all needful to be kaown 
concerning my safe return here— 4uid every thing in short but what 
you wish to ^ow-^-if the Subacription Concerts are to be worth 
your coming sixty miles to bear, and the Assemblies as many to see 
-—with the gossip of the great city of the west, since your cos. 
orally communicated every little bit of scandal he could pick for 
your dear curiosity, previous to his Christmas visit. That budget 
was so large, however, as to beggar him for a time, and make — ^he 
fears— his letters less worth your while than his chat— the vain 
creature ! But you shall have what he can muster. The Concerts 

win unquestionably be first-rate. Vaughan is the first English 
tenor of the day ; and Bellamy, though old, is of the purest school 
and finest science. Miss Travis — no, Mrs. Knyvett now— was, 
when I saw her last, about the sweetest and most modest-looking of 
women and singers I ever heard or saw. Her style is purely oT" 
ehestral, and, unlike stage-singers, latfy-Kke, I know not what 
instrumental force is to be mustered, but Seymour, I think, will 
not rely on city talent alone. He should bring Finhiy Dun for a 
night, who both nngs and plays beautifully^; and something of addi* 
tional elegance ought to be given to the house. All the aristocracy 
of the west are already on t^e subscription list, ao the Theatre will 
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be verygacy. It haii been any tbing but that this week. Sindair 
-^-a gentleman — a Scotsman — a man of taste, and finished singer, 
with a voice that would wile a bird from the bush, and supported, 
as in Midas, by Mrs. Boyle particularly, and indeed the whole of 
the company, with great spirit and effect— '«an hare put little into 
his own pockets by the trip, and the Manager must have lost all be 
made by Bliss Foote. Such is Glasgow taste, you will exclaim*— 
and with some reason ; but not in the way you think, for even 
Cline*s fearfully beautiful feats on the tight-rope superadded, more 
germain as you may fancy these to be to we Goths, did not in- 
crease the attraction. He is the very poet of his airy art. Miss 
Holmes, poor little thing, was alternately lively and timid — sweet 
and out of tune— easy and awkward. Like the song of the Breast 
Knots, she has nothing in her, and they are equally silly, unless 
when the master of both lends his own graces to their insipidity. 
Did you notice the elegant letter Peel wrote, enclosing a hun- 
dred pounds as the price of the " Baron of Renfrew's*' ticket to 
the Assembly, which waf to have been held for the charity fund oi 
that county. It was like the king's own manner—suave and 
gracefiil. The " Ant " is like the busy bee, ''improving eaeh 

shining hour," and going off, I am told, wonderfully, considering 
its humble ' pretensions. I have, as you desired, found out the 
Editor's name ; it is Solomon. Savsall — a fitting one for the keeper 
of an ant-hillock. The Contributors you can guess at — but one has 
proffered some lays you will be sure to like — a gifted countryman 
of yours — you know whom I mean. No less than three other 
Periodicals have started up since Curll's success. ** The Colle- 
gian" never took a degree though. Gilfillan's Pictures for the 
Duke of Buckingham I described to you. I went to take another 
look of them on my return, but they were off to his Grace — and I 
can now only remember them wild and bold, beauty and freedom of 
touch.— Henderson is painting a Bacchante, cabinet size, for 
your firiend, that would make one wish to be a child again — and be 
happy. The eloquent Private Soldier who speaks nightly at 
the Lyceum Koom I have not yet been able to hear — a parcel of 
noisy Irish Catholic schoolmasters were always *' in possession of 
the char** when I "dropped in," and the atmosphere of the 
room was like their style, too u;arm and thick for my relishing it. 
I forgot to tell you, but must positively write a good story about 
portable gas and Paisley gumption. You know Lyon, who runs 
the coach that brings me so many good things in the shooting and 
pig-curing seasons from dear Dumfries, is the proprietor also of a 
lot of admirably managed " short stages," as the Cockneys call 
them, which promote civilization in Pai^ey, as the wicked say here, 
and carry us a tasting of some of that local and amiable spirit which 
is diffused into weakness in so large a town as ours, say the Paisley 
wits. He has made arrangements for fitting up these with a gas 
apparatus. An old lady had. taken her place for eight o'clock in 
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tiw ettmng, in the Sou of Commerce holt wm id petrified oa 
entering the coach to find gas burning, thet ehe started back, de- 
clmed to occupy her seat, and declared " It waa na canny, for 
anrely the pipes could na be laid a' the way frae the Sneddon to tha 
Corse o* Glaigow, and besides it was nae travelling that, for ane 
might just as weel sit in their own parlour."— —The New Year 
psssed over very soberly with Harry Marten and our other firiends* 
Xom ■ says he was as melancholy and as idle as Cdes, the liOfe- 
tery-bill-sticker, who, like Othello, mourns '* his occupation gone^'* 
and as grave as the faces of the Life Annuitants of a society, whooiy 
as a director, he met, when he wished them a " Good New Year*** 
but said he positively could not wish them '* muy of them."— —» It 
is perfectly needless to league me, Mary, about foshions and litera- 
ture. Both are black here at present and, but for what I have 
said of " The Ant," and the copy of the Scots Times, which, 
somehow or other, had got a hold of a tid>bit-^the first page of tlia 
Life of Napoleon — that accompanies this, I would be as iUitetale 
and stupid as one of the cigar smokers who parade the Troagate 
with the divine leaf li{^ted at the wrong end ! But I fofg«4 ; 
there are literary newa to conchide with. Li Poland there in a 
periodica] work of great popularity— a pretty sort of Souvenir, with 
the following delightfol title: — " Recznik Kvelewskiego TowaRjF- 
stwa Pizyiaciol muk Warsaawskiego ! "-» Yours ever, dear Mary, 
CH. 

Is crammed with communications of the most varied kinds and qualities, 
ftnm tlie dull dtsquisicion to tbe first book of an epie poem— from the long 
letter about nothing to tbe short epistle about anything. We have as 
much volunteer poetry on hand, on hot-preised paper, as would build a 
wall round Parnassus, or go far to make a bill as high as Pindus ; and al- 
though prosy favours are not quite so plentifiAl, like the rabbits in the 
parson's grace, ** we have enough ! " Our limits compel us to make but a 
limited use of these, although many of them are good — nay» some of them 
exc^ent, bnt not exactly of that peculiar nature that fits them for our jmw- 
aetU use, and of which we alone can judge— or reveal the secrets of editorial 
eraft. To Museus, Alexis, &c. this may apply. As for Margt who asks if 
we mean to notice the Fashions of the day, and hints that we should suggest 
a Charity Ball (ma" groat scale ; " and Elisa. who tranamits us an ac 
count of the Pollockshaws assembly— we wish they would favour us with 
their cards that we might answer them privately. It would not please our 
Lancashire friend were we to do so with him, and we insert his letter, as In 
next No. we shall try to make room for such other ** hint*** as are briefl 

Btiftkntood HUl, Uondag, 
SIR^-Are the ladies to be the only workers here in the good cause of 
charity? The gentlemen, I grant you, need not now try to mamtfmehmt 
any tmog fan the way of *' fanc^," but /don't admit that as an excuse fax 
idleness, and surely, or you will bely your name, neither will you. But 
how are they to work? By Piaffing^ say I— Last year I personated a 
Lady's Abigail at the Annual Amateur Performance of a Play, in the 
Liverpool Theatre, for the benefit of— but I must whisper it here— the 
^fine4n Hospitalt and this season am equally ready to play any thing from 
0««io to PrisdUa Tomboy, for the ttiieniployed--«ay part but that of a 
Ifafa^^Yonssa 

A LIVERPOOL YOUNG FELLOW. 
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THE FIRST SIGH. 

AN ILLUSTRATION. 



" There is not a sweeter word in the language" said Miss 
Clarissa Simper, " than siah. It has music in every letter ; 
and, in breathing it tenderly out, (for who can ever vulgarly 
and decidedly pronounce it ?) one fancies they hear the 
tone of an Eolian harp, the strings of which haye been 
thrilled by the farewell breeze of Zephyrus, when with the 
setting sun of summer he bids the day, whose heats he Jbas 
cooled, a tender farewell ! " 

Catharine Lightheart could hardly keep her gravity till 
this mellifluous sentence was finished. When it was 
ended, she burst out into a hearty exhiliratinf laugh, in 
which, spite of the rules of good-breeding ana my Lord 
Chesterfield, she was joined by all the younger part of the 
coTaj^aaaj seated round the tea-table. 

** Ah I Catharine," was the only answer of Clarissa, for 
she was sweet-tempered, though sentimental *' Ah ! 
Cathnriue, I do not envy you that hearty laugh, if you 
are insensible to the sweeter and ^more refining pleasure 
received from a si^h." 

"Well, well, C&ra," rejoined Catharine, "may I laugh 
my way through life, but I am not so ill*tempered and 
cross as to wish you may sigh yourself on through the 
journey." 

" The happiest condition, my dear young friends," here 
remarked Mrs. Beatson, an elderly widow lady, who had 
tasted both the joys and the more gentle sorrows of the 
world, " is where there is not too much of either in the 
incidents of life, not that which is never occasionally en- 
livened by both. — You smile at the use of the word enli- 
vened, Catharine — ^but I am prepared to justify the appro- 
priation of the term, in speaking of the sighs your cousin 
aUttded to ; for she, though an admirer of sadness, has 
nev^ yet been schooled by grief. My first sigh was my 

5 
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youngest blessing, and if not a joy itself, at least the fruit- 
fulparent of ftiany." 

Githarine seemed suriMrised, and asked how that could 
possibly be — adding, that as fiur as her memory served her, 
she never sighed in her life ; '' for youeannot mean, Clara, 
that sobbing and sighing are the same. I have sobbed for a 
rose in winter — a Christmas cake in July — and when my 
aunt's monkey killed my poorbnlfinch Harry." 

" You are correct in your distinction, Catharine," an- 
swered Clara, *^ the sigh of the heart and the sob of disap- 
pointment or grief 1 have ueTer confounded t<^ether. 
Mrs. Beatson will perlu^[MS instruct, at all events she will 
amuse us, by being kind enough to give us the history of 
her First Sigh." 

" I win do so willingly," said Mrs. Beatson, " for tiie 
recollections associated with it are more pleasing to mo 
tiian the memory of the most mirthful moments of my life. 
When I was fbfteen years of age, my father, who was 
then my only snnardian, was forced, by the state of his 
health, to reside for a short time in a warmer climate than 
that of his native coimtry. We took up our thode in the 
neighbourhood of Lisbon. The site of our house was 
beautiful in the extreme, and the season e( the year de- 
lightfully serene. In a short ^me, though of an extremely 
volatile disposition, I became mistress of the language of 
Camoens and Xavier. 

** One lovely evenins^, shortly after we had removed to 
a situation farther in the interior of the country than our 
former one, and while I was yet unacquainted with the en- 
virons, in default of a more amusing emplojment, there 
beiuff little of what could be called society m the neigfa- 
bouniood, I retired to an arbour in the wther end of the 
earden, and began to dip into the immortal epic of Luis 
de Camoens. I felt interested in its perusal more Hiim I 
had ever been in any thing before. Till then, literatnre 
had been my aversion, and I had hardly ever read <me 
book from the beginning to the end. Now I fdlt new and 
unaccountable pleasure — my sympathies were touched 
and my imagination was fired. I read on from the place 
where I had opened with eager avidity, and hardly con- 
descended to raise my head to ascertain the cause of a 
singular rustling I heard among the leaves of the climbing 
plants, which were twined around the place where I sat 
and shaded it from the scorching sunbeams. The origin 
of the disturbance was not eageriy sought, and of coarse 
oould uot be instantly discovered. In a moment after I 
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imd riflen I wm again «iitruioed in the new world of ro^ 
manoe and poetry, of which I had so ktely and unexpect* 
edly heoome a deniaen. The noise was again heard — but 
was even less observed than before. Hours flew away in 
lapid and unnoticed succession, and it was evening ere I 
was aware that it was far bevond the hour of noon. My fi^ 
ther had gone down to Lisbon to superintend the disenir 
barkation of some furniture from England, and my absenee 
had not been observed by any of Uie domestics. I was 
deeply interested in the progress of the 8tory^M>f the con- 
quest of India; the more so that aU the emotions which 
it excited were perfectly new to me. They had been la- 
tent in my bosom, and were now called into play in aU 
the young freshness and vigour of new existence. I had 
arrived near the close of the third book, and when I came 
to the touching passage which describes the appearance of 
the lovely and helpless Inez de Castro and her babes b»- 
,§ote the throne of their enraged grandsire, Alonzo, I wept 
— Oh ! sweeter tears than ever I had wept before, in 
vain she urged a mother's rights and love—- in vain she 
pleaded and appealed. * Oh I shame to knighthood,' C»* 
moens may well exdaim^-' she fell — a murdered conie be- 
fore the heartless tyrant's throne.' My feelings now o'er^ 
nuwtered me — I wept aloud — and heaved for hapless Inea 
.the first and the sweetest sigh that ever throbbed my 
bosom. Imagine my fear and astonishment at seeing a 
young and beautiful cavalier at this moment throw himself 
at my feet. 

*' liis dress was spl^idid and tasteful, but it was neffli- 
gently thrown on; and, joined to this, and the agitation 
vnth which he appeared to be overcome, it made me intui- 
tively shrink back in aharm from him. I woold have 
called for help, for I dreaded violence from the mental 
derangement with which I fimcied him affected, but fear 
held me dumb. 

** For a mmnent he kneeled at my feet without essay- 
11^ to address me. At len^^ after, with an appearance 
^respectful gallantrjr, kissing the hem of my robe, he, in 
ezcellrait English, bneflj^ conjured me not to be alarmed, 
aaid implored my protection. 

^ * Fair lady,' said he, 'for two days I have lurked in 
this garden, without sustenance, and exposed to the 
noon-tide sun, and the breeze of night. I have not dared 
to show myself, for were I to be discovered, my life- 
would it were but»^ life Ihat was deemed necessary to 
expiate my misfortunes I — ^would pay fw my rashness. I 
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know the generosity of Britons, and intended to implore 
the assistance of your father; but since I climbed your 
garden wall, he has never entered its precincts alone ; and 
were your Portuguese servants to know or suspect my 
presence, my own now most wretched life would be 
msufficient to glut the reyenge of my persecutors. I have 
watched with eagerness the interest yon seem to take in 
the immortal work of my hapless countryman. I saw 
your tears of sympathy shed for Inez, and I heard your 
deep-heaved si^h when yon arrived at the melancholy 
catastrophe which terminated her life and her wrongs. 
In a moment I decided upon throwing myself at your feet. 
Exhausted nature can no longer exist without sustenance. 
I feint with hunger, lady. Surely she who could sigh at 
the misfortunes of Inez de Castro, will not deny her aid 
to one of noble birth and rank, whose wrongs are not less 
than those of the iU-fated queen ? ' 

" I did not. The Inquisition never again enclosed 
within its walls the noble Mendez. A Briton in his love 
of liberty, and a philosopher in his devotion to truth, he 
exchanged his persecuting country and its bigoted rules, 
for the freedom of a denizen of this land, and the hand of 
the unworthiest of its daughters. His name, too, he 
parted with, as I did mine, and the first sigh of awakened 
sensibility was but the prelude of years of similar un- 
clouded happiness." 



SPECIMENS OF A SERIES OF NEW READINGS 
IN BAILEY AND JOHNSON.— iVb. ///. 

AbducHon, — The Irish method of wooing an heiress. 

Accent-^ Prornndtd, — A music which often deepens pathos 
— heightens humour — and gives additional farce to 
truth ; — ^but wit, like gentiUty, renounces it 

AUici^ — In Inverness a style of English purer than 
Addison's — in Edinburgh a 'Mid -Lothian twang — in 
England a forgotten affectation. 

Avbum, — A colour nobody can describe— of which there 
are no specimens in Syme's Nomenclature — ^but a great 
many in love lockets : the name of a village where 
Apollo delivered lectures on Political Economy. 

X, — A cross looking letter, which will permit nobody to 
take its name in vain at the beginning of an English 
word — and yet excellence itself could not be obtained 
in our language without it . 
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Yes. — One of the syllables of fiite—a peg upon which 
destiny hangs the hopes of loyers. 

Yielding. — What mistresses are when they utter the pre- 
ceding short word. 

Youthfid. — Another term for happy. That which can 
make even awkwardness graceful. 

Fattw.— An enjoyment never to be indulged in in the 
presence of a sweetheart or a patron. A thing impossi- 
to do in reading our lucubrations. 



THE PICTURE GALLERY. No. L 

By the Poet Laureate of the Dillettanti Society. 

[Wx have received the following contribution from a gentleman 
whose title would seem to connect him with the respectable body, 
of whose proceedings in relation to the Fine Arts in the West, we 
have promised to speak, even previous to the publication of the first 
volume of their Transactions. We strongly suspect, however, 
that, in his case, the principle of self-nomination has been exereised. 
Should it not be so, we hope to share in the annual butt of sack, 
which is the usual honorarium of laureates, and that, doubtless, 
ihat body will accord to him.] 

No. I. — On a Painting of a Bacchante, by Henderson. 

Lift that branch of foliage green ; 
Fart the leaves — unlace the screen. 
Lo ! the ruddy Boy is there. 
Nestling in the leopard's lair ! 
Ah ! the dimples of his chin 
Gossip of a joy within. 
See the sparkles of his eye. 
Shot from spirits mounting high ! 
-Look ! his forehead^s curls twine 
Playful, but with grace divine ;-<- 
'Tis an embodied God of Wine ! 

Sleek the spotted pard beside him. 
Leaping, asks the boy to ride him ; 
Gambols round the spot where, clinging 
To the vine-branch, just at springing 
From his velvet knee, the urchin 
(Where in play the rogue's been lurching,) 
Waits, but looks, before he'll rise. 
Bright as light from beauty's eyes. 
O I 'tis thus wine's rays of gladness 
Shine from out the depths of sadness, — 
Taming, too, the spirit's madness ! 
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E^n be, BoywGod like thee 

AU my hours of revelry ! 

Soul of beftven— frame of earth 

Thine ! no gross or frantic mirth 

Files the one, the other wastes ; 

'Tis but jaif thy spirit tastes : 

Bright, doubtless, as thine eye of blue. 

But smooth, like thy breast's covering, too ! 

O ! it was a thought divine, 

ITius to paint the God of Wine ! — 

Limner ! be my homage thine ! 



THE HERON CORRESPONDENCE. No. IV, 



MARY HERON TO CATHERINE GRIERSON. 

Bath^trset, Stth January, 18S7. 

Dear Kate, 

• • * But I fear I have tired yoa by my catalogae 
of COM. Charles* friends, with tjie cross old lady with whom 
he boards at their bead ; and sioce you never have seen 
Galbraith*a saperb ettabltshment-^nor can eonceive what the 
warehouse of Messrs. Campbell is till you are through it, and do 
not know how calmly and pleasantly one can tumble over silks 
in Mr. Davie's till they find what salts, I need not add another 
word about fashions, exoepting that the velvet bonnets are still 
worn as " wide as the Atlantic,'* as Tom — *-> describes their 
front — ladies, it must be admitted, at present, have a vast 
extent of face— and that a Royal V^ardrobe is shortly to be sold 
in Glasgow.— -And now to come to the Concerts. The 
Glasgow Theatre, you know, is of great size and architec- 
tural beauty: well, think how elegant it must have looked 
on Monday night, with the whole stage, and a portion of the 
pit raised to its level, dosed in like a superb music saloon, 
while in the area, and around the dress circle opening from 
it, were crowded the gentry of this Venice of the West* 
It was indeed splendid, even in spite of the general mourn- 
ing — which I trust will not be insisted on after the first 
night — (Tom tells me I don't become such deep black) — 
that gave to the first part of the performances^-Seymour had 
weepers too — the dolour, if the sublimity of a funeral service. 
In my letters from £dioburgh at last Festival, I described all 
the vocalists, except Mr. Koyvett — who, to my astonishment 
I find a quiet old man, with a little tuft of hair on the top of 
a bald head, and expressive face of that unperturbed calmnessy 
that arises from the assured confidence of being perfectly master 
of his art. I could not conceive what made the fair and 
bewitching Travis marry him, till I heard his voioe->-aod then 
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I' erased to wonder^-^it k so sweet— «nd eoft mid silvery 
and sabdaed to his wife's clearer and loftier aotes. He never 
sings alone. It might wile the bird from the bush, let alone a 
female with the music io her soul that Miss T. bad. Afler 
all, Kate, you must agree with me that there is nothing we« 
a woman like singing, sxcept dancing, perhaps. If sense and 
talent accompanies that aooomplttihmen<^ so much the better— 
if not, the man can please without tbem. — As to the mnsie, 1 
was certainly most charmed with the Glees. Nothing could 
be more perfect than the union of distinct sounds into one har- 
roonious whole in ** My Laddie is gone,** saving in ** When 
Sappho.*' O, Kate, to hare heard that thrilling glorious burst 
of song — in honour of the woman>bard, too — at its dose, coming 
again and again to the strain, not like a fading echo, but as a 
fond lover turning to take another and another — farewell I 
suppose I most say-— was a thing to remember for a lifetime ! 
Had the snow been five feet deep at Sanquhar — there been no 
aaserablies this week — nor Charles to have had a ball while I 
was here, (I shan't say on my account)— I would have come 
aU the way from Dumfries to hear it. The '' Geoitle Lark*' 
and '" Soldier *s Dream,** were my favourite Solos : the lady's 
astonishing execution in ihe one, and the truly touching, yet 
dignified and varied feeling of little Vaughan in the other, were 
equally beautiful in their way. There was little to criticise ia 
the dresses : the two most tastefully attired ladies that I saw 
sat in the same box —one, a young matron, wore a red feather, 
elegantly drooping from her black head-dress--and the other, a 
lovely widow, a turban of black velvet and pearls, truly rqgal 
in its effect. — But I must conclude my letter, for the honr of 
dressing for the next is at hand, and Gairdner waits to put my 
hair in order — Adieu, dearest Kate— remember thy 

Maby. 



CHARLES HERON TO THOMAS HERON. 

25th January. 
• •#••••• Mary*s letter will tell you all 
about the Music She is as gay as-^as she always is when 
I am in ill-humour. Another year has elapsed, and yet 
there has not been the slightest movement on the part of a 
sluggish public, to do honour to the memory of the mightiest 
spirit that has passed away, if we except one, this 19th century. 
Where is tbe marble stetue of Byron ?— Why is this 25th of 
January a silent day, when men have but one social way 
of showing their regret, their admiration, and their love, by 
pledging the wine cup, and pealing through the festal hall the 
names of the glorious^dead — I had almost writ^the undying 
SOBS of song? Burns and Byron came into the world on this 
day—*' made up ** so as to be themselves wrstched in it, while 
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they charmed happier millions ; but their spirits ^ cry aload '* 
for that tribute which they ought to have received, with less 
alloy in their lifetime — the applause of their grateful, and, 
through them, their honoured country. But no mora of this. 
Another year ahall not elapse, if I can help it, without some- 
thing being done here to rouse up others elsewhere to keep this 
as the holiday of genius— the next day in the kalendar to the 
Sbakspeare's 23d of April. The Apocryphal war still 
rages. An able cleric and laic have given some hard rubs to 
each other, and threaten more. The combatants dined at a 
party given by Cunningham of Lainshaw lately. I wonder 
if they forgot polemics over port, or their animosities when 
tbey could not " ke«p the wolf from the door." You recol- 
lect the « Garret Window " in the last " Ant"? Weil, our 
friend Mr. — of — , as you saw, extracted the story, And 
was waited upon by a bilious tailor who had had an evening 
party, and some obliging friend, who assured him that the 
'* Tale of the Trongate ** was neither more nor less than a 
libel on his hospitality. It is not his attic story that is illu- 
minated, you may rest assured. The site of the new £x-. 
change is not yet fixed. *Twere pity that it were — where 
first proposed, for to carry it out of the great geographical 
line which must ever divide Glasgow into two equal parts — ' 
take it as far west as need requires — would be a» absurd as to 
insist that the road to Dumbarton should take a bend up to 
New Kilpatrick. Mr. £ wing's speech was neat, as usual, but 
the Lord Provost did nut relish his accusing him of a bull, nor 
alluding to a herring being called ** a Glasgow Magistrate."' 
—Jeffrey's article on Pulpit Eloquence, which he is known 
to have been engaged in studying for some time, disappoints 
me. Not so his review of Moore's Sheridan, which is as 
sparkling as that work itself, till he begins to defend the Whigs 
in a body, in a way they will not thank him for. The 
Charity play, I fear, will not go on tliat was suggested. *Tis 
pity. I was to have played Mattie in Hob Roy. But ano- 
ther pull for the petticoat ! I mean to attend Clarke's second 
course in the Mechanics. His Chemical lectures are at once 
profound and clear —-Did you see how the newspapers quoted, 
as from old twaddling Cradock's Memoirs, the good joke of 
the Genteel Dinner, although Creech the bookseller published 
it thirty years ago — ^laughing thus at a parsimony he after-* 
wards fell into himself— -as I do at a prosiness I may perhaps 
be guilty of, unless I speedily say adieu. — C. H. 



To Correspondents. — The affecting and eloquent letter of M. J. E. we are 
sure he will, on reflection, feel convinced would irritate andofl^nd mote 
than it could reform.— -The Picture Gallery, No«. II. and III. in ournext. 
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GLASGOW AT SIX IN THE MORNING. 

At this season of the year, how few of my readers know 
one whit more ahout the aspect of the city at this period 
of the daj than, until the other morning-, I did myself I 
And yet it is full of interest, and pregnant with materials 
for thougpht The occasion of my being on the street at 
that hour was a happy one. On a Tuesday evening, a 
friend of mine assembled around him a hrge but well- 
selected party of young and middle-aged — those who had 
pleasure in dancing, and those who felt the same in look- 
ing at others so employed* I shall not, in the meantime, 
reveal to which of these classes I belonged. Suffice it 
that it was half-past five in the morning before the last of 
the happy throng prepared for departure, or even thought 
of sleep. I hate to abridge real pleasure of its scope 
when I am lucky enough to meet with it; so, although 
the first to escape from a dull party, I am the last to leave 
a happy one. There are no more odious creatures in 
society than those that resolve to be comfortable till — 
nj half-past one, but will not permit themselves, nor any 
body else, to feel so one minute beyond the time at 
which they had previously made up their minds to depart, 
however unforeseen circumstances may have arisen, or 
unanticipated sociality been excited. It is a species of 
treason to be the first to break up a merry party, and 
should be punished by the perpetrators' forfeiting all 
agreeable invitations, or having M. M. ibr Mar- Mirth, 
branded on the wrinkles of their starched foreheads.-- 
But enough of this, and of those beaux who dance with 
all the fair and fSLj through the e^ly part of the ni^ht, 
and sink into frigid caution as morning approaches, lest 
Uiey should be obliged to escort the ladies to their, per- 
haps, distant homes; — ^let me describe to the grave, the 
ol^ or the lazy, the appearance of a large city like ours, 
6 
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at an hour when all these classes are oomfortablj asleep in 
their beds. 

Daylight has Bot yet broken^— f<Hr H is Febmary — and 
there is a freshness in the air that announces the coming 
light, just as i£ the yery winds which were weary and 
laggard last night, and laden with heavy mist and mois- 
ture, had risen from their cave refreshed and ardent. 
JBreathe ! — it is like drinking from a cooling fount to do 
80, and already the lungs play more freely than amid the 
many breaths of even beauty m the ball-room. But wrap 
this kerchief around your tippet's collar, gentle one, for 
the air is chilly in its freshness. Hark ! there is a distant 
rattle on the causeway. It is not our noddy, for it was 
dismissed three hours a^o. No ! I perceive it comes from 
a country cart, already t>ringing in the dairy and garden 

E reduce to the market. [Perchance ^ materials for our 
reakfast and our dinner are within it. — But what means 
that central line of light, which seems as if in the very 
middle of the causeway a row of lamps had been placed 
since last night ? But they are in motion; and now I per- 
ceive, by the stream of sound which runs along, that the 
watchmen stand in line thus, and fire off their intelligence 
in a voUey. Now these gliding star-bearers are clustering 
together: and now they hasten to deposite these and go to 
bed, as we will do. — Come ! — ^But observe at the Cross a 
dozen loungers already drawn up—" pipe-smokers*' too, 
they are, and ragged about the elbows, tne rogues — so they 
should be kept away from the '* place where merchants 
most do congregate.' But as it is to be hoped they will 
have got what they wait for— employment and then their 
breakfast, before we are fit for any-Hso let them remain. 
Here come more of the ** hardy sons of toil " — ay, and 
daughters too, 'iiaith, for there are simdrygray cloaks and 
other muffles, bespeaking womankind. Mliy, a stream of 
population is setting botn eastward and westward, as the 
morning bells peal forth their wakening summons. These 
men, and women, and children, are all hastening from 
their distant city homes to those vast piles of brick in the 
suburbs, where cotton is spun and woven, and there, for 
twelve hours, they will incessantly labour, eating hastily 
their scanty meal between, but not retirinfi" to their Bre^ 
sides tili late in the evening. Yet they look cheerful, and 
are mostly clean. Some of the women are obviously 
wives — perhaps mothers too, and leave inftnts exposed to 
every casualty which care can alone avert from child- 
hood It b abs<dutely necessary to their existence that 



^ns de{yi4tatioii sbould b«; but it is foi* philanthropr t^ 
mitigate it by establishing iti^t scbools in every populous 
saborb. My mite and my energies await but the <XM>p6r- . 
Ation ot others to fbund and fbster them» — Hark I tiie 
cheery bu^-le, and see, the blazing lights conung forward. 
It is Lyon s Independent coach setting off ih>m his oo<y^ 
looking office-door, with four asleep iu the inside, and nx, 
wishii^ they were so, on the out. — They are blessed 
things, surely, these piles of drab sreat^ooat, und rolls of 
red ** comfort" with which the English bamen on the roof 
liave muffled themselves up. — Halloo! there comes on* 
wi& Boots behind him, who has overslept himself. " Boots 
behind him! why, he has got one in bis hand, and runs 
tnth one foot on its stocking sole ! "-^Therei he gets ift, 
and an oath from the driver ^ets out, — and off they go to 
trolls and butter at the Turf Inn, Kilmamock< 

Yon lighted glare across the now daikening streets— 
Ibrthe lamps are waxing dim — ^is from a whisky-shop 
already opened; and it tempts the shivering passer-bv to 
Warmliis fingers at its fire, and his stomach with a giaM. 
WeU, Well !-^we drank till five — although it was neguS — 
even let the labourer have his dram. — There is another 
light streaming from windows up one stair* It is from a 
printing-office, where, during all the watches of the nighty 
while we were dancins^ mernly, industry and intelligence 
plied hard, despite of ueep^ to prepare the banquet Si it^ 
formation and amusement which is spread out with the ■ 
breakfast cloth before you every day, and especially on 
each alternate Saturday, when the ** Ant " comes to 
felish even tongue from Dodd^s, or eggs from some kind 
country cousin's hen'4)oop!-^You are now at home. 
Madam. Soundly 1 know you will sleep— «ven although 
morning is now beginning to look dimly gray in the easi^ 
and promising a lovely day of a precocious spring.-~^ril 
to my study and my ceU. 

The Hermit of the WbIst. 



SPfiCIMEKS OF A SfiftlES OF J^fiW RfiADIKdS 
IN BAILEY A^D JOHNSON.— JVb. IF. 

Acrostic, — A copy of verses with but one word of mean- 
ing in them* Deprived of their iidiiala*^iihej Would 
be even more endless than they are. 

Jnagram.-^Tbt^ which could ibal^ Cbden aa AagdL 
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Analysis, — A test even the humility of ^ The Ant " 

oannot save it from, since it must inevitahly he 
. ** considered in parts.^* 

Ankle. — A defoimity — to hide which snow-hoots weret 
. inyented. 
Answer, — A hoon we cannot possibly acoord to one-half 

of our Correspondents who ask it. 
Antithesis. — A point — to attain which, like fox-hunters, 

many care not what they leap over. 
Asbestos. — Wliatever substance truth is written upon. 
Aside. — One word placed beside others, which a dramft^ 

tist should never require to write — ^nor an actor to use. 
Aphorism. — Tlie preceding article. 
Attempt — Essay. — Terms banished from modem litenw 

ture for the crime of modesty, as wit is dismissed on ft 

chaise of indecorum. Disquisition and dissertation 
. supply the place of the second of these : the convio- 

tion of unquestionable success makes most authopi 

consider the first as obsolete. 
Yacht, — A word nineteen times out of twenty mispro> 
. nounced before the Kind's visit to Scotland, which, 
• among other national benefits, amended our orthoepy, 

if it increased our pride. 
Zeal. — The best palliation of error — and the most effi- 
cient ally of right. 
Skchin. — A Turkish coin which Mr. H — ^me esteems of 

more value than Greek bonds. 
Zenith, — A point at which reputation often tumbles over 

a very small ^tone. 
Zuinglius. — A name Fame has refused to echo fcM* no 

other reason than its harshness— euphony being an 

influential consideration with that lady. * 
Zest. — What our readers will read this article witii— or 

what may follow its perusal : relish and an afternoon's 

nap having very properly the same word to express 

both. 



THE PICTURE GALLERY. 
No, IZ — Lines suggested hy a remote view of Loch^LO" 
mond, painted by Brown. 
Another step ! — one more ! — the summit^s gained; 
And see ! Loch- Lomond blushes in the west, 
Like a y(»ung bride, vhen sinks the setting sun ! 
Here on this crag breathe out the panting joy 
The climbing gives — the having gained sustains; 
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For, like the Sp«niar4 who the Isthmus erotsed 
To see the &r Pacific stretching out, 
The heart here leaps, while the tired limbs take rest. 
As if *twould bound to where yon glories shine. * 

There's but, it seems, a stride from this rude spot 
To where yon silver strand with golden edge 
Gives back each kiss the pearl -crested waves 
Come lightly dancing, lover 4ike, to give it ; 
And where the Endrick, coiled in many a link 
Of lingering beauty, as some bashful girl 
Who turns, and turns, and to her &ther looks 
£re she will enter where she's made a wife ; 
At last, reluctant-like, yet inly glad, 
With one quick rushing finds a happy home ! 

What peace is in the quiet vale between— 
What silent softness — ^what unechoed calm ! 
And, then, the hills — the hills I how clear their tops ! 
** Breathe ! there's a freshness in the air that kissed them^ 
That comes like music to another sense ; 
Or like the whispered sweetness to mine ear 
That one poured iu*t when last I trode you, Ben ! 

Nay, tell me not that this is mimic art — 
Break not the spell — 'tis as the real to me — 
A dream of beauty, and an hour of bliss ;— 
He hath my thanks who gave it I 



LETTER 



From Ibraham Ben Yusuf, Merchant in AU^ppo, to 
MusTAPHA Beg, his Factor there. 

Salem Alieukem! — Mostapha— ton of ray sister, and 
keeper of my keys— there is no God but God, and Mahomet 
is his prophet ! In my letters sent to thee from the city of 
cotton stufifs and black siooke — Man-^e^-tere — I advised thee 
of those bales of merchandise which I bad exchanged for the 
eoffee and the gum that I brought to the adjoining pert. 
With the blessing of All, they arc now in a vessel of thy cor- 
respondent M'Nair'e, on their way from Frangistaun to the 
land of the Faith fal. Wrapping myself in the woollen gar- 
ments of this country— 'Which are warmer, if not so beantifhl 
as fare — I proceeded over the moontains with a caravan of one 
carriage^ drawn by fleet horses, to the wild country known for 

* The first European who crossed the Isthmus of Darien, thus 
.describes his emotions. 
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its hospitality, like tat own AraMii, and its cttrloualy tttiped 
dotlis and exquisitely fine and embroidered cotton stuflh, and 
am arrived in the chief city, which they name *' I'he 
Venice of the No&th," where the latter is chiefly woven, 
that I might in it'-and a fine suburb whicl^ it boasts of, al- 
though seven miles off, named Paee-iilt«~complete my assort- 
ment of muslins, and gauzes, and silken tissues, and cloth of 
gold, which were wont to be purchased in the bazaars of^ Hin- 
dustan, and the cities of Iran, and on the shores of the Levan- 
tine Sea. The troubles in these latter^ and the high cost of 
the stuffs woven In the neighbourhood of Delhi, forces even 
Ibraham to give his money to the dogs — or find himself with- 
out customers in the liazaar of Aleppo* Thoo, son ot my sister, 
knowest that I came hither for such ends, and at much cost of 
zechins, and risk from the cold, and the fear of the naked 
robbers who inhabit the neighbouring mountains ; but, lo ! on 
my arrival, I find that the territory is at war within itself, 
and all men's voices are angrily lifted up, while they forget to 
sell their stuffs, in loud argument as to where they shall place 
the Centre of their city, or— as they otherwise term it by the 
word they use for the difference in the monies of coantries— 
their Exchange — which we would call in Aleppo their Bazaar 
of Words and Information, for no other stuffs are there 
exposed, and not a cup of Mocha can be had by even a thirsty 
son of the desert who believed the lying tablet above the portal 
of the door which called it a Coffee-room. Of a truth I would 
not have cared for this controversy, did it not interfere with 
my despatch of business, and yet, nephew, it is enough to 
make a Mussulman merchant laugh to think that these proud 
heretics should quarrel about such a matter, seeing that then 
cannot be but one rational opinion as to where the meeting 
place of merchants and traders should be placed — as it is in all 
tha cities of the East-^cven midway between those who sell 
and those who buy, like the caravansary where thou meetcct 
I^Mik Asem and his hordes, to get their ostrich feathers for 
my stuffs. In verity, what meansth an Exchange but « 
eeiUre of assemblage«-a bazaar, but a half-way house between 
the willing and the wanting? And if this be the case where 
bulky stuffs have to be carried, how much more easy is it to 
them who come to ask questions, and teU prices, and offer 
goods, to go to where they may easily meet with those wlio 
can answer the one and buy the other! And yet, soul of 
Hamet the jester, of the tulip suburb of Aleppo ! Ibrabam, 
aome cadies here wish to carry the bazaar of bills and mac- 
flhants' information to the outskirts of the city, and near to 
their own gardens and quiet houses, where their women abide ! 
Verily, I wonder not that there is a cry against it^-^for hare 
not I, son of my sister, seen the exchangei of Smyrna, Venice, 
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Cairo, Amsterdam, and London, and are tbey not In tlia 
streets that are crowded, and the great thoroughfares that ent 
into equal parts the cities ? — I write these by a vessel from 
the Clyde, from whence, when All restores men to their senses^ 
and the Exchange Is left where it now Is, I will ship thee the 
goods I cannot at this time buy, for every merchant lifts bat 
his pen to write adrice which none will listen to, concerning 
this matter, as every one has a plan of his own. The blessing 
^of All upon thee. — From thy uncle, Ibraham. 



THE HERON CORRESPONDENCE. No. V. 
• • • « It 1, ^ell, however, that Mary is not the 
worse for her brief residence in Glasgow. It was a terrible 
time that fortnight, Will ; concerts — suppers-— dances — balls ; 
-^every night for fourteen was I in requisition. You see 
what it is to have a handsome coasin visiting you, and to tie 
your neckcloth in -«~'s style, and pay the largest share of 
attention to the married ladies, who have most to say, believe 
m^ in awarding invitations. I had little more than fifty 
Ikonrs' sleep for a whole fortnight,—- and the thing continues. 
Dinner-givers are certainly in better spirits than they were a 
twelvemonth ago ; and, with the exception of one fine little 
young fellow, who Is " backward in coming forward,*' most 
of my bachelor cronies are gay, and liberal, and Jaunty, and 
ball-giving as I could wish, five nights of next week are 
already pounced upon. One of them, however, is that on 
^i^ieh I have to read for a wicked promise-breaker, whose wit 
gets him out of every scraps where another can be left in the 
lurch, in the — — society. That Is decidedly a bore, you must 
admit. The mournings are already disappearing from the 
ball-rooms they made sombre for a while. I sport blue, with 
gray stocldngs already. Quadrilles are liked, but Spanish 
oountry-dances are fast eclipsing them — and no wonder, where 
one meets with a waltzer like . The concerts I need say 

no more about, as Mary and the Free Press will have told you 
all I could about the third and fburth of them. The theatre 
remained closed for a few nights after, till Mr. Knowles, with 
his fine band of *< ingenuous youths,'* came forward and de- 
litared a Series of Readings for the benefit of one of the noblest 
charities of Glasgow — the Catholic Schools. It was altogether 
a delightful evening's entertainment, and most fashionably 
•ttaaded; the benevolent and exalted President of the Society 
hmiotiring it with the presence of himself and family. . I 
/ have not yet seen the additions made to the company since the 
house re-opened. They are well spoken of, and Kean, and 
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oilier stars, are soon to be above our hortaon. Three oonoerto 
are spoken of to be given by Miss Thomson this month. • She 
Is a delightful singer, whether in the orchestra or a drawing- 
room ; and in skill and taste, as well as natural power, much 
better than many from the south, whom we have, daring the 
last year, had among ns. On Saturday, I dropped into 
Alexander's house, and saw a well-made woman look pretty 
in red breeches ; but, more, heard one of those speeches which, 
to do him justice, the manager can deliver, but is somewhat 
too fond of. One of the gods had disapproved of a fling in the 
dramatic sovereign's leg, or some other nice matter of taste,— 
and hissed— as gods will do — but much more gently than Eolos. 
The Indignant actor stopped, turned back, came forward, and 
began, a-la- Ryder of Edinburgh. Hiss himl Ob, monstrous! 
In the end, the malcontent critic of Olympus was hurried off 
to the Police Office, and on Monday the sapient judge fined 
him in a guinea for exercising one of the privileges of every 
sweep who pays a sixpence to see players make faces — that of 
audibly approving or condemning the entertainment offered to 
him for his money. Fine doings these ! If we of the pit dare 
not hiss, what is the value of our cheers. This is as bad as 
Denmark — sec Rae Wilson. Tom Reynolds is still teach- 
ing the *\ manly art ** here. He is a good fellow Tom, and 
'< The Collegian '* patronises him. By the bye, it is a clever 
little work that, although, I see, so indiscriminate in ito ad- 
missions of correspondence, as to have become a court of ease 
to " The Ant,** — a refuge for ito rigected addresses. It had a 
capital article on the first concert. You ask me about two 
strange beings you saw in Glasgow, Dorsey and Harrlston. Of 
the former I have lost sight : his tavern and his countenance-— 
the one illuminating and the other darkening the Trongate— > 
are no longer visible. The bard has sent me an imploring epistle 
to subscribe to " his very last poem.** The postscript is in 
▼erse, and three times the length of the letter, and as it oon- 
dudes, so even will I. — C. H. 

And still, when manufacturing** dull. 

The poet has his portion full 
Of all the woes which man can here endure : 

While he who Mils bread, barley, meoL 

And butter, may a lUtie feel, 
Tet of a partial sale he's ever sure. 



^^ Seoood EditioDi of tboM Numbers out of print are now leady. lo thst 
complete sets of all those published may again be had. 
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LEAVES FROM A LOUNGER'S NOTE-BOOK. 
No. I. 

The Journal of a Soldier of the 42d bears about it every 
mark of authenticity. It has ayowedly been composed 
and published on account of the success of the NamtiTe 
of the Private in the Tlst Lig^ht Infiintry ; but it is not 
half so well written nor so interesting^, though, perhaps, 
a more faithful and ** unyamished tale." There is wr 
less studied effect in it, and it is more simple; yet its 
simplici^ is more that of awkwardness thaoi nature. 
—The Memoirs of La Roche Jacqueline are written 
with the most enchanting simplicity, but they possess 
and excite as great an interest as the most artifididly 
arranged and eloquently ekborate story. They afford 
an a£nirable example of genuine, because natural, sim- 
^dty. This j^oor soldier in hus youth received just 
as much education as prevented him, in composing his 
Journal, from throwing himself totally upon his own 
resources ; and he appears in it just like tne girl whose 
artless and interesting gait has been altered by the aid of 
a village dancing-master, who, however, was unable to 
impart in its place the elegance and grace of fashion 
and weU-bred assurance. 

The Journal, embracing the years between 1805 and 
1815, is not, however, destitute of both instruction and 
amusement; — ^instruction, in giving us civilians an interior 
view of the camp and the barrack, and of the habits and 
oocupations^of a large, and, both morally and politically 
speaking, constitutionally important constituent part, some 
would saj—branch, I would call it—of the body^olitic; 
— amusement, because a soldier's Ufe, even in peace, is 
one of incident, and in war of peril and adventure; the 
narration of which, the greatest clumsiness and bad taste 
cannot wholly denude of its inherent interest 
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bondrfld and twenty-one more of the eame trtamp, wUdJi faaye joit ooat 
OS 10«. 2d. for relieying them from inglorioua impneonment in the 
Penny Poii-Office department. Oar ktter-cartier, on Saturday, 
told U8y in reply to our commiserations on his extra Uboun of 
lore lait week, that he did not grudge these at oil, if he could in 
any way serve his liege lord, Cupid, whose retained messenger he 
was ; but it was provokiag, he allowed, to dimb two pair of stairs, 
and find an angry maiden aunt at the door, waiting his arrival, and 
ready, if there were no bUleis for her, to pitch him, and all his half- 
doaen for her niece, down these, much quicker than he ascended. 
He had been obliged — his eyes moistened as he uttered it — to carry 
back one hundred and twen^^two unopened ; but he still had hopes 
that they would be called for before Monday, when, if not paid and 
carried off, they would become even more glowing on the outside 
than they were within. " Upon this hint we spake,** — tendered 
our ten and twopence — proffered our services for their delivery—' 
got the bundle— and, credaiJtuUBtu, have perused nearly the fourth- 
part of the whole. We found many of die addresses so purposely 
mysterious as to force us to commit this latter braush of confidence, 
that we might have a chance of fulfilling our pledge, but in vain ; 
and now, having despatched, by half-a-dozen of printer's devila^sly 
emissaries these, and most excellent go-betweens)— -all those, the 
residences of whose ** addressees'* it was possible to find out, we 
have no other resource but to print, by way of experiment, a few, 
say the first six or eight that come to our hand, that those of ^ 
fair sex—as they are all to a woman readers of " The Ant,"— for 
whom they were designed, may appropriate them as originally in* 
tended. This, we are convinced, will not be felt as in the least 
degree indelicate, since it appears to us tolerably certain, that no 
one but « the intended *' can possibly understand them ! Aa the 
custom of drawing has ceased, which made up matches by chance, 
and paired couples on the plan of a lottery, it must be pnwuned 
that what follows are sincere and veritable dedarationa of attach- 
ment. 

Well, what have we here, in this pretty bit of pink paper?— 
' Blank verse, by all that's uncommon ! 

Winter hath paflsed>-how gently pasted away ! 
Not in the ftowning mail of arctic ice- 
Not in a stainless robe of fleecy snow 
Did it come habited amongrt us ! 

No ! ita first-born— the dew.distilling S^riug^ 
Trod in its course, and, as aspiring pnnces. 
Who deem the time Uwixt hope and heritage 
Dreary and laginng as the hours of pain, 
Broke in upon the tyranny of custom ; 
Smiled gentleness beneath the iron visor; 
And gleamed a watery sunshitae *mid the storai, 
The hoary monarch fitftil growled to^prove 
The will still bore the sceptre of the power ! 

Spring is enthroned!— the anthems of the year 
From budding boughs are pealing, even now ; 
Quickness and life heave through the Ub'ring earth ; 
Green is the meadow— green the mountains* slope; 
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The idr ia tMdsiy ; lMaT«ii*s higb avch is bhiei— 
And haggard winter now is pissed away ! 

Bat, lady, *tis not that the Storing is sweeti 
Thoagh its bland beauty ever seems to me 
like unto thine : it is not that the sun 
Long lingers witn us,— (twilight come agaln^ 
The nour of lovers I)~that I hymn its praise : 
—No ! *tis that the custom of the dear old time 
Hallows one day of Spring's first month to love; 
Breaks down a moment fortune's firowning walls. 
And makes ranks equal, (hearts love always makes so^) 
Yea, lady, and permits— who else dare not. 
Even while they fascinate me— look upon 
Thy charms— to whisper, in the breathings of my Ijte, 
An humble, but imperishable love I— 
Then, lady, hail! 

This is surely sufficiently solemn. The spring and buojrancy of 
the next is a relief however : 

1*11 hie to the valley that's down by von hiD, 
Where Uocmis every flow'ret that^s fhigrant and nure. 

And I'll cull the sweet violet, the rose, and jonquil, 
TV* enwreatb a gay garland for him I hold dear; 

Then away will I hasten to love's sacred shrine. 

And deck with a garland my dear Valentine. 

There is no silly blinking of the name of " Valentine " here. It 
has its Intimate rhyme too: '' shrine" is sanctified to the pur- 
pose. — Oar next fnend is evidently a grocer, and attempts to be 
playful ; let ns ask him a candid question— does he not wear six 
neckcloths in one roll, and sell sugar in the Gallowgate, of which 
crooked street he is the straight Adonis? 

Upon my word, dear Julia, tis unkind 

To wound so many, yet ne'er think of cure. 
IVhat! do you fancy all mankind are blind. 

Or beauty-proof, that they may, quiet, endure 
The liquid iweetness of your speaking ey^ 
And never love or breathe one hoping sigh ! 
Why, tis impossible— as well / know- 
To see and not to love you. Oft I gaze, 
Unnoticed by you, on the healthful glow 

Of blushing beauty that around you plays: 
lights up your eye, and blooms upon your chedc. 
Thrilling, but tender ; sparkling, yet bow meek ! 
Oh t it is sweet to love in life's young dawn. 

When the warm blood runs wildly through the veins 1 
The chords of feeling then are finely drawn— 

We quafflove's raptures— often taste its pains. 
Yet even the wo of love to me is dear ; 
Mhrth's idiot laugh, what U it to love's tear ! 
The joy is deeper stiU in secret love ; 

We nurse the passion which we dare not show 
With aU the fondness of the turtle-dove 

For its young brood. What though its hidden glow 
Bums while it warms, and robs us ^ our peace. 
Has one e'er felt it who would buy release ? 
—But I'm too grave, perhaps you'll say too mad j 

Perchance I am ; in jest, then, let me dose ; 
But, seriously, I ask, ist not too bad ? 

Yet I will not complain, although, Ood knows. 
Each day you condescend our shop to enter. 
My thoughto on you, instead of buslnetB, centre. 
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You cannot know me—and shall never know— 
I*m masked, and therefore with more freedom write ; 

This month *8 love's carnival, and one may show. 
Unnamed— without offbnce— on black and white. 

What else, he ne'er would whisper, nay nor look. 

If I've offended, pr'ythee smiie rebuke! 

It would be wonderful if there were no acrostics in this bundle. 
Hiat is a model sacred to silliness — ^and here is actually one : 

F— rom whence proceed the charms men marie in you ? 
A — rt cannot give what fancy never drew, 
N— or in its wildest dreamings could conceive— 
K— ay, till I saw you, ne'er would I believe, 
Y— outh, beauty, mind, could, even in union, throw 
S— uch nameless charms around one as I know 
A— re thine, peculiar thine : for though I've oft 
M— arked and admired the fair, yet ne'er so soft— 
P— leasing— nay 'witching beauty have I seen, 
S— ince I could love, or have a wooer been. 
O— h ! heaven grant but to be for ever mine ; 
N— ought else I ask— the initials of each line ! 

As luck will have it, the next is " another of the same," and 
yet *< it hath its difference.'* The fellow has actually aimed at 
originality in the style of driving a hackney, and dared to substitute 
words for letters : 

Agnes! — if one's looks can tell. 

Need— I repeat, I wish you well. 

I— who was made a friend to be. 

Say,— need I swear I'm that to thee? 

I— need not; looks outlanguage books ; 

Love— may not be, thou'rt far above me,— 

Thee!— yet, yet, oh ! ** Agnes, need I say I love thee?" 

The next is very figurative : 

When I wander by the stream. 
Of thee, and love, and doubt, I dream ; 
For, ah ! the stream my thought supplies 
With contradictory similies ; 
Does not its face reflect the sky ? 
And is not heaven in thine eye? 
Deep and clear it keeps its course. 
Reflecting light with gentle force j 
So does that lucid soul of thine 
Embellish and illumine mine. 

It is a home question that—" Does not its face, &c.? ** — The next 
has a fearful sublimity in its denunciations. The condescending on 
the instrument, too, heightens the effect wonderfully : 

For three long months I've strove to hide 

What now I can no longer ; 
The silent grief has made me weak. 

My love, I find, is stronger. 
So, if your mind is like your form. 

You cruel, sure, can't be. 
But deign to love a wretched man 

Who lives alone for thee ; 
Or else to end my life this night 

Is really my design. 
With pistol loaded, and \^ell primed— 

Your constant Valentine. 

We confess the interesting confusion of the next baffles while it 
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excites our curiosity* It must have a meamng ; but whit tiiat is, 
the h^py fair one for whom it was meant alone ean tell : 

Is there a heart that does not feel 
Loye*s gentie impulse lurking steal. 



On downy i>inions, to his breast ; 
Vainly I bail the pleasing guest. 
Except, in offering of my heart. 



Yours take in mine an equal part — 
O tell me this, and love shall soon 
Unite our two fond hearts in one. 

Bat what have we here; an apology for delay, although the 
letter is but dated a day too late : 

Now that the crowd who formal honoage pay, 
Whose love through all the year but lives one day. 
Have breathed their annual vows before thy shrine. 
Say, will you listen to a lay like mine ? 

Wen, this is sorely a tolerable sample. We only want one in 
the burlesque style to complete our specimens, and, strange to 
ten, we have not received one this year from a coterie of young 
leUows who used to invade our hermit-hiUock widi their jibes and 
caricatures: they are surely either duU or dead. — We know not what 
proportion our samples may bear to the annual cargo of tenderness 
committed to our city letter boxes' confidence ; probably it is about 
a thousandth part. In London we are assured that 200,000 addi- 
tional letters pass through the Post- Office on that day, and if so, in 
the logic of a little girl who heard the statement, " there must be 
doable that number of true lovers in the neighbourhood." 



THE HERON CORRESPONDENCE. No. VI. 

My Dear Coz. Mary, — If I have not been able to please 
you in respect to the accompanying articles of costume, which 
yoa eommissioned me to buy, I must resign your ** agency,** 
even although yoa enclose patterns as numerous, along with 
directions as minute as those I last received. I had exceUent 
advice in the selection^t)^at of , a matron friend^-and 

the silks are quite apostoUcai — you'll guess then who they were 
bought from.— —The ball you were to have remained for, went 
oS so well, that. If possible, it even added to my regret for your 
sadden departure, '^^fter all, Mary, there is nothing in the way 
ofa party that can surpass a bachelor's ball. There you have as 
much ceremony as keeps dignity in its proper place— only bend- 
ing graceftilly and gently forward now and then — and you have 
all the light-headed gaiety and freedom which bachelors alone 
ean feel ; — besides, don't the ladies always look most bewitching 
at these, when the chief prize to be snared is — the landlord ? 
The last Assembly was a poor one — but it was little to be won-« 
dered at after the brilliancy of the Baron of Itenfreu)*t, which 
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netted j£700. I am going to « enbecrlption one at a fine old 
unoccupied country-seat in this vicinity, wliere all the beauty 
of the North Quarter is to be assembled. I may perhaps open 
my letter again to put in a whisper as to who was the prettiest 
— and what was the handsomest dress. Apropos of 
fashion and dress — I should forget half of my commission were 
I not to tell you what I wsh assured was the very latest news 
in that way from the Metropolis, by a charming lady I met 
with, who has Just returned from town. I transcribe my notes 
—taken, in your presented copy of the Souvenir, upon the spot. 
Here they are :-^" On the newest visiting cards a doud is en- 
graved, upon which the name appears in white letters ;— the 
card-racln of a MerveiUeuse are formed of seven butterflies 
painted and varnished ;— and, at a ball lately given by a fo- 
reigner of distinction, Countess C> ■ had a poniard set with 
stones at her girdle ! " She also tells me that we are shortly to 
have in Glasgow an Arcade^H>r covered-in Bazaar of fancy 
articles, on the plan of the Burlington and Sohi^Square ones 
of London. It is to have a handsome front where the Messrs. 
Reid*s warehouse is in A rgyle- Street, and, extending backwards 
and laterally through their property in the form of the letter 
L, have another opening into Buchanan- Street. Here 
every pretty little thing which is not needed, and many UHfoi 
things which are, will be exposed for sale — chiefly by lair 
boothkeepers, at least such will be expected by every one who has 
seen the reserved and modest demeanour, and pretty morning 
dresses of the females so employed in London, and who reflects 
for a moment on the usurpation that prevails among men of so 
many of the light and genteel employments, which in their very 
nature are fitted for the other sex, hundreds of whom in this 
city injure their health by sedentary industry, or pine away 
in solitude upon a pittance which- such employments woald 
increase. I had better conclude in this amiable style, and then - 
you'll allow me to be — ^your dear coz. C. H. 

P. ST.— Tell Tom that he will find, in the Scotsman of Sator- 
day last, mention made of the works^of two fHends of his, the 
one connected with Glasgow and the other with Stirling^ 
whidi are in the exhibition of the works of living artists, now 
open in Edinburgh. Mr. D. Foote, sculptor, and Mr. Harvey, 
painter, there receive their meed of deserved praise and high 
encouragement. -^C. H. 

Td Correapondents^—There is so much fine' feeling, and even felicitous 
deioriptton in tlie pieces of M., that we regret that their lengtn, and, per- 
mit OS to hint, their irregularity must exclude them trom *■ The Ant*' 
Let him eschew copying L. £. L.*s vices of style.— J. O. should not &U in 
love for six years to come. 



nrittted by James Cuill, 56, Bell.Street» and sou by all BocAaeOen. 
PRICE THREEPENCE. 
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No. VIIL— SATURDAY, lOth MARCH, 1827. 



THE SNOW STORM. 

A DRYGATE STORY. BY ARCHIBALD M^GRONY. 



** Thicker and thicker grew the gdid air, 
Till, as it seemed, the very heaveos fros^ 
And the Ing clouds in featherr fragments fell, 
To crush abd smother every thing of lifel *' 



On a Friday aftemooji, in the month of March, 178-, I 
left Glasgow for the purpose of forming one at a bridal 
party whose festivities were to be celebrated at the resi- 
dence of the father of the bride, near to the pretty village 
of Cathcart. 

Immediately after I had joined the gay and^ happy 
throng assembled on the occasion, the storm, which had 
lowered all day, broke out with bitterness and wrath, and 
the drizzle of rain which had previonsly fallen slowly 
down from the clouds, wag changed into angry gusts of 
sleet and flaky snow. We all congratulated ourselves on 
having reached our destination in such good time, and 
the ceremony proceeded. It was foUowed by the daffin 
and jocoseness then customary on such occasions ; and 
in the great happiness and merriment of drinkimj^, danc- 
ing, sinking, and maybe preeing our partners' ups, we 
forgot that the elements of nature raged without, and 
thought not upon the houseless wanderer and benighted 
traveller struggling with the north-east blast and drifting 
snow. The bridegroom was to spend the honey-moon 
with his £9ither-in-]aw, and I, as his " best man," was of 
course lodged for the ni^ht in the same house, so needed 
not to cross tiie threshold, or feel the blast, farther than 
by merely bidding good-bye to the other guests, as they 
departed to their respective neighbouring homes — ^none 
being from a distance but myseu. By custom, I should 
have spent all the following day with the newly-married 
couple, and accomptoied them to church on Sabbath, but 
' ressing piece of business called me into Gla^ow 
rday evening, which once transacted, I might 
ad spend whatever time I pleased with the young 
Accordingly, sdthough from an early hour m the 
8 
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mondng, long before anv of our bridal Mends had risen 
indeed, the snow had fimen thick and dose, till the whole 
countiy was covered with it to a considerable depth, I 
resolved to set out on my w&j home. As the day 
advanced, the fall became more dense — ^the sky lowered 
heavier — and the wind, that for a while nad been 
stilled, rose, and drove about the descending particles in 
fearful swirls, as well as much of what had alroady &llen 
to the ground, in long and overwhelming drins and 
wreathes. The air seemed to become thidc and (Milpable, 
and tiie wind was as cutting when you &ced it, as if 
every particle of each particular flake of snow had had its 
separate point of sharpened frozen steel; all this I saw 
and felt upon merely venturing to the door-way, about 
two o'docK — ^how much more must the bitterness of the 
storm have been experienced after being long exposed to 
its fury. Lirii^ thmg there was none visiUe, and even 
the hedges by the way-side ceased to mark the boundaries 
of road and field; yet a dire necessity compelled me to 
make light of the entreaties of my friends and the three 
miles of road between their home and mine, and at an 
hour too late I set out for GlaHj^ow. 

It was four o'clock when I crossed Hie steep bridge 
over the Cart, but it was fiir in the evening hefore I 
reached that over the Clyde. The swirl and tne blast at 
one time blew right in my face, and at another, when 
tiiese were lulled, the closeness of the silent fall of large 
and heavy particles was equally blinding. By this time, 
too, the roads had become so deeply covered, that, to make 
- even the smallest step forward, 1 was obliged to stride 
upwards the full length oi my leg, as if climbing the 
steepest stair in the Luckenbooths of Edinburgh, or as- 
oenoing even my own Bell o' the Brae. By ue time I 
had straggled on to the top of the hill now odled Mount 
Florida,! would have given all I was worth that so hos- 
pitaMe a mansion as that now upon its summit had been 
at hand, for I then saw what a weird I had before me, 
in trying to reach the Gorbals. However, down that 
eminence I floundered, and setting myself do^edly to 
work, and becoming even, as it were, inured to the 
tempest's wrath, I reached the fann-onstead, now ruined 
and wretched, and the haunt of dirty colliers' brats, 
which, with even then its smoking neighbourhood, was 
shortly aftw termed The !l%e-Work, and tibou^t that 
half of my toil, and all my peril, was now past! But tihis 
was only one of the sanguine follies people run into whea 
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they listen to tJie aUnrements of present ease. I had 
Tisited tlie tenants of this fiurm, and thought of oaDin^ 
as I jMissedy and cniTing a dram from their botde, and a 
helping hand for the rest of my road, but every open- 
ing in the dwelling and out-houses was closely hanri- 
GMed with snow, and all the inmates, men and cattle 
alike, were buried in sleep, or a fearful (if wakerife) 
silence within : — I had to nass on as best I might 

Even when I guessed tnat, if I had kept the road, I 
must be dose to the Gorbals toll, on this awful night I 
saw no glimmering window in the suburbs, or blaze of 
lamps or glare of reflected lights from the busy city on a 
Saturday night, although it could not, I thought, be more 
than seven o'clock — ^the fleecy veil hid all those that even 
deepest darkness better shows. Yet I thought that I 
'must be near to the Gorbals loan; and sure enough I 
was dose to human habitation, if human they could be 
called, a moment after I said, when I felt myself abruptly 
come in contact with a door-piost, and through some chinks, 
discoverable in such close contact, pexeived feeble rays 
of light, and heard what I shall presently reveal I had 
scarcely strength enough left to call out, but was on the 
point of essaying it, idien the light became stronger, or 
my eves better accustomed to it, and I heard, in a moment 
of stillness of the tempest, the terrible words, ^ D — n ye, 
hand the throat mair to me ; he's got but ae cut, and the 
blood's lappering on the knife already, although it's run 
the length o' the door 1 " — Whether it was from fear or 
from exhaustion I never knew, but down I sank, my head 
striking the door, which gave way, and the accumulation 
of snow and my body rolled together into the hovel, 
which, when I came to my senses, I found was the secret 
place where c ome journeymen butchers killed calves 
and sheep that were not ver}^ honestiy come by ! 

I slept that night safely, if not very soundly, in my 
own house in the Drygate ; and then and often since, I 
have started up in my sleep, and shouted out with the 
voice of terror, when I thought myself again among mid- 
night assassins, and amid the horrors of the snow storm. 



THE HERON CORRESPONDENCE. No. VH. 

CHARLES HERON TO THOMAS HERON. 
You were right, Tom. I could uot resbt the temptation which 
the Theatrical Fond Dinner in Edinburgh held out to every 
lover of the drama, or admirer of the genius of the Chairman. 
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At twelve on Thursday niglit I bnrthened ray doak bagf' 
with sundry changes of '< fine linen and other apparel, *' and 
my purse with a few of the pieces of paper so despised a twelve- 
month ago by the buUionists^— and with a poet's pais and pen- 
siye moon beaming auspiciously upon him, behold your. 
Quixote in search of intellectual enjoyment, pretty comfortably 
seated on the Edinburgh coach, and taking another and a 
farewell yiew of " Glasgow at six in the morning," under a 
different aspect than that in which he had recently beheld it. 
Seriously, I have seldom seen any thing more lovely than that 
morning was, or, rather, than was that night blushing ioto the 
arms of bridegroom mom. You will say I am getting rhapsodical 
—but wasn't it a fitting prelude this to a day of so much excite- 
ment and delight? It strung to the tension of pleasure the nerves 
— rarefied the spirit— and gave that first impulse to the ball of 
happiness, which is often all that it wants to send it easily to 
the goal. 

I had, from uncertainty as to my being able to attend the 
meeting, failed to secure a dinner ticket ; and, on making it my 
first object o( research, learned with dismay that far more than 
the number originally issued had deen disposed of — and that 
*' M' Donald of Staffa," and God knows how many magnates,' 
had in vain solicited for places at the feast. Let me resolve 
upon obtaining an object, however, you well know, Tom — be it 
good or bad, I admit— and if zeal, and energy, and perseverance 
can procure it, I shall ultimately become its possessor. In half- 
an-hour, a dozen zealous friends were on the alert, to pro- 
cure me the pasteboard key to what I anticipated was to be a 
treat — but never suspected should become an era. I went 
myself to the rooms where the tables were set, and saw the 
heavy and tasteless magnificence of the (in day-time) dimly 
lighted assembly-hall, and three hundred , empty plates and 
tumblers, with the whole coi7» dramatique of Edinburgh, and 
Murray in a meditative mood at their head, anxiously engaged 
about them, — the stars ranging up and down the passages 
between the tables, as if in their orbits,—- and the '* tag, rag, 
and bobtail,'* clustered round the door. With his own suavity 
and fine breeding, Mr. Jones, on hearing of my predicament, 
assured me of his good wishes and earnest efforts to pro- 
cure me a ticket — which, to cut the matter short, he did, when 
every other card, save one, which also turned up trump, had 
failed me. 

Well, then, for The Meeting. I enter the room at five, 
and find it full. Good luck gets me a seat, and I begin to 
survey the company — highly respectable — and the Stewards, 
t. e. the gentlemen of the theatre, as handsome and agreeable 
as good looks, well-built coats, and * lucky ties,' < breast-knots*- 
of white ribbon, and unceasing politeness and attention conld 
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make them. There was no eleyated seat for the Croapier, but 
on a platform at the foot of the room were stationed the band 
of the 7th Hussars, who tried to prevent us from feeling that 
our bellies were empty, in as far as delightfiil music can make 
man obliTious of hunger, during the weary hour we had to 
wait for the eold soup, and neither hot nor cold mountains of 
beef which preceded fish that, for any good one got of them, 
might as well never have fallen victims to the wicked arts of 
Captain Carnegie. Never was dinner so delayed, or so little 
worth being so waited for, till the company was stupified, 
and in that mood taken by surprise on the entrance of 
Sir Walter Scott, Lord Fife, and other gentlemoi, by 
the centre door. When they were recognised, every man 
stood up and cheered, as the Chairman, with his "peers,** 
halted his way up the middle passage to the elevated seat be- 
neath the royal canopy at the cross table, looking down the 
room. There was no grac^ before meat, and very little at it, 
believe me, for we were all as ravenous as wolves, and every 
man was there " his own carver." 

As I sent you more than one of the Edinburgh papers of the 
foUowing day, it is needless for me to recapitulate the after- 
proceedings of the evening, as, upon the whole, they were faith- 
fully reported ; although it was impossible for them to convey 
an idea of the intense spirit of sociality, and intimate brother- 
hood of feeling, as it were, which speedily pervaded the meet- 
ing, and distinguished it fi*om the stiff formality and ostenta- 
tious parade of public dinners in generaL All that I can do, 
is merely to gather up a few crumbs of intelligence that escaped 
the regular caterers for the public, or were deemed too trivial 
for their notice. 

Sir Walter spoke of the memory of the Duke of York with 
the feeling of one who had lost a friend, but we were obliged 
to pledge it and many other toasts with empty glasses. ^ Mr. 
Robertson, the jolly Croupier, even whose rotundity hardly 
made him visible to one-half of the company, so lowly was he 
seated, did not relish this, and prevented Sir Walter from 
going fiirther till he, at least, was supplied. At a later period, 
he rose up and declared, with rich emphasis, that ** the room 
was still full of waiters, but empty of wine," and at last we 
all got to Port. The Chairman hesitated considerably in his 
opening or formal speech. He seemed to have written and 
forgotten it ; but no sooner was the task-work over, than he 
felt at his own ease, and made his auditors be at theirs. In 
fact, each of us very speedily experienced the same agreeable 
feeling that would have been ours had we been seated 
at table with Sir Walter, and been on terms of perfect 
intimacy with him. At length. Lord Meadowbank got 
up and petrified us all by his direct and, as it at first ap- 
peared, scandalously rude allusion to his friend's being the 
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Author of ** WaTwley.*' Tho next aentatUm was that of 
wonder, how Sir Walter, lo ioiYOlved, would contrive to extri- 
cate himself from the dilemma. He rose up; a smile played 
upon his tough and shagged, hat expressive fiwei and in a 
low tono, which yet was heard in the remotest eomer of the 
raom, revealed the truth that no one there had doubted, hut 
that every one was electrified to hear frokn his own lips— that 
he was the author— or, as he added, the sole author of the 
writings that have placed " Waverley " and its successors at 
the head of the Romance literature of the world. There was, 
as you may guess, cheering at this till the roof sent hack 
the thundering plaudits; but yet, methinks, Tom, had such 
an announcement been made in Glasgow, we would have 
been more hearty and vehement in our expressions of Joy and 
congratulation. Many round about me seemed as if afraid to 
derange their prettily starched cravats, or discompose their 
beautiful and laboriously dressed heads— '< curled like to 
Jove's " — by their enthusiam, which, accordingly, they appeared 
almost to check midway. 

But I may have been wrong ; and the youths of Edinburgh 
may not be puppyish after all. Be that as it may, I must 
conclude. Mackay's speech was well wriiten ; but he has only 
one way of delivery, whether of ** my conscience ! " or ** the 
immortal Garrick," &c He can sing plaintively, however, 
and with feeling, as well as comically and with mirth, as he 
that night evinced. The badinage between him and Sir Wal* 
ter, was highly dramatic— so much so, as to appear premedi- 
tated to some. Good-nature, rather than very good taste, at all 
events, prompted the giving a second-rate actor's health next, 
after such a ceremony as the revelation of the " Veiled Prophet." 

The more minute touches— in which it was that the Chairman 
excelled, of course could not be detailed in the newspaper 
reports — as where he alluded to his son's being a hussar-— 
where he spoke of auld Scotland, and << every lass in her 
cottage, and countess in her castle" — and of Mrs. Siddona, 
Mistress Anne Page, and ''her probabilities"— and Lord 
Ogilby and his " twinge "^nor can they convey to yon the 
Northumbrian raciness of his <* hurra" — or F. Robertson's 
mellow tones, smacking of old port and good living— or Mr. 
Dundas's affected pronunciation of Hume for Home. Th«e 
I will gossip of when I see you ; and till my next I must 
defer noticing the rival exhibition of the works of living artists 
which I visited, for, &ith, there is hardly room to say that 
I am thine. C. H. 

SUPFLEMENTART. 
Deab Tom, — I open my packet— delayed in its arrival to 
you by the weather — for the purpose of giving you the chit- 
chat of the hour, which may get stale before my next com- 
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mimicBtioD, should the finwt contfaiae laag. Well, then, X 
haye just had five -and- twenty sooUoped Lough Foylee a 
liilgle tambler of gin-twitt— and one pipe, of Azzoher, — and 
here I am, with my feet in my sllppen, and my slippere on 
the rug, beyond which a famoiu fire is blazing and orackling 
with a living spirit of merriment.— I am joit retomed from 
seeing Melrose and Mangeon. The one, you know, is a elever 
Scotch singer, six feet high, and a little awkward and rustle in 
his motions, as occasionally he is '< Norlan" in his twang— 
the other, is a little, blowsy, fat, florid, iU-mad^ and worse 
dressed woman, with the bnrr of a Newcastle coal-heaver — the 
lisp of a cheesemonger's apprentice at a Sunday bean-feast at 
Richmond— the tin and affections of a spruce landlady of a gin- 
tap, dispensing carraway to her cnstomero— and the pertness 
of a bar-matd in an oyster-cellar In Wych-Street. Melrose 
was at the theatre— Xdangeon at what its manager calls the 
Caledonian — why, heaven knows, unless that it be from his 
wardrobe having soch goodly store of dirty tartan, and broken 
broad-swords ; but I discussed both enjoyments in one evening. 
Nothing, however, could contrast more than the nature of the 
two» and it is, perhaps, hardly fiiir to mention them together. 
Mdirose is a gentleman^though a Forfarshire one — in his 
manners ; possessed of great natural capabilities, mnch feeling, 
and considerable sidll — nor is he destitute of taste. The other 
In an inclination of vulgarity, perpetrating abominable out- 
rages on the helpless melodies of the day — making two bites 
of every " Cherry ripe^" and asserting that she*a '< been 
i0oaming,'* and " will enchant the ear, or like a falwy tvip," 
ftc. in dirty white satin, its '' one hundred and twenty-first 
appearance" since it was last made-up. There are other 
points of contrast, too. The gentleman played to nearly empty 
benches — the lady enraptured hundreds of writer's clerks, 
tipsy with muddy ale and whisky-punch, who button up 
tiieir coats to the throat, that they may save from their washer- 
woman's bill the shilling that enables them to sit with their 
hats (which would be wet bnt that they are greasy) cocked on 
one side of the wilderness of curled hair on their heads, and 
above, but almost in contact with, the forest of frizzles on their 
cheek and chin, on the same bench with female trumpery, 
whose breaths and reputations are equally odorous — and laugh 
at Alexander's gaggery, and study forensic eloquence in his 
nightly orations on the present state of the Scottish Law. 
Charles Kemble is in Edinburgh, and is coming here. Tou 
know what a treat I shall esteem it to feast myself as often 
as I can with the personations of the most accomplished, 
versatile, and graceful actor on our stsge. If the Glasgow 
play-goers do not better support him than jformerly they 
did, they deserve never to have a loftier specimen of chaste 
and correct acting than Alexander in Dngald Dalgetty, in 
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Percy Torke*8 *' Montrose *' — or, of elocation, tfaan Klridand 
in his " Froopeis," who adyertises himself as a " disciple of tlie 
most emiaent orators, and having, from his earliest years, habi- 
taally traversed all the ranges of this profound and extensive 
department of literature, drawn from Mjadition, the arts and 
dtstoms of mankind, and the unlimft^ fields of Nature!" 
This specimen is about as ezquisij^.^lil Jemmy Cameron's 
paragraph, introduced as '*An A0lligY for the freedom of 
the Publisher,** in the last number'of the << Collegian,** which 
contains, besides, a portion of aitl^Eoeedingly able article on 
Epic Poetry, and the whole of a figure— for it is a full- 
length one — of a prophet, which is truly invaluable as a gem 
of art — and obscure as the Demotic inscriptions of Egyptian 
lore. I send a copy for Mary*s scrap-book through you, for, 
faith, I can hardly summon courage — till I have taken anotber 
tumbler — to confess to her that it was with your consent 
and mine, certain ezcerpta from my billets to her found their 
way to that eoUection of good things, " The Ant.** She has 
sent me an exceedingly well-written and playfully angry letter 
about it. Do^ pacify her — and— but no— I won't write again till 
I see herself, and make my peace, should Moore*s new songs— 
those of Greece — not succeed in doing so. The poetry of them 
is so-so, however, for such a theme— but the music will suit 
her. Moore is positively imitating L. E. L. — the most exqui- 
^ site performer on the lyre, copying the graces of a pretty 
whistle-player ! For yourself, x'l send a delightful little volume, 
quainUy called " The Poetry/of Milton*s Prose,**— a string of 
pearls snatched from his |lolemical and political writings, 
^k^gi they were thrown befbre the swine of vulgar party, and 
h4p5 together in as fine a fervour as a devotee reckons his 
beads with. My Blackwood, too, you will find in the bundle — 
if, indeed, you don*t devour it before you open my letter. The 
Noctea is inimitable, and the number contains a powerfiil 
array of tremendous fiusts regarding that '' vast lazar-faouse 
of many woes,*'<:~Sierra Leone—- by the indefatigable Mr. 
McQueen, whose name should become identified with the chief 
town on the now colonized island of Fernando Po, whose ad- 
vantages he was the first, and, till the ofl^cials of the Admiralty 
followed in his wake, the only man to discover and point out. 
I am of your mind : Almaek*s is a farrago of wretched 
Jargon, as unlike even the cant of fashionable life, as tlie slip- 
slop of a lady*s maid is to the style of Lady Wortley Montague. 
^— — The Tongue so pr^tily sent by our friend, was so mis- 
chievously good, that its existence was as short as this letter is 
long. C H. 

• To CorretpoHdenttj^AiesiB is improving, though not quite at our ad- 
miincMi mark yet. 
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THE ONErLEGGED BOOKBINDEH. 

It is ten to ea&, M you cba&ce to fttss the Piaans of the 
Exdbaoge buildiiigs any nigiit at twelve o'dodc, but, 
beaeadi tbeir Mcndly shdter, you may see the One- 
Legged Bookbinder. Should he be there, you wUl hear 
hk sewftding pace, long before you come within sight of 
las person, 9nr.4iough but possessed of one leg of flesh, 
bUxM, bone, and fl&ew^, he occasionally has another of 
cood flr timber. I say.oecasiona^, for .1 hare learned, 
m Uie x>onrse of my aoipiaiataiNi»Bhip with him, that it as 
fira^ently fam^is that he is without as with this substi- 
tuti^ his credit with the lords of i^e siue^t bepg fome- 
wfaat broken-^-as is often the kg witioh they alone can 
jipe&d. W&as, however, he iias twapins to stand upon, 
or striie with, how manfofly he uses Iliem'I Clack, thud — 
dack, thud, idteniately goes the foot wi4h the alfectaticm 
of a shoe iq>on it, and the stick whidi needs not such & 
ragged ooTertng, but, in the naked and simple mi^jesty of 
its utility, disoains a nearer anprearii to the semtdance 
of a leg; than, in so far as a shght^ bellying out in the 
centre may be resarded as assitnMatwg to the roundness 
of a cfM. Barnaby Gkcvy is certaiiUy, desmte of Uiis 
impoHection, a most miyestic walker, and nas an air, 
wwi sober — whidi is as seldom as he can hehK-'that 
would do honour to a oourt levee, or a qnartei>deck stride. 
Upon the latter, Barnaby has o^n, hat in hand, stood, 
and beneath it he stiH boasts that he fellr-Hi leg the less — 
beside the gun that he assisted in manning, like a true 
^tish tar. it was his princely port in tSese mi<faiight 
airings that mdiioed me to seek for and cukivate nis 
acquaintances^, destte to learn his adyentures, and 
sittdy Ins charac^. ** He must be a philosopher,^' said 
I, ^*and in spite t>f aocidentai dismemberment, which 
would haye damped the ardour of inferior minds, a dis^ 
M» orthe Peripatetic school, as well as a student of ihie 
fwe^." I m^de up to himr-introduced myself— -begaii 
to qnestkm him on smidry matters; buty £»r a long time, 
9 
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he condescended not a word in reply: sound, however, 
was not Ti'iuxting from his lips, but itrticidation was in- 
sofficient to express hi» lo^ musings. He was drunk. 
I reBMMnber it well; the night was a gust^jr one; and 
Bamaby, as well as his coat, was ahave wearmg a waist- 
coat, and as one of his less could feel no cold, he disdained 
to pamper the otiier, ana his nether integuments were of 
what I am fond to beGeve had once been nankeen, worn 
to the most exquisite thinness and tender delicacy of pale 
shade — ^if the dirt on them had permitted that evidence of 



their ever having been washed to be visible. Nothing 
eoiild be extorted from hn dignified reserve on that mom- 
mna. Next im» I was more fortunate. At both penods, 
he preferred passing the night, like some of our present 
MrmectoffB, in measuring the Exchaise. The fijrt wis^ 
ne had Dot a pemiy to pay for his lo^;ings. Tlus, how- 
ever, he only revealed aftor having drank,, for his shtf^ 
three glasses of whisl^ ib three pots of porter, with 
a couple of salt heniMu apd a Welsh rabbtt^ in an ad« 
joining fap^room, to imtk I invited him. He at first 
so&emnly assured me tibat he was retiaoing the plan of 
attack on Basqiue Roads, at which he had been present 
He gloried, however, in being a bookbtnd^ as weU m 
havinc- been a sailor. He had been hmd. to the one^ and 
had adl the fondnem of first love for it, altfaouflh msval 
gltw^ and his wooden le^ may be said to have taxen pos- 
session of his maturer mind. But to folding pi^ier instead 
of Mcfing canvas, taxi beating duodecimos instead of 
!F^nchmen, he assured me he had retonied; and, hat at 
pensioQ quarter-day, never forgot that he now was eon- 
nected with other presses than we Press-Gaitt^. 

Poor Bamaby I — his quarter-day lasts as £>ng as the 
money then lilted does, and Longer^or to beg, borroir, 
or — BO, not steal — are alternatives he thi^s upon the 
whole preferable to working. In fact, he confesses that 
his wooden leg was not made for sitting with. It does 
net bend—- although it often breaks ; — and so, since from 
** a certain absurd prejudice against M iiien-o£*war'&HBen»" 
he cannot find any one but the King to become Ins raasteav 
he has set up for himself, as-— will any body guess what ?<— 
ft Afit^ stationer. — Aye, truly, stationer in the strict 
sense of the term, for he has no book-stock. I saw him 
yesterday morning with a couple of quires of two or three 
sorts of packing paper, tied up in a siring, in his hmd — 
and a counle of glasses of whisky in his head-— fdWwing 
his lawM occupation, with all imaffinable gravit^r of 
demeanour, and dignity of stride. Mu, the mutafaiHty 



of human tMbm, b0ir#r«t I im ita^ hmm Afterwifis^ I 
Mield him y$kh tbut iddt^ bviDWii mM&oif digMlv«d 
into blue ruin and hefvty Wet, and tnftafefred fimn his 
anu to Ibb head^ Btnt^tie^mt mi Ma baek m * wheel«> 
l>an#«ir, studyiiigr atflrdnottif^ mA attended hf * gHodlj 
escort of constables in liy^y, and eity porters with their 
hempen aigulettes. Ifis wooden ley was bvekea, his other 
one neld by a ICffhlan&nan's fist; his coat' like a bashaw's, 
o£ three tails; botn his eyetl^Ee an JBhuri^s-'^AAmiki fimd his 

mouth resemUnagf^ CommeU^r PkUlips'ft stf le^ and 's 

small beer — somewhat ftolMy. ** At night I ttissed him 
f)rom th' accustomed i^ot.'^ He ^pt^i^tiie only place 
where he eyer sleeps sottudly, beCMikse rwrnnbefttly— in 
the Police^^ce. B\il another, ftnd^ perchance, if his 
stump will mend, again shaH the else mSnt and lonely 
Piazxfl» <yf the Tontine ting^ \«<ith tiicf solemn stride of 
the One-Legg'ed'BoOfkbinder. 

Tn£ HisKtfrt op tug Wes*. 



SPECIl^BKS' OF A S£>&IB& OF N£W BJBADINGS 
IN BAIL£Y AN£^ JOBKSON^-r^J^ K 

Augmentation.-^** ImpTor^iiiient'* — in every thing bat 
tythes and taxation. 

Augar-r- Augur » — lEteader f it is you alone that can- divine 
&e difference betwixt what penetrates deal-boards and 
futurity. 

AMtU, — A. name for a refo^e who^te often all the kind- 
ness, witlK>iit a ^h for the prerogatires^ of a mother. 

Avoirdupois, — A term which w no longer of weight in 
society. Like Bonap&rt^, it tost its own dignity when 
it assimied an imperial one. 

-itt^5rmpA^.--Writing #ith goId'-4t phftt ly Whidi rich 
dunces may become great aothors. 

AMra.'^K lady who •pens the gates of heaiyvn, as tlie 
old woman unfolds those of the church-porch, so early 
in the morning, that modem poets hare neyer been aiUe 
to get iip to see, and therefore wisely refrain from men- 
tioning her. 

Austeri^, — l%&t which effects for its wearer what ice does 
to the puddle and the pool — ^hiding either its shallowness 
or its depth beneaOi m0 crust of ffigidity. 

Autobiography, — The lees of g<>ssip, which it is hoped 
may be read when it is found that they caAnot be lis- 
tened to. f ositiyely the last appearance of old players 
and their carpelitenii 
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Aoiary^-^K fiiahionable name for a heiMooet 

Advice. — A commodity OTery possesBor of it thinkB inval- 

naUe, and yet hastens to get rid of. 
Ajfr, — A remarkable town in Scotland, wbere IMBss Foote 

is held to be immaculate, and ^ The Ant" to be dull 



LOVE, POETRY, AND MUSIC. 

*' Come, siflter," nid Muuc one day— 

'TwBs a nunmer one, sonny and bright— 
To Poesy; ** Oh\ let ns stray, 

And teach Ecko oar notes of delight ! *' 
Then alone hied the twain to a grove. 

And sweedy, bat coldly, they trilled ; 
Tin alily stole after them Lore, 
• And their notes then their own bosoms thrilled ! 
Then each, wondering, exclaimed, *' Some new charm is about me ! * 
While Love said to himself, << What were both these without me ? ' 

Again they essayed their duett, 

But the rogue tuned it into a trio ; 
Tet so sweetly the cadences met. 

That they ne'er thought another was nigh— Oh ! 
Till, laughing, the urchin stepped forth, 

And claimed his fiur share oi the strain ; 
And so pleawd were the two with his worth. 

That without him they won't sing again : 
Once they tried it, indeed— but said Love, ** Do not flout me ; 
For what are your soags or your glees, pray, without me ? " 



QUESTIONS FOR DEBATING SOCIETIES. 

No. nr. 

V.-^^' Is the Law which prohibits the paymeaiA of Wages 
in any shape but that of Money ^ calculated to be 
of any service to the Lciourer or Mechanic?^* 
AuTHonrnss. — A. Smith; Ricardo's Principles; Mifl's Politi- 
cal Economy. 

^ y I. — ** Is such an Establishment as that at Botaany' 

Bay consistent with sound policy?^* 
AuTHoaiTiBs. — BsBtham, Tr. de Legislation, Tome II. p. 184; 
Paley*s Phil. Bk. 6th, See, 



EPIGRAM. 
" Julia can't love, ii hMitlew, and so forth," 
Minute cries, but what^i the asiertion worth. 
When all may see her heart's so easy won ?«- 
She falls in love, at once, with any one! 
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SONNET, 

Writlen en eaUing past the Bass Bock, while it was the 

oniy bright part of Ae Landscegfte. 

Enduring monument to suff 'ring worth ; 

Trophy, unmoved, amid the changeful waves, 
Of those who from thy jnison dens sent forth 

The voice which yet doth speak from out the graves 
Of martyred men, undying truths ! Tho* laves 
(In vain for wearing thee !) the angry brine 
Around thy base, — ^yet stiU their words and deeds 
Are more enduring than thy iron rocks. 
And will not perish even 'mid ruder slHJcks 
Than winter's war can give. H« never Ueeds 
In vain, for truth devotedly that dies—* 
For where he, prisoned, pined, £ttr hid from day, 
Or suffered at the stake, there beams a ray 
Which marks the spot, as if Heaven said, Oblivion, nay ! 

Jasfxk. 



THE HERON CORRESPONDENCE. No. VIII. 

DETACHED LEAF, Mrs. HERON TO HER DAUGHTER MARY. 

• ♦ * * * And Mr. P— I—, with his winniiig 
way, which indeed you yourself wrote about, over-persuaded 
me to take the Ensterhozy (I think he called it) sarainnet after 
alL The gown being exceeding featly made, haraoaiing my 
ahep with wonderful cannineBs, by the lady you spoke of, I 
went with Charles to the ball, iav he would have brokieii his 
heart if his Ant had not pleased hiin-^ven altbo* you need 
not be told, Mary, that it's in my doehters that I daooe now. 
The Assembly, as the cards called it, was under the direction 
of six young gentlemen, who, among only their dwn pertikilar 
Ariends, selected about twenty more whom they allowed to join 
in the expense with them, and use their proper and sponsible 
discretion in inviting of the ladies. It wis held in the big^ hall 
of an exceeding comfbrtable-llke and respectable inn, where the 
Gorbals bailUes held their dinner-parties ; and Mrs. Peterson— 
for I gaed ben to her parlour and bad a crack with her — assisted 
the lady who presided as matron over the wJiole festevaties, so 
heartily, that we were as happy as could be. The yooog Misses 
were upon the whole the most beautiful for their numbers that 
I have seen since I left ho]^e---and the directors had white 
ribbons at their coat-breaats, to^TStioguish them in case of their 
authority being disputed, which was ill' no case done, but by 
one person, who thocht, as Charles said,~tfaat a pair of big 
whiskers gave him a ricfat to get fou, and behave aife roughly as 



his own cheek. I advised them to let him alone, and he gaed 
oat o' his passion into quietness, like the snuff of a candle that 
dlM for want of muterials to ttialto a flame wHh. I am sure 
the young ladies were kindi oliligated to the eommittee of six 
for the troable they took in. giving them such a fine party, and 
maklDg it go of with suek eclai^f.— — If Bfysie has spun oat 
aUthelinttiiat I left ont for her, she » « • • • 



CHARIJS HERON TO HART HERON. 

Wedties&y Evening. 
My Dear MAKY.-^In the packet your mother sent off this 
morning, she forgot to enclose two ^ings — a leaf of her long 
' letter, which she had left in the. blotting paper, and the shapes 
which she got permission to cut copies of. Which of these 
may he of most importance, I know not ; but to-qionrow 
morning's coaoh shall make you '< Independent ** ' of their 
absence. Mamma has, upon the whole, been apparently very 
haj^y foi; this fortnight. She has dracribed to you, I hear, 
all the parties she has been at ; but, if I may guess from the 
leaf of her letter I have seen, she says not a word about hav- 
ing been at the i^ylMMMe wiUi her nephew and your — coz., yet 
there she has been— oftener than I choose to tell you. She 
was quite delighted with her fifst tI^» and went again and 
again with small persuasion* It was littla wonder. The 
newspapers will have told you of, Charles Kemble's hein|[ 
here, and p^yhig Hamlet, Rob Koy, Falstaff,^ Octavian, 
Charles Sarihce^ Lord Townfy, ftc. Aunt was not less 
delighted with his tee preflenee, than astooisbed at his rerte^ 
tility ; antf she declared that lie w«s the most pettetA gentlennm 
she ever saw«*-*^xGept the Duke of Hfontikgae. He is inteed 
an ezqaisite and classical perfontter, and, in h^ pystaff, showed 
•hhnsdf to be capable of poftrCrayIng the richest famnoar, as 
well as the most finished elegnnee. Mrs. Siddons, fiis niece- 
fn-Iaw, played a few nights with him. You hate heard her 
exquisite Toice, and seen her perftict grace— «o can gness what 
your mother woald think of her. Oh one «f the CT^nings, a 
Miss Pearson, late a pupil of Wdsh's, made her debut as a 
pnblle singer witii deoided success ; her eapabifities are great. 
And, last night, a Mr. Keene, sfs^ed <* The African Koscios," 
appeared as Othello-^without needing to blacken his counte- 
nance. It might give rise to^ many stfange cogitatiom, this 
phenomena of a brown youth with nc^fro nose and wooHy heady 
stq[iping forth from the mental degradation that has been 
deemed inseparable from hb hue, and bringing to Shakespeare's 
country, and to Shakespeare's tomb, the homage of the thoa- 
sand swarthy tribes of Alric; — but, dearest, I spare yoa. He 
is certainly wonderfial, but assnrediy not excellent. His enim- 
elation is eurprisingiy distinct, and yet not reguhir, and hfa 
memory by no meana without rents in it. Some bursts of 
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fuaka were beMty eoneeivcdy Kot kit physidBl «BeiiKtes, ltt« 
Mi ftaCar^ are beneath the Earopeftn sUUHhr*. nere WM 
■lore than a difj^eaee betWeM liirik and fTeasr Hie GaariMi 
frill h% exceUent, however,— -tet the nol^le Moor !» not for hlv^ 
merely because ** haply thai he ia Maek." A very aMnctfvelady, 
with the dasBio aaaae of PiDdar, is aino with tm at present. Ib 
hoyden o ' an d eren the artiese girb of SMkMpear^ obe fs as 
delightful as a pretty faee» exfolalte limbs, a heatd ei hair beaa- 
tiiVil as Ariadne'sr and vifracity, united with experience^ can 
make her. WhaFt a contrast to the chimsy eapera of Mrs. Bf an- 
geen, wh« eternally twirls her ajHron startngs, and arranges her 
tadoer-^ooirerhig rather a pretty breast, by the bye— with the 
BhdeeDi&g affeotatloa of a fat widow of fifty aping the airs of 
fifteen. M^ose comes bachi and I expeet t« meet him in 
prifatv oMopany, where he is said to be as pleasant a gentleman 
a% in the field, he ie a shilftil gymnast and handsome ftlhrw. 
Tott mast htar his M*Lean*s InTitationv if he come to Dtim- 
fViss.—— I haTe |fist reiafned wfth^-I som^ow, Mary, eidi 
her Mother already— Ihwt the tost of the Primte Sabscriptlon 
Cottsertsof Mr. Thomson, bsM in a fine hall in his own resi- 
denee. Tt was fnite a delightM doiMiite aimsrcal treat— ^Cbe 
loom holding ahoat a hnodred only, in fidi dress, and yet the 
orchestra eomprisiiig Miss Thomson-— herself a faost^-^KicDl's 
into, Taylor's haip^ Thomson's piano and violin, and Rankine 
and Dobbie's ** most swost yoices." The harp-playhig and 
ilnghig delighted our fHend. Indeed, llie exquisite taste and 
IHstinctBess, and nnaffeeted manner of Miss Thomson, must 
sharmeTeryone'bfberowii sex as they devours. Mr. Ranktee 
was iBpturoiMly enooreid in oo0 piece, as was Miss T. in 
anothei^— " Tell mc^ my hein*t.**' I nerer beard either bettei 
song. Mr. Debbie astonished me In a song of Handel*s^>and 
some hidies behind as plagued me by abruptly departing before 
^ God Save the King *' had been sung—- as if loyalty had be- 
come uttfashienable. To be sore one of them had yawned l>e>* 
£m<, at tiie second touching ct the harp, which, she seeuyed to 
Ihiak, ^ould only <* once in Thomson's hall the soul of mnsfe 
dMd. " With this, I presume, will condnde the paUic galeties'of 
a very gay winter in Glasgow, and with It must my letter, at 
least that part of it <* appointed to be read aloud in ihmilies.** 

C. H. 
P. S, — I shall not have time to gossip to Tom about litera- 
turo; Imt tell him I shall send Brougham's Introditotkift'to 
liiat noble work, •*iThe Library of Useful Knowledge^" in a 
dAf or two,— and a book that will terrify him, a sly and dsTsr 
satirical and dessriptive racdieal essay, quaintly ^led, ** The 
Anatomy of Bmnkeimess.'* It is, if not laboriously scientific, 
exceedingly graphic, and has actually frightened and ridiculed 
me out of one jollification already. The Anecdotes of > Im- 
pudence, with Humo for s frontispiece^ will have reached 
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him; Ibat aliiee I Mat i^ a nevr.editlim luu appiKrei* wh^ 
faQpvrinff oai-bnaeninf addition, wfaii$h eclipses «H itF 
oonteatB :•— *< A namermu, but still strictly select |» 
party was lately giren hy a jovoig gentiemao to hb firieadi*^ 
the very bsginnliig of whose festivities two indifferently 
dressed, aad worse lookkig w«idd.bo-«iMU«, entered and took 
their ph»es in the da&M with the utmost noa-obalaiioe. TSpay 
when the^ ^came — ^they were eoon nearly Mind drunk i atfd yet 
every one, while they shaoaed them, thought they had been 
invited, and would soon retire. They had bee« neither one nor 
other, but gained /admittance by a sham, as boys, shoQc into 
ths Minor Theatre^ and safely swear ' they did not get a check.' 
.When the Anecdotes of Oood*Nature appeez^ it is to be re^ANAaed 
there, that these vporthles were»o< thrown oat of the. window I " 
One more germaln to you, however, I can tell you'li|fsel£ 
T|ie Editor of the " Ladise* Museum** has dared to j^^sume 
so far upon the tgnoravoe of his " fair readers," that he is ao- 
toally reprinting, at the rate of one par month, the papem of 
the << Sketch Book*'-^aQd palming^ them (tf as " original com^ 
munieationf,".. This is >^o0t as . bars&ced as Kirklaird'o 
writing loi^^c^^eisipftsA^ikpwigL "tQ^tehiess ondHons,** aai^aa 
bold an impostiil«La8^Hitnl^^\the pretended. IndiOo, who was 
in Glasgow tviro years ago, and kft^fais card at many reipeet^le 
houses as a chief of the Osage tribe i He turns oCit to be a 
deserter from tiie mUitia of the y. 8. But impudence thrivat 
there--they reprint Vivian Grey io a month, and MtU's India 
only .six years after publication ! Yet^ whUe we are angrjr at 
having wondered a ^Jited Man oould write a book — ^lo ] the 
Qpspius plays Zangar-^and a real Chmkee, Elias Bondifiol^ 
Joints in America -a widl-eompoted address in English to Um 
' WhUes» oo the oonditioii ol the aboilginoB of tint continent, and 
i^e first vessel that ever sa^ed irom the Broomielaw direct to Cal- 
^tta is to carry a letter to the Bramin Eattiohnn Roy, inviting 
him to come aad pc^Meh. ki Glaegow i '< The Scrutinist," 
when it appears here, and such a work is annoniiced, will 
surely make us acquainted vrith tliepe matters as vpell fta.of 
^ Farms to Let,** which It had better leave to our Judii^oiiB^ 
and useful *< Farmers*. Register.*' Is not, this a true lady's 
i^Mtscri^ if not in its theme^atleestin itslpngit«de?r-C. H. 



TO GORSEH>oin>E>rrs, kc 

The pele, tlda* yoong geBttenuin whom we overhessil in ItabertMhAod 
. .. ^^ _ „^_.^, ^ ^j^^ y^^j^ ^^ eDoughflf 

re a lai^er attowaDce ofjertee, 
. . ,1 well u stroller nouiistuno^— 

•* ^eivfffielimr it too loog, but, foir love of some of its lines* we jdi^ tcv 
to make room for all: and, indeed, mean to devote an early number to 
'vnake our peace with CorrespoDdents— by inserting their oomfaunicatiooa. ' 



* me paiey j/mop ynung geBarauin wnom we 
Jkt)dnson*8 shop, oonplMing so grievously tt 
^^etry in ** The Ant,^*^ shall by and bye have a 
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' drank — 
THE STEAM-BOAT Q\3^ to nut- 

It was on one of the bahny days wUcV 
occurs the end of March in our climate, WV ^*^'*' 
premat^e, and so out of place, preceded aa^t^y 
as they always are by companies of more suriy ^N 
that I dare hardly venture to ^congratulate myseV^^ 
retam of Spring and sunshine, merely from their a^i^ 
ance — ^that notwithstanding some miEtgiyings wluch^ 
daced me to carry an umbrella with me, I found mp^ 
seated upon, or rather leaning against, the massy, if ^q^ 
elegant, lamp-post and freestone basement whicn standi 
near the termination of the breast-work of the Glasgow 
harbour, now a phce for taprooms and ship-chandlers, 
fishermen and coal-agents, ship-brokers and ourden-car- 
riers, mariners, &c. but, jud^g from its name, once a 
range of bonny broom-covered knowes, by the side of the 
then limpid waters of the pastoral Clyde. 

The steam-boats which, like swallows, make very few 
and very short journeys in Winter, began to exhibit 
symptoms of reviving activity. Some lay in the stream 
nnder repair, receiving additions to their mechanioil 
power, or having their embellished and ornamental parts 
** re-polished and re-touched," like the speech of a young 
county member's fether, which his tutor fits up ana puts 
in a state for re-delivery by altering dates and references. 

The sound of the shrill horns, blown by rival cabin-boys, 
announced that more than one was on the eve of starting. 
Though, from my time of life and other circumstances, no 
great traveller, I yet think few amusements more pleasing 
man to watch the setting off of coaches and steam-boats, 
to note the personaspes who fill them, and endeavour from 
their features to judge of their characters and the motives 

which induce their departure from this great city. 

** IListe ye, mither, what a* ye clavering wi' Lucky Dreigh- 
diaw yet for ? Oddsake, i might hae been here an hour 
syne but for you, an' no been bursten wi' rinnin' ne'ther," 
vere the first words I could distinctly hear, as a 
10 
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Stragglings party adranced. Tlwy prooeeded from a 
rosy Oourock lass, who had acoompanied her mother to 
Glasgow, to comisel and assist her in the selection and 
pnrcnase of certain necessary replenishments of ** towels, 
Dlankets, crookery, and counterpanes," preparatcry to the 
annual immigration of ^ saut-water fock" thither. Mrs. 
Lampetleg seemed, however, little discomposed by the 
querulous and reproachful tone in which they were uttered. 
She was labouring on, as well as her size and the 
weight '' o' crockery and ither groceries," as she called 
them, which she earned, and the deeply interesting perora- 
tion of the discourse she had been laying off to her crony 
aU the way down^from the Brunt Buns to the Broomie- 
kw, would permit. ^ An' tdl Mysie, as I said afore, no to 
foivet the pattern for the mutch ane spoke o', nor the bodj 
o' Kate the randy's black spencer, ufin ye hear ony nuur 
o' Leezie Tamson's misfortune wi' lang Sawny, let me 
ken by ony body that comes our way in Simmer. Gude- 
aake, did ye min' the hrown sape and black ashes? we've 
sax pair o blankets to scotir afore the preachens. 1^*70 
think we wad na ha'e time to get a b<^tle o' yill? Fm 
Cke to choke wi* drouth and sweatin'?' — rapidly 
uttered the gaucy guidwife, as she neared and passed the 
place where I stood. I was not fortunate enough to 
catch the replies of the other interlocutor in full, but 
** lang-toung'd hizzy — 'deed have ye — ^its in yer blue kist," 
&c. met my ears, as the '^ Lucky" examined the various 
accumulations which her daughter had received orders to 
see packed and stowed away m Hie steerage of the Roth- 
sayCastle. 

They were broken in upon, however, by the hoarse 
voice of the captain calling out, ^ Ashore, ashore," — at 
which mandate the loving cronies had to separate, with 
thirst unslaked, and stones innumerable yet untold; but 
as the last words of Mrs. Lampetleg and her daughter 
died away on my ear, while they accompanied them with 
expressive waves of the hand, each of which at once 
plainly said '^ farewell," and " welcome," I heard her 
kimmer grumble out as she retraced her steps un the 
dusty quay, " Devil choke the woman — she haverea awa' 
the time for nae ither end but just to save her biding o' 
the bawbee. But I'll ha'e my mends. She's set eight 
days o' me in luurst, when the herrin' 's in, aa' FlI hunger, 
mysel' a fortnight afore, just to get revenge upon her 
pamtry." 

I learn, however, since, from the douce dame of the 
Brunt BaJcus, that although she physicked herself for an 
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appetite before her ti% aa^ tmtM tor d "* arat-^nrtdb 
aoqnaintanoesliip, and a ahakeJumd inviirtioil," die mffit 
haye perished for want, but fbr an adTaaoe of ready 
money imon her weDpknOwn credit horn. Cdptain '•^^^, 
and would have been ** madA a fool o% fo^ haeingnaeflddg 
foarenent room rent for the eight days o' the invitation/' 
but that it, after paying M^Farlahe we baker, and Widow 
MHjarrack the eg^-^wife, afforded eight shillings for iis 
settlement, and a row over to pay her cabin &re, ^d a 
tass o' brandy on her way np, with which she drank — 
** Wet weather, west wub*, and empty awmriea to saut- 
water gratiy* 

Albzis. 

EPISTLE 

From a Lover to his Mistress^ on Tier treating km 
voith frivolity. 

Then was a sonihiiie, , on your fkte, 

When last we parted, which, if not a gn^, 

Wss yet, ss all thou dost is, its near kin — 

So near indeed, it seemed its sister twin. 

Yet^ tmst me, ' > I had rather seen - - - 

Thy frowns— -and frown ihou can'st-^than marked thy mien 

Tooch — as it did — upon the bounding line 

'Twizt all I hate, and all I hold divine. 

** What ! " you exclaim— perhaps with sB ihat fire 

To lore more killing than mere vulgar iie,— 

** What ! shall my looks— in thoughtless, artless mood. 

Or with design so guiltless, that 'tis good 

Even in the motive, as 'tis in the end-«- 

Itisk a cold lover, or offend a friend ? 

If such my iMtf, nor kfve nor friendridp sought 

*-AUme, if but uncriticised, my lot 

Would happier be, than thus to tacit yield 

A woman's privilege — ^a woman's shield ;•— 

The power to look, without deceit's foul spot. 

The thoughts she thinks ne'er — and the thing she's not ! " 

Good I— 'Tie your sex's privilege, I'll allow— 

Would you aak more ? —to your demand I bow ; 

But laying all my claims against its mm, 

From yon to me aside, 'tis its abuse 

Akme I'll speak o£— Power's first, best ingredient, 

Is a smali sprinkling, love, of the expedient. 

If you deem't prudent to conserve your rule, 

By showing how you love to play the fool, 

Hiink Aere's • grace in felly's gandiest .gms%i— 

Forbid it, heaven, I e'er should wish you wise! 
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If yoa believe that lattHng a daTe's chains 
With scornful mirth, that jests while it dltdaiiUy 
Fall in his face, doth bind the links more dose 
Around the thrall— then I am at no loss 
To see a motive for what else* to me 
Seemed but a very aimless tjrranny. 
—But think again, imperious woman, think I 
Ere you rush headlong to the giddy brink. 
Where yawns below the gulf of wild regret- 
Where friends have parted as they ne*er had met ; 
While one plunged in, without a nobler aim, 
But that the other, maddened, might the same ! 
*TiB vaiu the thought, if e*er 'twas dreamt of me :— 
Thou canst pot — wildly as I worship thee — 
Thou canst not tempt me more to venture where 
There's but one leap from rapture to despair. 
Where thou wouldst with me climb love's loftiest steep, 
That thou mightst, if thou willed it, plunge more deep 
Into its opposite ! — No ! , No ! 

So fiir as fond allegiance I will go- 
Tea, to that farthest love's most outward bound, 
Where still one sentinel of pride is found ;— 
Tea far, so far as self-esteem's pale shade 
Will haunt the sunshine which thy love has -made ; 
But never, , where its vertic ray 

Steals, with that shadow, * half myself away. 
But I have done. Enough has now been said. 
If Love still live in thee — too much* if it be dead. 

St. Pabux. 

A WEEK'S DIARY OF A SIGHT 8EE-ER; 

OR, 

A Peep through a Chid Eye-Glasa. 

Sunday, — Went to St. John's in the afternoon — admirable 
sermon— always so, I think, when its minister preaches. His 
eloquence has not '* The torrent's smoothness ere ^dash below," 
but it has its irresistible force. A charge was delivered to an 
elder, ordained for the purpose of becoming what at least one-half 
of our missionaries should be — a practical pioneer of civilization 
and Christianity. One thing omitted in it — the necessity of his 
taking a wife with him — some ladies present at least thought so. 

Afondia^.-*Saw, at the Broomielaw, Captain Weddell's little 
barque which he navigated amid the islands where never prow before 
had steered — Size of a coasting sloop— Little ships have often made 



* The inhabitants of climates where the ton is vertical, it is 
well known, are shadowless. . « 
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great diacovenet^Frobislier't and Hudwn's were not larger^Mr. 
Barrow ahould not let his own Polar notions intercept the natnnl 
aUraetioH of national patronage for scientific merit and intrepid 
daring. Scoresby would not then have been in any other " Orders ** 
dian the Admiralty's, nor Weddell without an epaulette or a name- 
island. — Evening, Accepted M. Cfaabert*s invitation to supper on 
phosphorus, nitric acid, and boiling oil— declined, however, to be 
helped, but insisted that my Yeluctanoe should not interfere with his 
appetite. Unlike Will WaddeU, he thrives not over, but in, the 
oven, being fat, French, and forty — Has bought a villa on Mount 
Hecla, but regrets that he did not prefer the larger volcano in 
Owhyhee — Salamaiiders no joke — No wonder coals are up— Royal 
Society ahould send him for Empedocles* slipper^— Fine study for a 
pamting to illustrate Shelley's Gheber, or Moore's LaUa Rookh. 
Memo. Sundry bashful gentlemen peeping at the side-slips, but 
could Maie nought OH*t there, I presume, as Mrs. Mangeon's 
breadth was between them and " he of the heart of fire " — they 
looked indeed rather afraid that they were to be the next morsel- 
must be roasted first, and then perhaps, like crab-apples, they may 
his$ instead of hatch. — Ran from the show to the theatre to hear 
Miss Pearson. She is acquiring that confidence which, added to 
her power, will make her to an audience, as she must have long 
been to her friends, a delightful singer. 

fTedhescfay.— To Henderson's GaDery— busy — couldn't get 
beside his easel— something good upon it surely — stole a peep^ 
charming family-group of laughing urchins with happy fiuses— - 
no man can paint children better — Popped into Witte's, and bought 
a ticket for his sale— -think I must be sure of something good— > 
should like to get his Canaletti. 

TAicrscfa^.— Dined in the Ram's Horn— Hugh is the civilest 
of waiters, and his steak the finest of rump.— •J^eentn^. Married 
gentlemen somehow or other think differently from bachelors on 
duelling — heard a paper eloquent as a sermon, interesting as a chapter 
of chivalry, and almoet convincing about it. Memo. Won't fight — 
after I get married. To Mr. Knowles's Lecture on the Stage and 
upon its Oratory— Too late for the grammatical introduction, but 
am told it was excellent— Odd that a poet should be also a profound 
philologist and first-rate instructor in grammar— Would attend his 
class if he, in teaching '* Composition," could make me write another 
" Virginius"— Wonder if his " Imitation" be large, for he recalled 
the soul, as it were, of actors, as he illustrated their style, while he yet 
never condescended to copy their tones— Wish I were a boy again 
to be his pupil— I would as soon have been Master Mackay that 
night as the Bailie himself, for he deservedly got as much applause 
as ever did his namesake, in supporting his part in the first act of 
Julius Caesar, which was admirably gone through by all. 

^ricfa^.— Lowe's Ball. Brilliant house — proud mothers— happy 
£»ther»— tired cousins — ^wearied friends— and unwearied master — 
with inexhaustible pupils. 
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aatmrdair.^T^ Isokieit <Uy of die week-^Smr tibe ** Qm- 
hdgg&A Bookbmder," who aalttd me for sametluDg to drinks — 
and wmoked the soheme of the eontenti of the next Number of 
"The Ant I" 
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craAles heron to henry white, edinbcroh. 

Gfaugoir, Hope-Street 
Mt Deak Hal.,— -I knofr not how I ehall thtnk yoa for 
the treat wliieh theetrlirperiual of the eopy of Mr. BronghwuV 
DiMottree ** Of the Fleaaures and Adtantages of Scienoe" 
alforded me. It is a wooderfnl e? idenoe of tlM versatility, 
diieipline, and edrnpaea of hie matter mind. « Simple ae the 
outline of a sqnare— eomplete as the oireatnferenoe of a cirde ; 
calm, severe, and, I doabt not, almost as imperlshaUe as seolp- 
toiie." With the whble range of science he is aoqoafaited, and 
in almost all its branches fomiliar. Perhaps it is in Chemla- 
try alone where he is not here pierfectly at his ease. The delight 
which yoa procured me, bowerer, of seeing it before any one 
else in Glasgow, was too selfish to be permanent id my boeom, 
I trust, and is now replaced by the diiFttsive pleasure, that 
through that ndUe dorlc portico to the temple of sdence which 
I entered, hundreds and hundreds are now pafesing ;->-in 
plainer words, that Robertson ft Atkinson, my booksdlers^ 
have had plenty of copies, and that the demand for them has 
been prodigious. Indeed I hardly recollect of any work of itv 
size, apart from mere political hrochurea, having ever made snoh 
a aentation in Glasgow, where, to the honour of the Tories be 
it spoken, many of the noblest of thett have come forward to 
join their Whig brethren in beooteing members of tlrt society 
from whom it emanates. — — Andther topic has eten more en- 
grossed the interest, while it had ezolnsive possession of die 
mere poatip of the influential part of the pubfic here, during 
last week ; so much, indeed, engaging universal, attention to a 
question, partly literary, as to make me almost fancy myself 
among those of " The Stove School," instead of being in the 
CoiFee-Room of a City of Traders. So' soon as the author of 
*' The Pleasures of Hope '* was elected Lord Rector of his 
own Alma Mater, the inhabitants of his native eity so simul- 
taneously and unanimously felt that the cheering welcome of 
a public dinner was a proper iestimokiial of their pride and A£f 
merits, that no one doubted it would be given to him on hia 
installation in April, under the most brilliant auspices ; and 
a literary festival, such as you often but we neVer hate had, 
was anticipated; This, I fear, wiU not how take place. The 
demon of party <has saTd— No! One portioil' of the Whlg». 
feeling that Campbell was an honour to their faith, and that' 
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it wu the spirit of manly Oppotitioa whieh had giten hitn Ut 
gown, insisted that the dinner should be given him as a P<^- 
tidan. Another said, by doing so they woudd neeessarity e^dodc 
hundreds of liberal Tories and indi£ferent middlemen, who 
yet would crowd to do homage, as cUizena of Ghugow, to the 
mott diMtinguished of their number now olives and upon this dif- 
ference of opinion, the projeet has perbapa split in pieces, and 
the author of the « Battle of the Baltic," the << Exile of 
Erin," and « Te Mariners," wiU, unless a better feeling 
take place, leave the city of his youth without hearing their 
lofty notes pealed forth, as they would haye been, in the fes- 
tive hall, by those who can give, with feeling, the tunes he has 
" married to immortal yerse," as the most grateful incense 
that can he offered to an author. There is, as usual in such 
easesy perhaps somewhat of blame attributable to both sides ; 
that is, if there was the slightest chance of finding a middle 
ground between them. On the one hand, it was idle to expect 
that genera/ politics could possibly be excluded from allusion ; but, 
what then ?— -Canning has condemned the invasion of Portugal 
as warmly as Campbell the invasion of Poland. On the other, 
what had Catholic Emancipation, or Lord Erskine and Trial 
by Jury, to do with Thomas Campbell, in spite of the very 
able special pleading of a Letter by an Old Whig, which was 
full of wit, and even rose to eloquence, until its writer forgot 
his suavity in personal allusions to, in some cases, those who 
had as much to do with the matter as the man in the moon? 
Some mud was afterwards bespattered by a clumsy hand-— 
which no one minded more than they would the splash of 
a scavenger's cart ; and thus the matter stands — but does not 
restf I hope. 

There have been few gaieties here of late, and I liMir you 
will eclipse us greatly in your forthcoming Fancy Ball, for, at 
the last Assembly, there had appeared, at 10 o'clock, ten gen- 
tlemen and onelady ! Tet I could wish that such a picturesque 
thing aa a masquerade (if I may so speak) without masks 
should be held in Glasgow. Perhaps you will think this as 
great a bull as that which was told by a facetious friend of mine 
the other night, of an Irishman who asked his crony to snuff 
tlie candle — lest the wick would grow to the roof! I am 
impatient for the << Busy Bodies," from the excitement ooca^ 
sioned by the Second Series of the Odd Volume, of which your 
jt^g^ jt^ ^^^Ttftljpi"! '^j"^'**'^" ni>rn«fcl. J^^^t, .I|a.U <^g9| J 

those uncontaminated with the vices, together with that 
intelligeaoe, the result of the social intercourse peculiar 

to larger communities. In • , the agricultural and 

the commercial interests were more fairW balanced than in 

some more important assemblages, for almost every 

direller.tiiere, while he depended upon manufactures for 

11 
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and Lady Lennox — for I long to see them, and it wouldn't |iay 
Seymour alone to bring them to Scotland? — Adieu ! I hear with* 
out the rich and mellow voice of an Irish female ballad ^singer, 
who nightly charms me at my window. — Thine, C. H. 
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** Full of wise saws and modem ini,tancea.'* 

THEas are those who are petit maitres in their mind as well as 
fops in their apparel ; and as unwillingly admit that they can be 
approached in talent by younger men, as that they are less captivat- 
ing than twenty years ago. 

It is sometimes as much worth one*s while to quarrel with, for 
the pleasure of being reconciled to, a lover, as it is to wait till fairly 
hungry before sitting down to dinner. 

A woman may be better assured of her beauty by experiencing 
the envy of her sex, than by looking into her own mirror ; and of 
the superiority of her mind by the misconstructions put upon those 
actions where that is exhibited, than from the compliments of 
the admirers either of these secure her. 

There is no injury one friend can inflict upon another that it is 
so difficult to forgive as that of thinking meanly of him — unless it 
be exhibiting a satisfaction that, in doing so, they are not singular. 

Mere good-nature is as often the concomitant, if not the result, 
of mediocrity of mind, as the accompaniment of well-regulated, yet 
powerful intellect. 

He who has a bad stomach is but the half of a man, because 
debarred from enjoying a great part of his pleasures. Prometheus 
on his rock, and Sancho in his island, are but all^orical persona- 
tions of his condition. 

To CorrespondeKls.—¥eVix, Zaire, and others, in our next.— >AIexis will 
see that, previous to his last letter reaching ui), we had done Justice to 
one of his pieces. The necessity of variety, we fear, will oblige us to post- 
pone his others sine die. He is prolific enough to have an ant-hill of his 
own.— We agree with J. W. M. in his objection to written responses, and, 
in reference to his inquirv as to a code «f Rules for Debating Sodetiea, 
would refer him to a small pamphlet, published in Glasgow, and entitled 
*• Bases for the Formation and Government of Literary Societies. '*->A Ck>r. 
respondent without a signature, asks us a question we cannot solve, namely, 
** What is Love?" as we have never been troubled with the disease; but, 
most opportunely, the same post brought us a letter containing a recipe 
^ which m&j seprj^Jliipi for laf^sxf a defi^OUr ' - , ... ^ 
a public dinner was a proper testimonial of their pride and Air 
merits, that no one doubted it would be given to him on his 
instalkition in April, under the most brilliant auspices ; and 
a literary festival, such as you often but u>e never hate had,- 
was anticipated; Tills, I fear^ will not now take place. The 
demon of party .has said— No ! 6n« portioil' of the Whigs* 
feeling that Campbell was an honour to their £iith'> and that' 
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THE EMIGRANTS OF AVONDALE. 

A TBUB 8T0RY. 

They deeoly wrong the humble peasant and the strangling 
artisan, wno deem these incapame, from their situation in 
Ufe, of feeling some of the finer sympathies of human 
nature — ^love amxmg the number — ^with ihe same degree 
of intensity and oelicacv as those whom fortune has 
placed in more ekyated, tnough not more useful stations 
m society. Not merely beneath the straw-roofed cot — as 
erery poet has sung — ^but in the midst of the crowded and 
gloonij^ lanes oi a large city, and the smoky purlieus of its 
manufacturing suburbs^^is there felt and seen the refining 
and ennobling influence of that yirtuous passion in fre* 
qaent and enaurinff operation. 

It is from neither of these extremes of humble life, 
however, tiiat I mean to select my present illustration of 
the supremacy of those emotions or the heart which can 
doTate die most lowlj aboye even the sordid operation of 
the first of human mipulses — ^that of self-preserration. 
Not amid the crowded haunts of a manufacturing metro- 
polis, nor yet in the more solitary and comfortless suburban 
retreats of indigence and toil, were the loves of Annie 
Finlay and Rol^rt Gray, kindled in their young bosoms, 
and nurtured in their maturer hearts. They lived in one 
of those little towns or hamlets which lie thickly scattered 
over the fair and fertile surface of the three Wards of the 
diire of Lanark, uniting in themselves the beauty and 
healthfolness of a purely rural residence, with some of 
the combinations and conveniences only to be attained 
where men do congre^te ; and in the persons of their in- 
Jbabitants tiie simplicity and virtue to be foxmd among 
those nncontaminated with the vices, together with that 
intelligenoe, the result of the social intercourse peculiar 
to larger communities. In , the agricultural and 

the conunercial interests were more fairly balanced than in 
some more important assemblages, ror almost every 
dweller, tiiere, while he depended upon manufactures for 
11 
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much of his inoome, relied upon the fertility and produce 
of his little potato-plot and cabbage-ffarden tor that 
humble supply of vegetable necessaries \^ch are fast be- 
coming the only staflT of life our ''lower orders'' can 
attain ; and on the £aitness of their annual pig for the only 
butcher meat they ever tasted. 

They were the children of near neifi^hbours, and in 
childhood they loved. Robert was bred a weaver; and 
when the distressful times of 1826 arrived, he was but 
escaped from his teens. Annie was a year younger. In 
the sweet evening walks whidi it was the wont (when 
the remuneration for toil was such as to permit a cessation 
from it beyond the mere moments given to meals and 
sleep) for the lovers to take, there never entered into their 
communings the idea of uniting themselves by other ties 
than vows of enduring truth, tul they should arrive at an 
age when they could leave their brothers and sisters to 
provide for themselves, or aid their parents — ^the fiitad 
peculiarity of the trade of potton-weavmg being, that the 
mther must rear hia children to his own ill-paid employ- 
ment, to eke out firom their early labours uie means of 
bare subsistence. Besides, it was the anxious wish and 
hope of Robert to follow some other occupation previous 
to Decoming the father of a family, which necessity must 
compel him to rear as he himself had been bred. Yet in 
the mind's eye of both the day was seen, if in the distance 
which was to make them one, and. happier auspices 
seemed to gild it, in proportion as it was near to the 
horizon of meir hopes, rather than within the ken of 
their immediate anticipations. But I must not linger 
in my tale. 

The wretchedness which Robert's family and himself 
endured during the bright and sunny summer of 1826— 
its brightness was but seen at earliest dawn betwixt the 
hard bed and the weary loom, and its sunniness hardly 
lightened the gloom of the damp and decaying workshop 
to which necessity had driven them — bitter as^ it was, 
was endurable, in comparison of what in winter visited 
them in the gujae of cold, and fever, and fEunine-^ 
aye, femine — ^ror the scanty and half-cooked meal that 
generates disease, rather than sustains nature, but pro* 
tracts ^Eunine in its work of palii^ bright cheeks and 
withering manly limbs I Too proua to seek for charity 
while the labour of two hands for every, even the 
youngest, mouth of the fiunilv, for sixteen hours a-day, 
could procure enough of oil to keep the lamp of existence 
twinkfing— the dreary days of a winter of unparalleled 
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gloom and sternness were oonraeeonsly sustained by all of 
uem, save one, in the hope t£at had bem held 'out to 
many, as it appeared, by authority, that on the return of 
saringf, the country which could no longer nay them for 
tneir toil would transport them to a soil whicn waited but 
for industry to call forth its slumbering, or ^rect its 
wasted fertility. That one was Robert To him there 
was nothing inspiring in the thought of leaving Scotland 
— for, with that idea he had connected the possibility of 
being for a time compelled to leave his Annie — and of her 
forgetting him who was beyond the Atlantic many a 
weaij mile. Her mother had died in haryest-time, and 
her mther had carried his children to another part of the 
country. To be still near to her sweetheart, she had pro- 
cured the situation of an under domestic servant m a 
fimiily in Glasgow. To marry her before emigrating with 
his fiufcher's fiimily, was, he thought, impossible — or almost 
as much so as to leave her; and to forsake his father's 
fiunily at the time when they most needed his manly arm 
to aiu either in carrying them up to the woods of Canada, 
or felling there the trees that were to shelter them, was 
what he would himself have despised if he could have 
t]ioug:htofit. 

It is a month since they sold their little all of fur- 
niture and implements that they could not carry with 
ihem to America. The proceeas th0y devoted to pay 
their passage money and to lay in provision for the 
voyage. l%e bounty of Government they only looked 
for in the shape of agnti^t of land upon the other side of 
the St Lawrence. Iiie vessel that was to bear them was 
taking in her cargo, and yet Robert was in all the agony 
of irresolute suspense, where honour and pride drag a 
man one way, and love — almighty love-— compels him to 
lean another. The former nrevailed, at length. He com- 
municated hb anxieties to nis Annie ; and she heroically 
oounselled him to s^o, while she promised — fondly promised 
— 4o vniit — aye, if it were till death — for the message that 
was to brin? her to him. This was enough. It was last week 
that the disconsolate and yet hoping family party em- 
barked at tiie Broomielaw mr Greenock. It was Robert 
that superintended every thing — and was every where. 
Tears tnere were shed as the vessel left the aty which 
they almost reckoned their home — ^for it was Annie's— 
ana Robert's eye was not the dryest, but yet he was sus- 
tained, for she was at his side. She had obtained leave 
of absence to see her friends embark. On the following 
day tiie vessel was to be under weigh, and she was to 
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retnni. Neither took place. It is nee&ss to go fiurtbear. 
Robert and his Annie could not part — or if they did^ it 
would have been to die. They tried it, but it was i« 
Tain^ and life was fast giyiag way to the struggle ifli 
Annie's bosom. She consented to t>e his in eyerv peril, 
and in every toil He returned to Glasgow — obtained 
her freedom and her clothes— and on the day they were 
to have been at sea, an indulgent captain permitted 
them to receive the blessing of the priest, and for one 
night to be man and wife in the country of their nativity 
and their love. The next — and they were upon tb« 
distant waters. God speed them I So prays 

The Hermit of the West.. 



SPECIMENS OF A SERIES OF NEW READINGS 
IN BAILEY AND JOHNSON.— iVb. VI. 

Bachelor. — A fellow that is happy without knowing of it 
Bochbiting, — ^A diversion that is popular with old woman 

in breeches as in petticoats — a generous arrangement 

of other people's duties and affiurs. 
Baddn^age, — ^A thing as the name expresses it, which 

becomes improper the moment a man is turned of 

seventy, and a woman of — -«-. 
Bagpipe, — An ancient machine^ for making a noise — ^the 

forerunner of some modem journals, bemg filled with 

pufis; a barbarous instrument men are positively re- 
warded by some for still playing upon. 
Balaam, — ^What we must fill eighty-two of our pages 

with, if we had a hundred in each number. 
Balcony, — A place for floweivpots to stand upon — roman- 
tic damsels to lean over — and lovers to climb up. 
BaU, — A thing that can turn round — ^men and women's 

heads, by making them kick at their heels. 
BaUoon, — A silk bag with gas in its belly, and an ass at 

its taiL 
Ballot. — A method of throwing u^on chance, or ap<m 

others, the onus of decisions which we are afraid to 

make, or ashamed to avow. 
Balm, — The dew of a w<Hnan's lip, and the name of a 

pleasant lie. 
Baltic, — Something or other that must be always drunk, 

if comparisons be not odious. 
Banditti, — Harmless, well-dressed figures, for adomine 

" Letters frwn Italy;' " Pictures of the Apennines,^' 

and Mrs. Raddiffe's romances. 



ORIGINAL. 85 

Bamboozle, — ^To address oompliments to a jury, a plain 

woman, or a rich fool. 
Btmisier. — ^A disused name for stair-Failingf— and a amch 

missed one in play-bills. 

The Iiocal EpigrammaUit. No. n. 

GhagaWf mj yenerable mother ! 
Ftey, what's the meaning of this pother? 
A sound of waiting's heard in every street, 
And sorrow swims in every eye I meet ; 
What has befiJlen thy once proiperoiSs lot ? 
Why, now I think on't, N^^h.^., " loy«s thee not*' 
A Salute. 

Sammy Sharpbkde, a hid << in the cutlery line " — 

In short, one of those chaps who drive gigs, and dine 

In the name of Commercial Travellers, but 

£zoel full as much in the toftm^ of smut 

As the taking of orders — ^not fiur from oor city. 

On the Hamilton road, once resolved to be witty : 

« Of that article," says he, " I*ve more than a sample^" 

So thooght he could not over soon give example 

Of his powers by the way : so — <* My boy, don't yon think," 

Says he to a Tolcross young blade, with a wink 

To himself of approval, *' as your hair's like a mop. 

Had you not better send off to some barber's shop 

That thick head of your's to be cut— Eh, my chap ? " 

" I dare say I should. Sir, but then if it hap 

Hut some gpntle like you chanced to pass on his nag. 

For a bow to sic big folk, then, what would I wag ? " 

Only. 
Wm Jess WouId-be^Bhie for her doctor once sent, 

But, though ill, to prove to him her learning, 
She smoothed her pale brow, and a wise look she bent 
On &e sage while her symptoms discerning, 
And mizwed out, *' Oh, Doctor 1 tis only die ague." 
** Why," he cried, ** would yon wish, Madam, that 'iw«re tfw 
phgtta?" 

DIARY OF A SIGHT SEE-ER— iVb. IL 
ZVesdSay.*-Mr. Kean re-appeared here to-night, before an 
audience that was as crowded and as respectable as it is possiUa 
for any assembkge to be—where dear womankind is but « thinly 
sprinkled to make up a show." What the deuce can keep them 
away from Mr. Kean, and crowd to feast their eyes on ^ pom 
paw Miss Foots? fidferao. More materials for my h>ng contem- 
phted Essay on Female Consistency. Richard was hardly himself 
again— His limbs are shrank, and his voice is Weakened. Sey- 
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mour did ** Toung Harry with bis beaver up," with great spirit. 
P. S. The Lord Maypr wants a new robe sadly. 

IfMbtesday.^-Existed through the day— lived at nigfa^— jinr 
Kean played Othello! He is himself again— What calm and 
lofty grandeur — ^ndiat towering and tender passion — what natural 
but terrible pride, love, and remorse were there ! — I have never 
seen him play better — If he lacked some of his wonted phymcal 
force, he had, if possible, more of the ideal. P. S. A certain Mr. 
Ryder mistook lago for a swaggering, dirty, &t, unshaven^ ill- 
dressed, lazy bravo— with a bad memory ; and fell into the error 
of conceiving a Newcastle burr to be melodious—a melo-dramatic 
swing and stride to be graoeful— and a shake of his head to be 
sagacious ! Boddie, too, was at fault — Roderigo was not an ab- 
solute idiot, only a silly ibp : he need not want originals to study 
from —He is clever, though. Mrs. Pindar was worth the mur- 
dering—See Blackwood on that art. 

Thursday* — MrT Campbell's day of inauguration — ^wait to see 
what the journals say. Evening, Lear and Kean. The curse 

was magnificently given— -and, oh ! how touching was the passsge, 
*' How sharper,** &c. Kemble's, as a whole, was more sustained 
^-Kean*s more brilliant; if the one made you sad throughout, 
the other thrilled you in isolated passsges till tears came. Some 
bad taste in an interpolation — made amends for by an omission. 
Verb. »ap. 

. jPricby.— Kean again. Sir Giles. Old Massinger would 
almost have been terrified at the incarnation of pride, cunning, 
malice, and hate, which he conceived, and Kean to-night exhibited. 

Aitorday.— Sir Edward Mortimer has to speak much bad blank 
vers e i f ten-syllable lines, that halt terribly, but not from their 
burden of meaning, are so, — yet we saw the noble being Godwin's 
genius conceived, rather than the shadow of it German tried to 
appropriate. It was a piece of dreamy grandeur, that yet inspired 
our love, as well as swayed our homage. Memo. Why is the 
author of *< Caleb Williams *' left to pine in the back parlour of a 
dingy shop in Newgate- Street? and Mary WoolstonecnUfc, his 
wife, obliged to retail sixpenny toy-bodes to Common Council- 
men's children? — Mr. Kean repeated the address he had the xugbt 
before delivered in his Indian garb, as a Juron chief. The lltde 
noan becomes any costume that does not hide his ever-glancing eye 
— <ven though it comprises a nose^jewel, like Alanienouidet's— bnt 
'twould have been as well had he not worn it while he delivered ' 
verses that, though but so-so, were all the smoother that one Oliver 
Goldsmith wrote a poem in heroic measure^ called " The level- 
ler." Yet it had pretty lines, such as, 

** Haply an envious cloud paned o*er my day, 

■* And venomed tongues would talk my name away ! ** 

And where he said of Great Colombia—- 

" Great let me caU her, for she sheitered me.** 

and said that 

jwjjjj-^" THbes cdtod mmge o*er my accents hung, 
** When Shakapeaie's magic lay insEMred my tongue ! '* 
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The elocntion of the spetker wu exqmaitey in apite of tlie aifceti^ 
tion of calling the Sw»n of Aron ShSkspeare ; tnd even on the 
repetition of the piece, the yery acton crowded the stage doon to 
hi»r the lesson in their art fiom its greatett Uoing nuuter,' 
Bead the Times report and Free Press observations on Thnisday'a 
proceedings in the CoU^e Hall — very good. 

Sunday, — Mr. Campbell was in the College Chapel at divine 
service. Memo. The Professors' bench sadly in want of Bibles. 
The Lord Rector had to use one— that was not quite so handsome 
as his gown. Surely the afternoon sermon was not preached ai 
any one? 

Menday, — A square-built Frenchman, with a coicrtfy name^ 
exhibited feats of strength before me to-night at the Theatre thai 
—made me ask if my eyes were not given to fibbing. His 
attitudes were classical, — and his frame a study for the sculptors- 
painter — and anatomist. During the war, it was customary to 
talk of the French as spindle-shanked frog-eaters. Captain Qias, 
the gymnast of the Military Academy, and M. De Conr of to- 
night, gave these prejudices the lie, in as fiir as they were generally 
applied to the nation. Simon Byrne should try a fell with the 
latter. His strength of arm is incredible. What would Major 
Longbow have made of his feats ! He would have asserted that he 
held the Regent's bomb on his little finger, and placed the Achilles 
astride over the deltoid muscle !— >Miss Pearson personated a part 
for the fixit time^ — sang delightfully — spoke timidly— and looked 
prettily, in a bewitching white dress with pink trimmings. 



THE HERON CORRESPONDENCE. No. X. 



CHARLES HERON TO THOMAS HERON. 

Vine Tsvem, Monday ErenSug. 
My Dear Tom, 
I write you this, if not firom nnder my own fig-tree, ai least 
beneath a vine that, if I may judge from that in the crystal 
before me, as well as in my head and my stomach, is worthy 
of all commendation for its fruit. The fact is, I met Will 
— , and some others of the like kidney, just as I had alighted 
from the gig of a kind friend, after a pretty long drive — and I 
was over-persuaded to heat myself and this house, in prefe- 
reaee to going to Hope-Street ; so, as the packet must go by 
Lyon at six to-morrow, you will even pardon the shortness of 
the letter, for the place in which it was written— a place worthy 
of holding a sympoeium in, or concocting a Noctes. Methinka 
3roa ask, where the deuce was you driving to, who are no 
knight of the whip? It*s a secret, but I'll tell you. The 
ShawB Water was that day to make its first call at the town of 
Greenook, in passing ftvm the mountain tarn, Mr. Mennons 
liaa hi^^pily called *< a little Caspian," in the hills, (named after 
yea, I suppose, Loch TAom,} towards the tea— and I went 
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down to Me ili Buvrii^e with tbc Cly4a» and all the pretty 
girla of Greenock who were to tiun out, and, like aea nympba, 
weloome the freah-water oaiada of the back aettlements. It 
was an impoaing lif ht— «b the work is a gigantic and nohle 
one— ^worthy of evea the nation that made aqueducts wherever 
they planted their eagles. The day was delightful, and it was 
an interesting thing to see at "twilight's latest hour," the 
hosbandman and his team in the furrow^ making up by perse* 
Terance for a late springtime. But I hear my cronies asking 
what I*m about— and John answering that the oysters will he 
in a minute ; so, like the young lady that went up to London 
is a sm&ek, I*U be off in a #maek, and in a few minatea there 
win be as little vestige of me in " No. 9," as there i^ now of 
OUrer Cromwell's camp in our Green, where its mounds have 
stood for generations,, but can only now be seen in Henderaon'a 
aiceteh of them.-*— *Of literary news I l|ave none— saving that 
** a aelact number of youiig gentlemen '* are to sing and redto 
in the Lyceum one of these evenings, and a similar melange is 
to be given under magisterial patronage too— for, what Inink 
you ? " the benefit of the Calton burying-ground " ! Of conrse 
Qolda and stomach complalnta are to be furnished gratis to the 
auditory ! In a moment, Will. The wax, John% Addio S 

C. H. 

The MazlmUt. No. H. 

Friendship as often freezes in the atmosphere of apathy^ as con- 
sumes in tlie blaze of anger. 

To estimate the value of the time which a visitor bestows upon 
us, it is necessary to know how he else would have been able to 
spend it 

The secret of being truly eloquent, is to combine the greatest 
possible amount of in^nsity with as much as will amalgamate with 
it of the most rigid simplicity. 

A good essay might be written upon the circumference of the 
ancles of those ladies of Greenock who are " native, and to th^ 
numor born ; " and yet there would be worse employments for a 
geometrician tlian measuring the arc of their circle. 



Jmfnm f lu , o» seting, toikeeeuiitf Gkugftm^ the fine Bahibau oT Momhm^ 
9tk April, the day qf Mr. CampbelVa arrival. ^^ 

Beneath tby span, first of the year, he comes 

Who hymned thy glories, radiant bow of heaven ! 
Coiiqueron may wake tbeir homes with trump and dnims i 
Thy arch is to the Poet's triumph given 1 



TO CORBEISPONDENTS. 
A Scribe is good, but would require to be tratupoaed as well as tran. 
•crioed.'^K. is tieautinil, if original.— It is impossible to guard against such 
impositions as Alexis seemsto^have sufftred 1^. r ^ 
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REMINISCENCES OF DRIDDLE, THE PYE- 
POET. No.L 

My Dear Ant.— -•William Driddle was tiie founder 
and sole representative of a great school of poetry— 
Uie Pye-Crost one. The Lake, Leff-of-Mutton, Codtney, 
and l&tanic schools have had each their niunerons dis* 
dples. He was himself alone. Let me describe him. 
When I first met his gaze, he was about sixty^ye, and at 
the door of his pastry-shop. The situation and the crisis 
were both interesting. It was a summer evening, but his 
locks were wintry. His window and his words were full 
of good things;. and his lips played gracefully in one 
eternal smack, as he utterea the one, and seemed to be 
fresh from tasting the qualities of the other. Picture a 
man whose face was farrowed as coarsely as an ill- 
ploughed croft — trough as a stubble-'field shorn by con- 
tract — with a mouth in its middle like the cavernous 
entry to Erebus, having here and there a yellow specteal 
tooth, sentinelling its gateway; and above it a pair of 
twinkling eyes, ffl^cin^ with the ember flashes of greeny- 
through the modest veil of gray rheum that hung from 
their comers: with fists luce seal's flappers, and feet 
g£ a hippopotamus, and unmentionattes of dirty drab 
and daily diminishing longitude from their waistmff, and 
you may have the outlines of Willie Wag, as he &cetiously 
named himself. Yet these feet had climbed Parnassus— 
lliese paws penned the lofty inspirations of poesy — and 
these breeches held in their pocKets the sybuUne leaves 
which confer on those who inscribe them-— immortality I 
It is in vain to say these were greasy; his verses indeed 
made them smooth, but it was the fingers of devoted 
aAoDurers that, in the lapse of time, imprinted them with 
precocious marks of antiquity. William was not a y<^ 
uminous writer. The lioness has few cubs. Neither did 
he fill the shops of snuff-dealers with his unsold produc- 
tions. He probably never penned above fifty sheets, nor 
printed above fifty copies of what he had penned. Hm 
12 
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productions are now Rarissima. Often, indeed, he 
threatened to astonish the world with his posthumous 
productions, even before his death, but, if he ever wrote 
more than he printed — ^his friends do him injustice in 
withholding" them. Those that the world and the 
few on whom he bestowed tiiem, have been favoured 
with, we shall delightedly dwell upon in No. II. of these 
Reminiscences. 

" A FOND Adorer of Departed Fame." 



LEAVES FROM A LOUNGER'S NOTE^BOOK. 
JVb. JJ. 

Greek and Roman story does not offer more glorious 
examples of devoted valour, and heroic daring, than has 
been repeatedly displayed by our private soldiers and sailors. 
What a soul biad O'llaverfy, who, fidthful to his country, 
in the moment of expiring nature, secreted the dispatches 
with which he was entrusted, in tiie gash that his life was 
ebbinff through ! What a mind and nerve had Applef<»:d 
-*and Doug^dp-4ind Death I Tbe ancients seem fre- 
quently to wve had an eye to posterity and a desire of 
display in their distinguished actions. Those of the indi- 
viduab named, are only a few preserved, as if by chance, 
of many thousands that must have occurred and passed 
Himoticed. They were not performed in the front of 
ffazing crowds and marshaUed myriads ; but were achieved 
by the actor without a thought of ever being recorded. 

Read Drake's '' Amus^nents in Spring." Dr. Drake 
is what the Fr^iok hi^pily term a literateur. Uniting in 
his own person a portion of the abilities and acquirements 
of an antiquary, critic, poet, and philosopher, he, without 
difiHtinguishing himself highly in dither of these capa- 
dties, proves, m all his woiks, a well-bred and accom- 
plished gentleman. His productions have about them all 
the domestic air of fireside disquisition, and are impreg- 
nated with an atmosphere of stately gentility, acquired m 
the recesses of the massive bureau, in which they have all 
doubtless taken up their abode lor a short time, tiU tl^y 
had accumulated mifficiently to form a volume. 

Seldom original, never profound, he is always j^easing. 
Hie perusal <^ his wcnks call forth little intellectual exer- 
tion; fitted for the pariMur window, or garden seat, they 
are equidly well suited to the languor oocamoned b^ ex- 
treme heat, or the distaste for abs^action and solitarmess 



wliich mtense cold ca^se«u Without hdonamg ta A/e 
- school of fiushipoalue literature^ of which CoSburu is the 
accoucheur, aud the author's of '^ Tremaine. " and '^ Ait- 
madji'Sy" and Liitirell, a^e representatiYes, he is yet the 
arbiter literarium of watering-places, minendnspas, and the 
modest retirements of such spot^ as '' Hadlei^h in Suj^ 
folk." ^ 

Bacon> had h^ b^en 9^y% would have adyocate^ phrc^ 
aology. It is a sciftuce founded upon his qwu principle 
It haa its origin in experience ; «^d, while other sciences 
have only called in that to aid their progress, and approve 
and strengthen, or condemn .and oiwrthrow pre-conceiyed 
theories, phrenology owes its birth and exigence to expe- 
rience and observation, forcing their result^ on reasoning 
and deduction. It is unlike metaphysics, whidi can have 
little or no relation with actual experiment, and have 
seldom received aid from extensive observation. By these 
tests must the theory of Gall and his^ pupils stand or falL 
Reasoning upon its consequences is idle. It is our busi- 
ness, and that of our posterity for generations, to become, 
instead of cavillers on its vocabulary and minute subdi- 
visions, patient observers of the phenomena of nature, in 
those parts of the human frame regardiog which it is con- 
versant. 

* # # 4^ # « 

There is a species of writing, which, like the address of 
a well-bred gentleman, has an air of &shion, without affec- 
tation about it, and breathes of the bland familiarity and 
easy nonchajauce observable in the polished young noble, 
an^ at the same time, no inconsiderable mixture of pro- 
found thought and leapied lore. It looks like the college- 
room of a tasteful *' Bachelor." It has a little of the dusty 
classicallity of a folio and seldom used Homer ; and, as it 
were, side by side, a head of Ouido's, a Venus by Barto- 
lozzi, or Strange from Titian, and a fine cast of the Apollo. 
Of this nature are the volumes of " The English in 
Italy," by Lord Normanby. The travelled, fashionable, 
and the clev^ writer shine out in every page. Their most 
agreeable aspect arises from our recollecting the elevated 
rank of the writer, and reflecting how very few indeed 
of those whom fortune so favours, are found to possess 
a mind at once so well stored and elegant, united 
with a manner so degagSe and polite.^ He observes 
men and customs at the moment he is busy sipping 
an ice at a caff4; and a restaurateur's is not merely a 
tart-mnnchhig retirement with him. While he takes 
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his soup, or drinks his wine, he does not foi]get that thefb 
naay be those gazing on, with a hongrj earnestness, even 
in their eyes, and a panting desire and longing in every 
deep-drawn breath, by which they inhale the savoniy 
atmosphere of the kitchen. It is this feelii^ of Idndly 
hmnanity which delights most in the pernsaf Fashion 
does not seem to have withered that boyish tenderness of 
heart, which, when an old veteran would recount his 
feats to the eager auditors who crowded the play-ground, 
without a strv^le or regret dropped the supence that 
had been intended for bans, into the tattered hat of the 
soldier. 

THE SHEREEF SELIM. 
*■ Kay, curtain not that window's gleam I 
« Not yet, not yet the taper*i beam, 

" To tell day '8 gone ! I loathe the night ; 
" Too 80on 'twill come with gloomy scowL 
** Darkening the blackness of my soul :— > 

•* But petit ia not Give me light I '' 

Thus, to the slaves that crowd his hall. 
Fiercely doth Shereef Selim call ; 

The tremblins throng, fear-taught, obey. 
The setting sun^ last beams shine cold. 
And clouds, with sullen fh>wn. enfold 

Proud Selim's domes. ** On, slaves,-Hiway • ** 
Who, when stern Selim gave command. 
Durst brave the vengeance which his hand. 
Quick as his thought, (in him ito speed 
Made slow his fleetest Arab steed,) 
Poured on the lingering, as on those 
Who dared defy as open foes ? 
Few were his words— but deep their tone— 
—The sound— the accent— all his own : 
Did his slaves pause, or seem to ask 
Some clearer mandate for their task. 
Then flushed his cheek, though late grown wae,— 
Then flew in ire his Attaghan I 
—Stern was his rule— he was obeyed 
With lightning speed, where all, afraid. 
Strove to escape his glance^ ihe few 
He did not scorn did so— but deeply hatttd too! 

!! i^P*2*. • ^y ™y plumed turban's sheen 
" Of thine own holy sainted green ; 
II yy,^."*®"''* blood, in batUe strife 
" Spilt in thy name, when round me rife 
" The coward crowds of Frankstaun prest, 

« tf •ought, through my dark emenld vett. 
M r!,J^ ^^^ * passage to the heart— ^ 

That nerved the arm whose strength thev fnrpd • 
« That Ut the eye whose proud gUn^aSS^ ' 
^^ "By all the wiles of subtle art ^^*^ 
" That for thee, Allah I I have used, 
** Let not this boon be now refused !— 
" Blot, Allah ! from this moment blot 
** ?f^?* memory the one poisoned thought 

** That withers strength— that palsinpower. 
" And makes me nerveless as a child, 

]t^,J?^^^ by passions dark and wUd, 

•« When comes the calm of evening hour! 
.VrSf ^^I^ "«» Allah ! when yon beaSi, 

That throws even now its latest gleam 
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" In cloudlen splendour o*er the plain ; 
— ** Shall e'er I gaze on*t calm again ?— 
** Give me, when o*er Bosphorus' tide 
" Its setting glories slowly gUde, 
" Like it, my fevered soul to steep 
** In dreamless and unbaunted sleep; 
** And with it when o'er Mecca's shrine 
** At mora it hovering loves to shine— 
•• To rise ! Or if, as Giaours say, 
** *Ti8 with it one unsetting day ; 
*' One round of toilless glory— never 
" Its proud march pausing— radiant ever : 
" Give me to follow that bright track, 
** Oh, Allah! never looking back 

" On shuddering night that dimsxnv soul, 
** And withers, with some star-shot charm, 
•• The might and vigour of my arm ; 

** While conscience revels like the Gowll * 
** Oh ! for a memory that would cast 
** I ts look, that calls to Ufe the past, • 
" On what I willed ; but on my sight 
** Its horrid phantoms seem by night 
** Like blood-gouts on the PaU of death. 
— " Behold, they come. Give— give me bieatb » " 

*' I see Zerada, fidrer far 

** Than e'er my dreams of Houris w e r e — 

*' I see her like the bending flower, 

** Bathed in the moraing's dewy shower! 

" Oh the dark eye of eastern clime 

** Hath in it something more sublime 

" Than sparkles in the fair Giaour's;— 

** Zerada ! their calm glance was yours!— 

•* But its wild ray of liquid fire 

** Lit by, and kindling fierce desire ;— 

** Though more than mortal, oft its spell 

** Is like the gaze of Azrael. f 

'< But in the blue and heavenly orbs, 
** Melting in liquid lustrous dew, 
** Oh ! fairer than the sapphire's hue 
** Of western maids of colder zones, 
'* There is a charm, like music's tones, 

«* That thrills the soul, its spell absorbs. 
** She comes ! that pale blue eye is there, 
" Not with a high or haughty glare; 
** It smiles forgiveness of wrong, 
** Which only stamps its curse more strongs 
** More deep— upon my soul.— I come— - 
** You beckon— on !— Be terror dumb ; 
** 111 follow, since I cannot flee, 
•* Blest in the pang that draws to thee. 
" My heart-strings still are round thee. No!— 
•« Drag not so quick— I will not go ! "— 

Yet on went Selim, heedless of the gloom. 

To where, his footprints told, he met the doom 

That DesUny had fixed for two, whose fate 

In that resembled, that 'twas— desolate:— 

Hcy in its hand, the tool that wrought the one,— 

Ck>n8cience— the instrument by which was done 

The other. From yon toppling cliflf 

That frowns terrific on the timid skiff 

Which scuds, beneath its shadow, o'er the wave 

That round it sleeps calm as an infant's grave. 

One reckless stride of mingled fear and wrath 

On what be deemed the onward lengthening path, 

« A monster believed to prey on human ilesfa. 
f The Angel of Death. 
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And he bu tuok-^with but few atruggUiig yeUt-* 
In the same ^If, where, still tradition-teUs, 
In hour as bnght as dismal was her fate 
Years long bypast— a lone and desolate 
But radiant one, a woman's form who wore. 
But not the costume of that eastern shore, 
"Whom he did madly love, yet basely wrong :. 
Brave in despair, and in her weakness strong- 
Leaped at one bound, and found, within its wave, 
Death for dishonour— freedom for a slave,— 
The worst of slaveft— the serf of Selim's will-— 
Man can do wrong where mercy 'twere to kill ! 
And left him, passion's whirlwind passed away. 
Of love all boundless— and remorse the prey. 
Years, years crawled on, and each its torture brought. 
Undying memories and unquenched thought* 
Till— but 'tis told— and Selim and his doom 
I^ve yet recorded on a turban'd tomb. 
Where, 'neath the shelter of H» cypress shade. 
The humble Moslem reads the text he made. 
His life One comment on— the words that, writ 
By Allah, makes his epitaph most fit : 
** Climb to the clouds— or soar beyond the sky, 
» Truth stiU o'ertops-and God is sttU « Most High ! *» 



THE HERON CORRESPONDENCE. No. XL 

CHARLES HERON TO HENRY WHITR 

Hope-Street, Ist May, 1827. 
My Deae Hal, — You are pleased to be smart upon the 
printed account which I sent you of the laying the foundation 
stone of our " St. Enoch's Redivivus," and ask, if the Town 
Officers, on that august occasion, did " carry halberts,** 
' " What else could they carry?" But although this may be 
deemed a home-thrust on your part, for the life of me, I can't 

see the wit of it. iHave you no magniloquent narratives of 

mighty little events in your all-important and self-sufficient 
city of sages? Why, there is your lofty Master Ryder, of 
the Theatre called Caledonian, fbr the sake of grand isonance, 
who thus spouts it, in King Cambyses* vein, in a letter to our 
friend, Mr. Curll, and his Editor of " The Ant," because, 
forsooth, a " Sight See-er" of their acquaintance did not 
esteem him the Venetian yillaln he sought to appear, or con- 
ceived Shakspeare*s language improved by his emendations :— 

SIR,— Your remarks (not criticisms) in " The Ant," on my performance 
of lago being false, [he being voell-dressed, and perfect in his part, |c.3 
vindictive, [how t there being no previous quarrel^} and insulting, I should 
despise myself, if I did not hurl them back into your teethe— If you have 
temerity enough to assume the elevated station of Dramatic Censorship, the 
indisputable requisites for such station amount to no less than a classical 
knowledge of all the Arts and Sciences, ZMathemaiics, 4v. i"} of which the 
Drama is evidently the focus, {concentrating the rays qf Hydrostatics and 
Algebra ! /] iilumined by the r^nement of an unsullied taste. [$^. j-c.} 

I am told this poor blusterer is, in private life, respectable, 
and know nothing to the contrary, but his friends ought to 
withhold the use of pen and ink from him* ** The Ant " is in 
good company though, for your " Observer " he tries to 
puff his spittle at, |ii the sam? letter; but the slayer iklls 
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only on his own cbin In the effort. ** Let hfan hsTe a 
dout to wipe his beard withal." Talking of the Miner 
Theatres: you must have noticed that they make up hi 
activity what they lack in dignity or decorum. In ten days 
from the abstract of Sir John Malcolm's exquisite story of 
Ahmed, which you sent me, appearing in " The Ant," Alex- 
ander (who professes neyer to see that work, and issued a regi- 
mental order to his troop against ever peeping into its poison<« 
leaves) had it dramatised and performed at his Caledonia^, 
where, by the bye> a rather clever girl's benefit, and our friend 
Tom's first dramatic attempt, lately drew me, in spite of my dis- 
like to the smoke of tobacco from the mouths of sweeps, bottle- 
blowers, and such blackguards as grudge the expense of soap. 
■The town has been devilish dqll since my last. Only 
fiVe-and-twenty ladies appeared at the Assembly on the King's 
birth-night — the fair Tories disliking any petticoat influence 
but their own, and preferring an i< to an a in the title of a 
premier. The night was snowy, too — and their fiannel petti- 
coats had been made up on a preceding warm day for the 
Bazaar Sale that affrighted the solemn book-shelves of Stir- 
ling's Library. Mr. Campbell and his lady attended it. The 
Magistrates, to their honour, invited him to dine with them 
on that day—and at the public meeting in the evening, he sat 
on the right hand of the Provost. This was doubtless gra- 
tifying to him, as it was honourable to his Lordship. Some- 
how or other, (would you believe it, Hal?) I was overlooked 
in the invitation ! The loug-talked-of public dinner takes 
place on Friday. The idea of Tickel's, who published a pam- 
phlet called '' Anticipation," has been seized upon, and on 
Thursday we are to have an imitation of it. I fear, however, 
that its author will not, like his model, get a place of £ 500 
a-year for the satire. I could not attend at the College to-day 
— ^but Mr* C.'s address to the students, I am told, was beauti- 
ful. To them his deportment has been most endearing. 
Are you to have Miss Graddon ? We are->and you know I 
esteem her next to the Stephens. After I^ean was with you, 
he eame back to us. His Shylock was calm, yet terrible, as 
the malice of a fallen angel. As Reuben Glenroy, it is 
the climax of praise to say, that he did what no one else could 
—made me sympathise with so unnatural a charaoter. I have 
only been in the house once since, and, believe it or not, it was 
to see the << Speetecle" of Valentine and Orson— and, betwixt 
yon and me, with the gorgeous and dreamy grandeur of it I was 
as much delighted as the little urchins who Qould scarcely 
credit ihat the Wild Man was their dancing-master. Talk- 
ing of sights, some good pictures have recently brought such 
prices here, in Lamond's, as to threaten that, through the 
Dilletanti Society's influence, this will become a market for 
works of art. They meet on Monday.— ^Th? Literary and 
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CopuiMrcial doied its Mnioo on Thuraday la»t. .Swan hai 
ealltted aome able artists for the Series of Views I before 
mentioned to yon. My copy goes to Domfries ; but you may 
see his nombers in Edinburgh. They are well worth your 
while, and deserve all the praise they have received. The 
writer of the Notices I lately recommended as the fittest 
person to write the article Glasgow for an Encyclopiedia, so 
you may goess these are well done. Your Aikman comes 
poorly off in the controYcrsy about his History of Scotland 
carried on for the benefit of the Newspapers ; and, fidth, I 
think the escape a lucky one his publishers made. Struthers, 
the poet, steps into his shoes, and will do the CoTenanters 
joatioe.-'— The good folks of Montrose, like you of Edin- 
burgh, have a tender pity for our ignorance and mental 
destitution— 40 much so, as to print a journal there for our use, 
and send it as a ** Scrutinist ** to Glasgow, to spy the nakedness 
of the land, and invent new words like " oommercialist," for our 
improvement. Even Falkirk, too, sends us its " Monthly 
Magazine " of old thoughts, printed with older types — ^but it 
has not the modesty to insinuate its foreign features in the guise 
of a " New Glasgow FeriodicaL**— if shall expect you on 
Wednesday, and have a friend or two to dinner on that day. 

C. H. 



LOCAL LITERARY INTELLIGENCE. 

- We understand the following works are preparing for publication 
in tlus city:— 

An Essay on the supposed Existence of a Race of respectable 
*' Merchants and Manu&cturers,*' who are said to dwell East of 
the Post Office. By a Corresponding Member of the Zoological 
Society, and Exchange Committee. 

The Vision of the Opening of London-Street: being a con- 
clusion to the Vision of Judgment. By another Laureate. 

Veterinary Essay on the Local Injuries to the Feet of Horses, 
occasioned by the Carriage- Road round the Green. 

Disquisition on some Ancient Remains of a Carriage dug out 

of Monteith-Row. By a Member of the Antiquarian Society. 

The belief that thli was what wa« once the Jtotfoii'f— alias, Mr. Watson's 
Cart— wlU be here ftiliy confuted. 

Architectural Essay on the Ghagow Gothic, as exemplified m 
St. Mary's ChapeL By a Modeller of Pye-Cmst Ornaments. 

On the Superstitions of the Inhabitants of DeBnside-Brae» with 
an Inquiry into the Influence of Roads and Canals on the Progress 
of Civilisation. 

To CarretpondentSf^Vfe have tried in vain to alter a line of K.*s, which, 
dibcted, would have left his little piece imexoeptionidile. Alexis has got a 
place beside us at last, alt hough etoewhere. 

Rrinted by James CurU, 55, Be!1.8treet, and sold by all Bookaellen. 
PRICE THBEBPBNCE. 
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DRYGATE S T O R I E S.— iVb. JJJ. 



HANNAH BARCLAY; ob, QUAKER-LOVE. 
Five and twenty years affo, there was not a prettier fiice 
to be seen from the Gonuds to the Drygate "Brig than 
that which peeped out from beneath the drab-cmoured 
and close-tied bonnet of Hannah Barclay. She was the 
child of parents who were as rigid in their peculiarities of 
manners and discipline, as they were in those of dress. 
From their austerity and scrupulous adherence to the 
IbrmiaUties of their {particular sect, as much as from their 
name and the traditionary speculations of the neighbour- 
hood, I presume that they were remote descendants of 
that Barclay of Urie who wrote the AjM>logy for, and 
made many converts to, the Quakers, who, up to his time, 
were almost unknown in Scotland. The fether and 
mother were of the same name, being relations, and of 
dispositions equally similar before as aner their marriage. 
Whether, in contracting that sacred obligation, their 
mutual inclinations had been consulted, I never heard; 
but from the conduct of the survivor to their only child, I 
ahould think they were not, even although some expres- 
moDS which once or twice escaped Hannim would almost 
lead to another, condusion. As to the positive require- 
ments of their creed, in regard to the renouncing of private 
judgment or preference m the selection of a partner for 
life, I only know what popular belief has echoed, and the 
fete of Hannah Barclay nas in some degree confirmed. 
She was its victim. 

Jonathan Barclay kept a shop in the Drygate of 
Glasgow, in 1799, as he had done for twehty years 
before, and was esteemed a man of means and credit, who 
rather extorted respect for his punctuality than won it 
by his integrity, though he was possessed of both. Hia 
manner was cold; and his look itself was chilly. His 
hce was as pale as if the blood had frozen in its way from 
the heart ; and his air as stiff as if it were congealing^ even 
there. But surely never did the spirit of gentle and 
«taid gladness light upon a being of this earth, if it was 
13 
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not upon his bonnie dsoghtery wliOe yet but a girl, 
IfiTMlliTig up her red cheek, whi(^ it dimple€, into a peipe- 
tual sBule of such sweetness as hr suipassed the cnanns 
of that &Ge in which the most mirthnil joyance nestles 
in tibe Imks of laufffater-folded graces. 

Martin Glassford was not the last to note this surpass* 
inff loTeliness, so set off with the Maying of innocent 
mirth. He was the son of a near neighbor* — handsome 
comely, bold, generous, and ardent in the love he soon 
felt, and shorUy avowed, toward the timid and gentle 
Hannah Barclay : what wonder, then, that* he made a 
deep impression on her heart? He was fourtoen yeais 
ef Bee when he left the Grammar-School, wiA jiist as 
mvum Latin as would carry him through the examinations 
lor admission unong the body of writers — ^with one of 
whom he liis apprenticed, to fcXlow the law as a profes- 
sion. He never studied hard afterwards. The deatii of 
his fether gare to his other parent (he meaosf, as before 
she had the will, to lavish upon the boy soms which then 
would have sufficed to keep the pocket of a man. T^e 
consequence may be anticipated. EQs boldness became 
reckless — ^his generosity proftise — and his boyish attach- 
ment for Hannah Barclay deepened into a papsion, but 
also became tainted with a precociousness of the percep- 
tions of sense, to whidi she remained a stranger. 

Wrapt up in the stiffiiess of his own creed, and btinded 
with the self-sufficiency of conscious adherence to all its 
forms, Jonathan Barclay knew not that the innocent air 
of infantine and childish sporting had carried the seeds of 
love into each of these young hearts, and that the dew of 
holy thoughts, and sometimes the gentle rains of unde- 
fined fears and regrets, had nurturea them, in the one, into 
a giant that miffht be broken, but never could be umooted, 
ioA, in the other, that the hot sun of vouthful aaxlonr 
called forth a tree that bore fruitage, while yet its arms 
were saplings. He was unconscious that, when he with- 
drew Hannah within his own narrow circle of beUevinttf 
relatives, and confided to her the charge of his household 
and appointed the fashion of her dress, that she had left, 
on the outside of that wall of separation between his sect 
and the world, where for a time she had disported, one 
reflection, let alone one regret. If it was the hte d 
Hannah never again to re-cross that boundary, it would 
seem by the result that she yet occasionally had, lover- 
like, leaned ov^ its prisoning circle to asten to the 
breathings of one who became almost pure when beside her. 
I know not, as I have said, what are the forms, and 
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what the reqnireiMats of the hod^ of Fri^di^ m I love 
to call them, in regard to the hnngug aboat of matri- 
monial intercottne. All that was learned of what ooiv 
oemed our neifi'hhour^s &miiy was, that when his daugh- 
ter had reached the age of twenty, he, or ** the chur^" 
had seen it fit to procure a hek^mate that would, after hi« 
long widowhood, again make him a husband, and perhaps 
a firther. It aopeared to be part of Ihe arrangement that 
Hannah shonla be also pronded for; for, all at once, it 
was whispered frmn servant to servant, and mistress to 
mistress, round about, that Obed Shearman, a weU- 
known dealer in Bnglish hardwares, and himself a South- 
ron of dark aspwt and mature years^ was the appointed 
husband of the young and beautiful TTi^iFP '^ h Barclay, as 
he had lon^ been the ruler and directbr, as it was said, of 
his more smiple Scottish brethren of tiie cbapeh Obed 
was a man whom nobody without a broad-brimmed 
beaver could endure; but yet his cutlery was polished, if 
his manner was rou^h, and, in the quality of his goods, the 
ibrbiddingness of his aspect was foigotten,— and he was 
. wealthy* Notwithstanding this, every one pitied Hannah 
when they knew she was to become his wiie, even before 
the^ had learned that she had implored her father not to 
insist upon their union. That she nad, even on her knees, 
done so, was afterwards asserted; but all that was felt by 
her, and said, and done, regarding her, is known but 
to the body of which she was a member, and of whose 
pimudices she became the sacrifice. 

I have heard fh>m an old servant who was then in her 
fiiiher's house, that many and lonff were the meetings whidi 
Obed and he had, and repeated the convocations of the 
c^BEUw-bearers of the chapel upon the matter. She told 
me that Hannah was not locked up after her refilsal to 
many Obed; but she was watched with an eye that 
neyer seemed to slumber, until she oromised neyer more 
to meet her real and now distracted lover. This promise 
she kept; but before it was exacted, many a scrap of 
paper Tibbie said she placed under a loose brick in Jona- 
than's garden wall. It was but right to prevent the 
innocent Hannah from indul^iiig in an unguarded inter** 
ooorse with a young worl£ing like Martin Glassford; 
but it must be between God and her Other's conscience 
whe^er it was not a better method for procuring her 
happiness his reformation, than the sudden tearing 
asunder of the ties that bound a daughter to him. 
TO»bie, I well remember, told me that she had kept many 
of these scraps, from fear of losing her place, and pror- 
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fered me a penual of them sm relics of a mistress whose 
very memonr was so beautiful that she loved it. I now 
Tegret that I did not avail myself of the opportanity, hot 
the first time I visit Lodgpe-my-loons, should my mends 
wish to see the love-letters of a young* Quakeress^ I shall 
endeavour even yet to procure tnem from Tibbie's niece. 
I have abready indicated the catastrophe of a story I 
need not farther prolong. It may be, as I trust it is, thi^ 
the body of Friends sought not to force a husband upon 
Hannah ; but alas ! to her what availed the subtleness o^ 
the distinction between compelling her to accept of him, 
or see frowns for ever upon every face but one — to 
which she habitually looked for kindness — and precludiiup 
even hope of gazing upon the sunshine of that one again ! u 
was said that Obed procured the dismissal of (xlasstwd 
in disgrace, and bought up some debts against his mother, 
which he only reframed from prosecuting to recovery on 
her leaving Glasgow and sending her son to sea. He was 
drowned m going out to Jamaica — ^and Hannah Barclay 
fell asleep, uke a closing flower, in the arms of her 
Maker, the day the news of his death reached the Drygate. 



SPECIMENS OF A SERIES OF NEW READINGS 
IN BAILEY AND JOHNSON.— iVa. VIL 

Face. — Not only the titie-page of a man— but often, too, 
tiie table of contents. 

Facilitate, — A teijm or a method of niaking some accoitt- 
plishment almost as easy of acquirement as of being 
forgotten; a plan for shortening a journey by removii^ 
the milenstones, and abridging a map by the omission . 
of boundaries. 

Faction, — Any bod^ of politicians who do any thing 
opposed to any of the notions of any of us. 

FacuUyy thc-^lsL Glasgow, the '' talent, virtue, reason- 
ing, memory, sense, and motion" of— -the Doctors, 
Lawyers, and Professors. 

PoTk— An almost forgotten instrument, which was wont 
to winnow away the frowns of our grandmothers. 

Pon^euui.— An indescribable conglomeration of notes and 
dots, which are huddled together to stretch young 
misses' fingers — and crack the ears of their imfortunate 
cousins. 

Fascination, — The air and manner of one's mistress. 

Farewell, — The word that lingers on th« lips before it 
seals them — ^that sound which, uttered by those we love, 
has but one echo, but it is an undying one ; the <dosing 
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n6te of tbe heart's strain, whose cadence is loveliest 
because the last. 
Loner* — One who loses possession of himself— to obtain 
possession of another. 



GRACE GADABOUT TO THE EDITOR, ON 

THE WATERING PLACES. 
Mt Dkae Solomon Satxall, — If I remember aright, (for I 
enrled my hair with it,) you gave a pledge in the first number of your 
ponderous work, to insert a aeries of Sketches of our Watering 
Places in the West, beginning with Gourock^as the oldest and 
ugliest, I presume. Now, although you boast of never having 
broken a promise, it may not be amiss to remind you that the time 
of fulfilling one has arrived ; for, already half-^ooen of my friends 
are down the water, and' enjoying the sea-shore promenades. 
There is — but I won*t mention names, although aD would make 
capital portraits, if sketched by your master hand, old Solomon. 
So, begin, and spare not ; let us have Gourock next week, and then 
you may go to Largs, and get it over before it becomes crowded. 
Indeed, for my own part, I would rather you began with it, since 
probably upon your account of Summer Society there may depend 
whether I shall begin to plague papa in the first week of June, or 
wait till the middle of that month — ^my usual time of attack — ^when 
I think he has recovered his good humour, and forgotten the cost 
of my Spring cos/imie. Do, dear Solomon, begin with Largs— 
and 1*11 try to assist you in the mixing up of your coleurs for that 
picture myself ! But I have a great many questions to ask you. 
First, then — When will you l^ done? for although you chat 
agreeably enough, I always like to know how long a speaker means 
to keep all the conversation to himself, — ^in other words, when will 
you finish your volumes? and where will I get all the numbers of 
my set re-supplied that have either been torn up to light tapers — ^be- 
dewed with tears, drawn from their cells by your pathos, dear 
Solomon — or spoilt^ with butter firom a break&st roll ? And then, 
it is well thought on, Y^here shall I procure the numbers as they 
appear that are published when papa does go to lodgings down the 
river ? I assure you Largs itself would be int<rferable if its distance 
deprived me of your lucubrations and still more exquisite Selections. 
Do satisfy me on these points. 

Dear Mr. Savball, believe me, yours very tndy, 

Gracx Gadabout. 

P. S. — I hope you will not think I am desirous that you 

should sketch the Watering Places before I visit them, lest you 

would give me a comer of your pictures? G. G. 

[MsHS Grace need not be at all afraid of our either misapprehend- 
ing her motives for hastening on the fiilfilment of our promises, 
or of our being likely to forget them. Gourock must come 
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fin^ w tetTf hxmeveti but Laigi duJl have ite breadth of 
canvass. As to her queries: We shall lay aside our cost o£ 
Antique &shion when it has been worn a year: it was just mada 
to last that time. Oar volume of original^ as well as that of 
select matter, will then be complete^ and the bookbinders of 
Scotland si^plied with three montha* employment. Buttered 
numbers may be replaced for threepence by aJl the booksellers ; 
but Mr. Curll pledges himself to supply copies gratis for all those 
tiiat are tear-bedewed, if well autfaenticatedi libe stewards of die 
steam-boats will convey to the maoy longing and bright eyss 
that wait it, the gladness of our presence once a-fi>rtnight.<— 'Ed.] 



THE HERON CORRESPONDENCE. No. XIL 

CHARLES HERON TO HIS UNCLE. 

Mif Dear and Respected Sib, — It was indeed a complin 
ment to your nephew to introduce to him the truly respectable 
clergyman of the Secession church, who came from the sooth 
last week to attend the Synod. To be thought worthy of the 
friendship of the wise and good, is next to being so. I accom- 
panied him to the chapel where the meetings of the venerable 
assembly wete held, and certainly did not refnun from eKpresaing 
ODiy regret that that powerful body were not in possession of 
suitable accommodation for such meetings, without being awk* 
wardly seated, in a place where the squabMes of even clei^gymea 
should never be heard. That these did occur on thia occasion, 
it were needless to conceal. The most important part of tfaa 
business was considering of the reception of the Declaration of 
Faith and Discipline, earnestly urged upon the Body by that 
part of it formerly called Anti-Bui^^hers, and received but 
lukewarmly by the other, and, pennit me. Dear Sir, to say tp 
you as I said to your friend, in. this instance, the more liberal 
portion. For, however necessary certain boundaries of disci- 
pline may be in building up a visible church, surely to conde- 
scend upon the more minute points of speculative faith, and tp 
expect that one hundred thousand individuals, di&rently con- 
stituted in the relative grasp of their comprehensions, shallv 
without a trenching upon their consciences, be able to bind 
themselves to one formula of explication, is about as just as to 
insist on every stomach deriving the same amount of nutri- 
ment from similar food. ^ But this I shall talk over with yon 
and your worthy friend, when I pay him that visit I have 
promised.— The Belief Synod have received into their arras 
the man they yet thought worthy of a public rebuke for gross 
licentiousness!--^- Trade decidedly revives, and the aspect of 
every body and every thin^, is getting cheerful, as is always, 
when he re-assures his uncle of his unfeigned love and respec^ 
Your nephew and friend, 

CHABLE8 HEBON. 
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CHARLES HERON TO HIS COUSIN MARY. 
O Mart, I aetaaUy yawiMd n I ooneli&ded a letter I hxn 
jost MBled for your fkther ! Tell It* not at Gowan Glen, and " 
pabllsh it not to the breakfint parlour. It was very — niyH^i^ 
I asiiire you, though, and perhaps h was that whieh ooeaaioned 
™7 gape. I told imde, in it, all aboat the Synod, except that 
there were every day many exceedingly weU-dressed and pretty 
looking Seeeders present, who might eatch a stray disciple if 
you ever tarn me oif from my alleglanee to the mother cfaareh 
of ymir beaaty— and relationship^ I dorst not conceal that 
fiMSt from yon, thoogh, to whom every flirtation of mine is 
doly made known— either by myself as a precaution, or some 
cbB^ng friend as a piece of news. I most, to be sore^ be very 
flagrant on that score this lime, for so enchanted have I been 
with tibe feminine elegance, and ardi wo t orfte, and, abore all, 
CKqnisite musical power, and skill, and taste, and feeling of 
Miss Graddon, who has been at oar theatre for a fow nights^ 
that I gladly ayailed myself of an lATitation to meet her at an 
elegant party, got up on her account by one of the nnmenMis 
fomilies of first respectability, to whom she bore corresponding 
introductions— and would have lost my heart, if you, Mary, 
had not had the keeping of it. She is equal to Stephens. I 
need say no more to you. If she is less uniformly excellent 
and touching, she is often more finished. Her shake is sm% 
passingly beautiful ; and I may say I have not heard *' Bid 
me Discourse*' sung — in public, mind, only — so exquisitely as 
by her. Melrose, of whom I wrote to Tom, is to have his 
benefit on Satorday;— will you permit me to ask — -— to 
It, for I know she likes to see a good house? and if deserring 
will bring an audience, he will have one. Mr. Seymour 
brought forward three new operas in one week— -Faustns 
by Terry— Maid Marian by Planche, the Covent-Garden 
author-of-all-work, and clever at most — and Wade*s Two 
Houses of Grenada. Thb was an activity which required the 
good- will of the corps dramatique to second, and in this the 
*' good-looking Mr. Felton" you admired (plague take him) 
was conspicuous.-^^Alexander, as his full prices excluded 
some additional sweeps, &c. has seen it fit to reduce them a 
half, to foster good taste among that part of the community, 
and got poor Aitken to draw a house by advertising an oration 
in reply to '* certain calumnies " nobody cared a farthing aboat 
till they heard an oral answer announced. Charity, which 
covers a multitude of sins — those against good teste among the 
number, I hope — mademe drop in on thenight generously enoagh 
given to the Infirmary funds. The story of the Hunchbacksy 
firom Cruikshank*s Points, was then enacted, and really I was 
exceedingly diverted with my old acquaintance dramatised, i ■ i 
But it is not only in the Theatre- Royal that I have been 
dramatically happy. T'other day a card was mysteriously pat 
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iato my hand, and in the ereninj^ it acted as a '' Sesame *' in 
opening up to me a large and splendid dining-room which an 
indolgent father had fitted ap as a theatre for his liappy family. 
It was as large, and certainly more tasteful than that at Blen- 
heim, and there I saw five indiWduals personate successively 
all the leading characters of Rob Roy, with a self-possession 
and versatility quite surprising. Truly this is popularity, 
when the boy of nine can receive delight as intense as the man 
of fifty, from the works of the same wonderful author, and 
enter into and appreciate his characters and scenes. 'You ask 
me to tell you something about the dinner to Mr. Campbell, as 
if what I wrote Tom was not enough. ^ Well, then, here is 
your share : The Professors spoke well ; but they fell into a 
usual corporation error — they thought nobody else could. The 
gentleman who praised Diioore and the ladies, I am told has the 
thanks of neither. Is it so? and do women dislike May 
Gompltmenta as the month is not a marrying one ? In 
a week or two every body will either be moving to their 
country mansions, or changing their town ones. A worthy 
firiend of mine insists that our Exchange should also Jlit at 
Whitsunday ; but, as the majority of disinterested people seem 
to think it has not been fairly warned tuoay, I should not won- 
der but that you will find it where it was, and where, for a 
long time, it should be. Commerce is not like *e wife 

—dying to get to Blythswood hilL I have read nothing 
but novels since I wrote. The Busy Bodies is an admirable 
specimen of a now almost forgotten kind in the world of 
every-day dialogue; and Falkland is — ^not for your reading. 
I forget ; I have read all the numbers published of the 
Library of Knowledge, but, then, every human being here has 
done, or means to do so; and also young Macanley*s admirable 
article on Machiavelli, in last Edinburgh Review, and Black- 
wood, and the periodicals, of course. But you see by the 
length of time I tire you, that there are now other employ- 
ments more delightful than reading the Prairie or Cyril Thorn- 
ton ; and that is, dearest, the opportunity of again saying I 
am thine, C. H. 

TO CORBESPONDENT& 
Felix is an an— or, wone, a blockhead.— The lovelines of the one Testudo 
satirises, ought to protect her from either his praise or censure.— We cannot 
possibly insert the Essay on the Phenomena of Black Moustaches being on 
the same face with Red Whiskers, by the gentleman just returned from the 
remote Island, of Eggotintonv— The packet addressed to one of our num- 
ber, as the editor of a collection with which he has no other than a business 
connection, has been handed to the proper quarter.— We are indined to 
think that it must have been ourang-outangs, escaped from caravans on 
tiieir way to some fair, that annoyed the sisters of our Correspondents who 
complain of Captain Graham respecting them. They, of course, could not 
be gentlemen, and their claims to even manhood are doubtfUl. • The worthy 
Superintendent takes no cognizance of monkeys.— R. R. is so beautiful in 
many parts as to have made us weep, but so Irregular that we cannot insert 
faislinesL __________ 

Printed by James CurU, 55, BeU-Street, and sold by all Bookiellen. 
PRICE THREEPENCE. 
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LEAVES FROM A LOUNGER'S NOTE-BOOK. 
No. UI. 

ViRGiNius is a tragfedy which, neither in its snbjeet nor 
its execution, its plot nor its langfoage, can be called mip 
interesting or 6ommon-{»lace. I am proud that our city, 
barren as it is in dramatic taste, and neglectiid though it 
has been of native merit, has ^et become the birth-place of 
this work, for here it was written, and here it was given 
to the world on the 27th April, 1820. As a piece for the 
stage, it has few faults; as a poem for the doset it may 
have deficiencies, but I cannot enyy the perspicacious 
nicety of him who would delight to dwell upon these, 
till at least he had well ni^h exhausted himself in pane- 
gyrising its manifold beauties. 

The stoic virtue of the. Roman captain, and the hapless 
Ikte of his daughter, ** a second but unstained Lucretia," 
are well known. Livy and Vertot have detailed the 
overthrow of the Decemvirate in such a form as to leave 
Uttle to the dramatist in. the arrangement of the plot. 
The incidents are picturesquely, and at the same time, I 
presume, faithfully related b^ these historians, and from 
the actions of individuals it is easy to deduce the peculi- 
arities of their character. 

The fourth act includes as much of the narrative as the 
autiior has found useftil for his purposes : it ends with the 
death of Virginia, and in the firth he throws himself upon 
his own resources. Many are led to expect that with the 
rising of the curtain for the farther developement of the 
niece, diey will see Virginius animating the Roman 
u^ons, and leading them from the camp to the overthrow 
of Appius Claudius and the Decemvirate. The author 
has (iosen a less inspiriting, but a more tender and deeply 
affecting circumstance, for the termination of the play. 
He has preserved the honour of Virginia by the filifr- 
ddal deea of her father, but, upon the head of that almost 
justifiable and meritorious murderer, he has, with^the 
highest moral purpose, and the most thrilUnff effect, 
visited the violation of that innate and sacred sense, 
14f 
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which cries aload in the breast of the heathen as in 
that of the Christian — ^^ Thou shalt do no murther.** 
before the final fall of the cnrtain, we see the high-souled 
Roman who oould, so deu*ly did he prize the honour of 
his name, immolate even his child, tne ** essence of his 
best blood," for its preservation, sunk in mental apathy, 
and deprived of that towering* majesty of reason on which 
he had built his acts, and justified* his conduct This is 
an humbling, but an admirable lesson ; a lesson which ii»- 
pressively reiterates the undeniable axiom, that we are 
not justined in *' doing evil that good may come." 

It is gratifying, too, to see that the same buds wkick 
were imbued in the blood of the daughter, become the 
avenger of her wrongs, and even in the dotige of tbsir 
possessor, the liberator of his country, Appius Claiiditts 
ndls beo€ttth the grasp of Virginius, and, this just ratribu- 
tien given, returning reason glances across tiie brain of 
the hapless father, and is completdy rdnstated in its 
tiurone by the sight of ihe nm which contains the spot- 
less ashes of his Vir^^inia. But life departs as mind is 
restored, and he expires in articnlatiug that mudi-loved 



The intention is here so good, the idea so impressive, 
that I wish I could foi^t that the incident of the urn has 
the appearance of stage trick, and that the humiliation of 
the Koman creates pain. I am happier in recalling to 
mj recollection the admirable manner in which the love 
of Vii^nia for young Icilius is revealed at once to the 
audience and to her fotfaer. 

Lucius Icilius, the lover, delivers some noUe passages, 
bat his chamter wants uniformity and sustained vigour. 
His *' free affianced bride " often reminded me of the 
beautiful maiden delicacy of Juliet. Is it possible to 
praise her more highly ? Hie character of Siccius Den- 
tatus, an old, and from his services, botli long and warlike, 
a privileged adviser, and adnunistrator of caustic reproof, 
is as felicitous in the conception, as it is spirited in the 
execution. The hinguage is often bold, vigorous, and poeti- 
cal. In short, Virginius, if it be not a tragedy of the 
fihakspeare calibre, may and will take a high place in the 
dramatic literature of an age which, till it appeared, pro* 
duced nothing superior to the Bertram of Imturin, and 
the Brutus of Payne. 

The Dug de Biron was either the most debauched and 
heartless viUain that ever breathed, or the most men- 
dacious braggart since the time of him to whom Ferdi- 



nando Mendez Pinto, that liar of the int magnitude^ was 
but a type. Nursed in oourts— *|»atroiii8ed by ministers— 
fiiYonrea by a king' — loved, as be says, by a queen — hospi- 
tably and mimificently entertained in a foreign country, 
he yet became a Jacobin leveller, afiter having lived a 
grovelling and tnitorous spy, and worthily met an un- 
pitied fate on a scaffold to which he had sffnt others. 
That the court of France was debauched under the 
svray and example of Louis XV. will be adnutted by all; 
that it had but little improved during the reign of his 
unfortunate son, nuiny believe; nay, that courts and 
courtiers, under other djmasties than that of the Bourbons, 
are, from their nature some will say, examples of vice and 
its debasing effects, however polished and perfumed, may 
be with some truth asserted; but that in high and fashion- 
able life in all countries, men and women indiscriminately, 
and in defiance of the most solemn engaff^nents, violate 
the obligations of morality, cannot be believed on the 
evidence of such men as Lauzun. 

In a curious work, called the " Letters of a Jewish 
Spy," published in France many years ago, an Arabic 
theory of '^e earth is stated, which shows that the ideas 
of Dr. Hutton were not altogether new, and also that 
Keptuneism has anciently been carried to a much greater 
extent than it ever was in the present day. 

The theory conceives all created beings to have been 
originally aquatic in their nature, and necessarily so, 
because it sets out with the belief that the earth from its 
-creation was but " a world of waters, vast and wide," 
tin that element, gradually diminishing by evaporation 
and absorption, left the higher portions of the globe un- 
covered. 

When this had taken place, accident and desi^ it incul- 
cated, gradually, and in the progressiim of innumercMis 
years, ramiliarised certain species of created beings to a 
ufe entirely on terra firma, and others to an amphibious 
state; and it supports these strange conceptions, by refer- 
ence to the undoubted fact, that aul animals can for a time, 
however brief, support life immersed in water. 



THE REMEMBRANCE. 

'Twas siumner's eve— yet winter clusg 

Close to the skirt of May» 
Altbougli the hawthorn bloMoms hnug 

Like M^Yer on the ^ray ; 
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Tet balm was in each breadi of auv 

And •unshine on Um plain. 
For one who hallowed all was there—- 

But cannot be again ! 

And what was all the chill of spring— 

Although in climes like ours * 
We find it not what poete sing-— 

And what these lingering showers. 
Since she was kind, and from her eye 

Love's radiance fondly beamed : 
I could have wished even then to die. 

Where earth so heaven-Uke seemed ! 

— 'Tis past— that hour returns no more. 

And we are far apart ; 
Yet still within the sheltering core 

Of this poor broken heart, 
The memory of that time shall dwdl. 

Like buried gems and gold, 
^ Still bright, within its silent ceU^ 

As these, though still untold } 



The Maxlmlst. No. III. 

That light blue with which ladies threaten to line and trim their 
bonnets for the summer, is decidedly in good taste for &ir com> 
plexions. 

It is with the mind as with the soil — it must be allowed to lie 
faUow occasionally ; and when so unemployed, it^ possessor is no 
more to be called idle, than a skilful farmer at one period of the 
rotation of his crops is to be called lazy. 

The freaks of women of intellect it is easy to pardon ; bnt in 
tiie follies of those without it, there is nothing redeeming or palli- 
ative. 

To those of whom we stand in awe, we give, or have given, the 
command over our thoughts as well as our actions. 



LOCAL LITERARY INTELLIGENCE.— iVb. XT. 

Since our first article under this title, the extent to which we have 
been inundated with contributions for our second paper will hardly 
be credited. Why, we have as many notices beside us as, if 
inserted at length, would fill a volume of themselves, even if it were 
as large as the *' Edinburgh, Leith, and Glasgow Advertiser"- 
for whose columns they seem much more adapted than for the 
pages of any periodical with pretensions to literature, however 
snuill. Positively — aware, perhaps, of our vast circulation— did it 
eome within the scope of our phin to accompany *< Thx Anx** 
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wifeb as many pages '< not its own** — as certain peiiodicak do, like 
a man-of-war with a convoy of loggers laden with merchandise— 
we would make a fortune ; but we will not trench upon the de> 
partment of either a Free Press or a Scots Times, so must reluc- 
tantly rqect the lialf-guinea which accompanies the card announcing 
where *< Toung Ladies may be Tanght to Languish, and Elderly 
Gentlemen to Ogle, with or without a Quixsing-Glass ;** as also that 
offering for sale 73 Queen Anne Farthings and other Rarities, 
« Warranted Genuine** and the suggestion for a Register Office, 
where Ready- Made Thoughts may be heard of, and Second ones— 
which are often best— obtained at a fur price. The proposed 
*' History of Effects without Causes, and Causes without Effects** 
is, however, more in our way ; as also the announcement of ** The 
Bridgegate Album, and St. Margaret*s Place Magazine of New 
Jokes and Old Habits ;** and of " A Series of Ground Flans and 
Architectural EUcatUma for Castles in the Air, upon Tissue 
Paper, and with Fly-Leaves,** To give the full title of the 
specification of the Patent for making Silk Purses from Sows* Ears, 
would exceed our limits, we fear; as also of that for Bleaching 
Cobwebs, and Fashioning them into Ladies* Ball Dresses. The 
*' Echo** — " Ancient Rains in fine Preservation' *^-and ** View 
over Nine Counties,'* must also be sold without our intervention ; 
but we shall ourselves take up the Historical Review ol the Clubs 
of Gksgow, from « The Post Office— King Cowl— StaUion^ 
and Hooker,*' to the " Royal Langside Encampment Lodge of 
Odd Fellows.** 

MUSlO. 

Silver sounds ! ye form the key 
That opes the gates of memory ! 
Music's tones ! yours is the spell 
Can call deep love from out its cell — 
Yea, more than woman's looks — her voice 
Hath made me sorrow or rejoice. 
Music ! Passion ! Love ! — bright three, 
I kneel before your trinity :— 
And silver sounds will ever be 
The casket spring of Memory ! 

Oh ! the bliss that you have given,-* 

Foretaste of your native heaven ! 

Ah ! the hours that have been mine, 

Spell-bound at thy vocal shrine ! 

Ye have sped, but yet ye live 

In the mem*rie8 that ye give. % 

Hear I not, when she is far. 

Thy plaintive echoes, Lochnagar ! 

Ah, silver sounds ! you*ll ever be 

The guardian of her Memory ! 
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THE HERON CORRESPONDENCE. No. XIIL 

CHARLES HUBRON TO HIS COUSIN MARY. 

Wedneiday Evening. 
If it were not, my ebumiiii^ ooz. tbat Kbe 4tillgh$ of writing 
to yott repaid me for the dlemal labour wbloh I have some- 
times to ondergo in proearing materials for those bebdomadal 
reports, wbieh your highness requires at my bands, of ** wbnt 
is going on in Glasgour,** I should almost repine to-nlglit, 
th&t, in the performance of that duty, I was obliged, in fbin 
shoes and a dirty drizzle, to leave Blackwood's two new 
numbers, and the Military Sicetoh Book, that I might not be 
tempted to draw upon my ioTention when wriHng to you, 
dearestf but only describe what I really saw. Yes, Mary, I 
actually braved the atmosphere of the Minor Theatre, in the 
blessed month of May, to be able to tell you that others beside 
its Magnus Apollo make beasts of themselves! The person 
calling himself Gouffe, whether he yon have read and wondered 
at, I know not, with a face bedaubed with soot and brick -dast, 
made himself even more beastly than the ape he soared to 
personate, libelling Buffon and Cuvier, and bringing contempt 
upon the Simia tribe. The veryourang-outangs who had assumed 
red coats, that I told you of, stayed away in disgust, so you 
may guess the miserable nature of the thing, where the migor 
part of Alexander's company fight for dirty fragments of stale 
biscuit, thrown out of a greasy bag by the paws — upon which 
he had previously danced a hornpipe — of this monster, and 
munch them with all the greediness 6f men who had not seen 
the ghost of bread and butter for a fortnight. It was almost as 
offensive, though not half so diverting as the moon-struck 
rhapsodies, t'other night, of " Mr. Kirkland, brought up at 
the feet of the Talent, but especially the long time Favourite, 
and now, the only Successive disciple — Lecturer, — of the late 
celebrated Mr. Hamilton, Professor of Elocution, and the uni. 
versally acknowledged Father OF £loqu£NCE ! " Somehow 
or other, he had contrived to collect an audience, tolerable in 
point of number, and singular in its composition, to hear his 
ravings on the " Natural, Philosophical, Pathognomical, and 
Onomatopoeical '* principles of Eloquence, drawn together by 
his absurd programme, and exhibition of himself through the 
streets across a raw-boned horse, whose stirrups reached to the 
calves of his *' two wicked looking legs,'* which hung far 
beneath their '* circumseription and confinement."— —Ano- 
ther quack, almost as mad, but not half so fanny, lectured 
lately at great lenpth, on Short-hand writing, and advertised 
himself as '* comic," although, to the cost of his auditory, 
their jaws were extended, during four hours, with a movement 
as violent but not so agreeable as laughter. Bat I wilt not 
bo querulous ; for, to be just, the pleasure I raeeive from going 
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t* AM sigbts tiiat I nuiy describe to you, is mudi greater than 
the amount of pain.-— •* Why, there was a oonoert last week, 
at which Miss Pearson made her dehat in the orchestra, that 
qsite enchanted me. To be sure^ every things was tinged that 
niifht with the rosy hues of pink cbampaigne; bat, apart from 
that, I was fiiscinated with the skiU, grace, and sweetness of 
that lady's ezecation of even the most. difficult pieces. Her 
Toioe and her manner are quite adapted for a concert room, 
although too cold and lady-liice for many parts on the stage* 
->*— ~It is said to lie bad taste to mention h** to ears poKte, 
and, of eourse, doubly so to speak of the devil to a lady, but 
really, after having seen H JHaocio Antonio in his aerial and 
$emn»ff feats, one cannot help telling you that this little, smart, 
Uaofc-eyed gentleman is a perfect prodigy In his way. I say 
jf&mikaumf for even his very feats have a genteel air in their 
wondrous daring ; and I wUh that you, who are fond of auto» 
graphs^ could see his collection— Emperors, Kings, Mana- 
gers, and other potentates, having all written their astonish- 
ment at his performance^ 

Do you know, a Tery dever letto' which I lately received as 
if from Hal White, turns out from his disclaimer, and some 
hinto I received, to he — ^the production of a lady frteud of 
yours. What will Hal say to that? I wish Mr. CurU 
would offer her ten guineas a^sheet to write for " The Anrt," 
— <I am sure she would be better fitted to " shoot the little 
follies as they fiy** than I am, as well as to sketch the novelties 
• of fiuhion and good taste ; — for example, were she writing as to 
the former, she would have made some excellent hits on the 
rival sales of china, " warranted never to break,** which at 
present occupy our two finest public halls, and gather round 
the display of ** bed-room sets,*' placed on tea-tra^s / the 
beauty and fashion remaining in town, to contrast the fresh- 
ness of their complexions and beautiful tinta in their costume^ 
with the monstrosities of Chinese gorgouism ; and in regard to 
the latter, inform you of the opening of the finest and most 
tastefully fitted up shop in Scotland — perhaps In Britain — the 
princely establishineut of Messrs. Mitehell & Son, Jewellers, 
in that most classical 8treet*building for commercial purposes 
which I have ever seen, erected by the Ship Bank Company : and 
tell you that Mr. Knox's paintings hav^ been exhibited previoqs 
to their disposal — affording a wonderful evidence of industry, 
and, in spite of mannerism, considerable power; as well as that a 
lithographic portrait of Dr. Ure has been puhliahedi of unoook- 
moa fidelity and spirit, by a young artist. If she be not better 
employed by and bye, what, with your aid, dearest, and ben, 
I shall be able to give old Saveall a lift in the scheme suggested 
to him of equHlisiiig his two departuente of ** The Ant" in the 
thickness, if not the merit of the two volumes he has circum- 
scribed his hillock to, by publishing occasionally until they amount 
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to Urt of the liinitod tix- and-twentjr, a naniber wUDy nude np of 
original nuitter, oneh as, ** Sommer ETening RamUes, No. I. 
MiUbna,*' *< No. II. CasdomUk,'* fte. Ac. Uatil then, how- 
erer, it la I who most Tcntare to tdl you that L^bom bon- 
nets are neariy qoite sopeneded — beeane beeome oommoo — by 
silk ones, with deazling trimminge — ^bat that printed muslina 
and woven itripesy of the beauty of the rainbow — (I have 
oommtwioned one of Mr. . Walker's patterns that will ab- 
solutely make even yon more sylph^like in my eyes) — ^send groM 
de Naplu to the serrants' hall; at least I am assured such 
is the case by a young lady that I escorted home from a 
pleasant musical party, which, really, I should hare told you, 
who contrive to know how I spend every evening, about be- 
fore. I did not mean to conceal that I was happy, I do assnra 
you. Some of the aforesaid prints are so flaming, hOweTer, 
as to make me think when I see them of *' Johnston's Patent 
Dress .on- Fire Escape,** advertised by a worthy maker of 
Uack ink the other day. Cyril Thornton yon say yon like 
—I do not wonder at it ; but do not keep it and the Busy 
Bodies an age. I send you " Pollok*s Course of Tin^e,** — ^a 
wonderful achievement of eloquence, perhaps, as mach aa 
poetry— for a, hitherto friendless and unknown son of song. 
The second part of the Thistle has not appeared; but will 
shortly. I assure you I have nothing to do with the work, 
judicious though it be. It is compiled by one ^vbo has had a 
much more '< Eventful Life** than has been that of thycoz. 
and correspondent, Chables He&on. 

P. S.— -I trust my worthy fath— unde I should say — haa 
lost nothing by a discovery made to-day, that some Glass in 
Glasgow has had Jlaws in it, and is indeed thoroughly smashed 
in reputation and reality. I know not whether the Yankees 
have a cement will solder it— or better send home the frag- 
ments to be sold as broken crystal, " for behoof of all con- 
cerned.** Love to Aunt, who is but the trifle of u more dear 
to me than the tiny sheet that my duplicate of this you must 
permit to honour. C. H. 



MEUM ET TUUM. 

The tempor of — 's friend reminds us of the candles which we saw 

once advertised, that were ** warranted never to gutter, flare, smell, want 

snuffing, or to burn out," to insure which advanti^, it was only necessary 



sends us a long rigmarole ** Remedy for Rose in the L^," ought to know 
that it is only for the roses on cheeks that we entertain any fear.— A letter, 
addressed to an individual, has been handed to us, signed ** J. N. G.,*' aUd' 
obviously meant for our iMges— without suiting them.— That inde£stig. 
able, incomprehensible, and indestructible Ck>rrespondent, who, as **X. 
M'L.,** ** H^lander ia the City,*' " Oban Controversialist," and every 
initial from A to Z, has done so much for the dealers in outside post vupex, 
tot the last few years, may have back the clever essay of his friend, as we 
eannot read Gaelic, and think the sooner it ceases to be a spoken tongue 
the better for the Highlands. What would ** L. M*L." think of eatiM&h. 
Ing a Gaelic periodical in ** The Island of CoU " ? 

Printed \>f Janes Curll, 55, BeU.Stree^ and sold by aU BookaeDen. 
PRICE THREEPENCE. 
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SPECIMENS OF A SERIES OF NEW READINGS 
IN BAILEY AND JOHNSON— JVb. VIII. 

Dahble.-^** To stir aboat in the water and d^rf "— of 
politics and literature. 

migon, — ^ The god of com" laws— a deity mudi wor- 
shipped by the landed gentlemeii. 

Damages, — ^The ^ding of horns, and court piaister f^ 
tweaked noses. 

Dancing, — That action which is to motion what mfosio is 
to sound, and eloquence to speech — a method by which 
porous bodies become lighter in their head, heart, and 
buBc— a movement to which misses are trained for 
leading bachelors near maU'^raps, as decoy-ducks tempt 
wild ones into the snare. 

Daughter, — ^A relative Others love and mothers desire to 
get rid of. 

Dantbsr, — See one-half of any sale of pictures '* by the 
Old Masters." 

Dwidend. — That fraction of the amount of that which f<Ay, 
roguery, or misfortune has robbed you — which these 
choose to let you have bade as the price of permisskm 
to do so again. 

Da^s Joumey^^ScMath, — ^From Glasgow to BelPs Inn, 
Bowling, and back again — ^if possible. 

Debenture^Bounty, — The sum of the difierenoe by which 
we idlow foreigners to buy cheaper than we can oui^ 
selyes';- money got like ^'s reputation — ^by swear- 
ing. 

Debt. — ** The solder of sode^," — ^men tolerating each 
€4lier for what they owe each other. 

Decanter, — The second title .of a certain peeves son—be- 
ing ^ a vessel to hold wine." 

Deceit, — In a woman, grace and tact — ^in a statesman, 
sftaH— in a ^est, ^' ju£ciousness" — in a doetor, wisdrnn 
«-ixi an honest man, a crime. 

Faihom, — A vague term of measurement, the one which 
ballad-makers use— but only in tallies of fifty. 
15 
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REMINISCENCES OF DRIDDLE, THE PYE- 
POET. No. II. 

I HAVE spoken of the man. — Something may still he said 
of his manner — ^much of his mind — but more of his works 
^the product of that master-mind, if indeed it be not a 
solecism to use a term, implTing remembrance of what 
most be, and is, as immortal as their gifted source, in the 
visions of his future exalted fame, believed they would be- 
come. Driddle's soul was cheered with such anticipa- 
tions ; and he was above the poor affectation of conceal- 
ing, under the veil of pretended modesty, the proud and 
lony feeling — ^intense jeeKnff^-of his own genius and its 
powers ; and the noble conviction, or rather bold and un- 
nesitating faith, that his name would yet rank among the 
first in the bright constellations of genius, which gem -the 
heaven of our recollections, and spangle the else gloomy 
expanse of the world's history ! To Homer he yielded 
the palm without a struggle— if he ever indeed heard of 
his naving existed; but ^ aught else beneath the dues" 
he veiled not his bonnet to. Bums, Byron, and — as he 
jocosely termed him, in the svmpathy which a superior 
soul will sometimes condescend to feel for lesser worth — 
** Watty Scott," had, indeed, he admitted, written more; 
but one of his apophthegms, on the occasions when he 
conceded this, was as profound and convincing as it was 
modest and applicable. — '^ One gill of ^ bead 25 ' is worth 
a whole hogsnead of" — ^more £luted spirit. Alas ! that 
that quintessence he referred to should have been so 
small, in spite of his often mysteriously hinting at the 
stores whicn his repositories would be found to contain 
on his demise ! And, alas ! that to one so unworthy has 
fallen the task of first telling the world what they lost in 
tiieir destruction, for destroyed — ^to shield the bottom of 
pyes, in an atmosphere even more burning than their own 
words, they have doubtless been ! Oh, ^exandria of old, 
and Sidney Court, what treatises you have seen consigned 
to the tender mercies of — '* an oven I " Pity 'tis that 
verses breathing fire, like Monsieur Chabert, are not, like 
him, incombustible^ I hold in my hand at this moment 
the whole sybiUine leaves of Dnddle's inspirations that 
have survived, and they are not fouivand-twenty ; no, not 
so numerous as the years he devoted to their elaboration 
and proclamation. 

I cannot deny myself the pleasure of here transcribing 
one passage from a song. 
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Come €^ ye Nytfq^hsy and be na lag. 

MOTTO. 

« My Wfflie he ii strait and taU, 
His heart's without a flaw ; 
And better looks ye winna meet 
In Caledonia."— i^rtdUfe. 

** O, lees me on his bonnie mou*. 

For he has neither flaw nor clag ; 
My loving heart plays row da da 
Aye when I see my "Willie Wag. 

Though Wellington and Lyndoch good 
On their shoulders wear a gilded tag^ 

Yet neither o* these pawky loons 
ICould e*er compare wi* .Willie Wag." 

It will be here seen that he was the first to set the ex- 
ample of quotmg mottoes to his own pieces from himself, 
and without the subterfuge of " Old Pla^" At their taiL 
Sometimes, however, he chose these from established 
sources — as, for example, the following lines from the 
Spectator, to describe nis own character in a pretended 
«leg7 on his pretended death : — 

<< In all thy humours, whether grave or mellow, 
Thou*rt such a testy, touchy, pleasant feilow, — 
Hast so much mirth, and wit, and spleen about thee, 
There is no living with thee nor without thee." 

He felt it to be a holy duty to commemorate the dead, 
according to their deserts; and his praise of himself, 
although it may. seem to some extrayagaiit, was simply 
given as a matter of duty and conscience,— as much so as 
was the writing of what is now before me in his own 
hand, — ^ Aa Epitaph on D. C, late M. in Gla^ow, a 
paltry, insignificant, treacherous scoundrel." What ad- 
mirable courage and candour are here shown ; how nobly 
does this contrast with the servility of other bards, as 
exhibited in this walk of composition! To be sure 
virtuous indignation will sometimes degenerate into 
coarseness, as m the conclusion of this exquisite piece. 

" The — now lies crammed within this core j 
While living, cursed — now damned for ever more ! " 

But a little violence may be pardoned where the purpose 
is so good. 

Dnddle was a joker too, and of the first water. To be 
sure he had but three specimens — ^*' perfect chrysolites," 
and greater variety must nave been m^ely modification. I 
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wish I diu8t transoribe them inimitable M^, but the fact 
most be confessed, that, to be plain like himself they 
were too filthy to be written, aithoiigfa they came with 
inimitable effect from his cadaveroos monl^ and with the 
leer of g^reen and grey old a^e to set them off. But I 
have done. Shade of departed Driddlel thy spirit 
will be soothed by this sincere but tardy homage to 
thy genius. If ever thou revisitest the glimpses of the 
moon, all the reward I seek for this labour of fond love 
is, that you would drop me — ^not your mantle— but yoiff 
last pair of drab-coloured breeches I 

* A FOND Adorer op Departed Fame." 

Baxter's woBKs: a tale. 

Itucribed to the Tnkkt* House qf GUug^w, 
At a late Corporation feast. 
Where all were hosts, and no one guests 
In short, a Deacon's pic-nic party : 
Each brought a dish, and all were hearty. 
But chief among the savoury cates 
That smoked upon the Deacon's pfattei. 
The resting place of aU their eyes 
Appeared the " Bakers*** well-stuflfed pyes : 
So brown their crust, so tare their «• spice s " 
They were, nem. contra, eaten— «< nice.** 

The board then cleared— <* the King** wa« sive»* 
The toddy seemed a stream fi-om heaven s 
when up rose the most worthy Chairman. 
The Trades* Convener, and a rare man 
For ready joke, and witty story. 
And thus began:— *< You've had before ye 
** The best of viands that can grace 
•* A dinner ; and in every fkce 
** I think I can discern the look 
« 'S^ ^^^ ^^^*^ pleased i^faave I mistook 
•• The curl of your lips— the smack 
•• Approving of the tongue— the crack 
'* And crump of the pyes* temoting crust ? Eb ? 
•< S? n X?"^®..**/° pleased— 1 knew you must be! 
II ^\ then— had we not better drink to 
^ The health of him who made them— think vou ? 
« But ere we do so I wUl tell 
** A story which comes pat and well. 

ir'!^!^®**'^°''» ^^ ^*>«" Sabbaths were 

" Kept much more holy than they are, 

•• If you forgot the night before 

« To buy your family Sunday store, 

** You were obliged a fast to hold. 

•• Or beg what durst not then be sold. 

" A student, in that tighUlaced time, 

•• While fishing for a Latin rhyme, 

*< On evening of a Satuiday, 

** Forgot his usual call to pay 

** To his press shelves— and found on Soaday. 

«• He must acUourn his meal till Monday, 

** Unless a loaf he yet could buy. 

« So sallied out at least to try : 

•* At length his keen eye saw afar, 

«• A huckster*s backdoor half i^ar : 

"The student to't. The loaf was boughtr- 
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** And thtu obtained, the wholar wn|M tt 

'* In that strange motley gown, as hapa it 

** Red, purple, dirty brown, or scarlet, 

** At worn by rich budc, or poor variety 

<* Which is the badge of those who knowledge 

** Try to pick up at ourfkmed collie— 

<* And past the « Oldgate' gntFely iUlkc, 

** Like they who boast of * morning walka * 

<* To those who never go to bed, 

** Until by yawning grey.ligbt led. 

** The loaf was hirge, his carcase sloider, 

** He could not quite its hid bulk render 

** Impervious through his gown's lank drapery ; 

** It in no way improved his shape ere he 

** Had eaten't-though 'twould doubtless tend, 

** Swallowed, his outline to amend. 

** Professor Daichtr, flrom bis lattice, 

** As Sawney passed, could not but notice 

** The new rotundity, and cried, 

<• * What's that youVe bundled at your side, 

** * On this the ipom of the lord's day?* 

** Poor Sawners knew not what to say. 

** Struck for a moment almost dumb, 

** He scratched his head, yet nought wonld eomc 

« Till wit— that moment on iU flight 

** To Erskine's * head— choose to alight 

** A single second on his skull— 

<* Wit rests the safest with the dull— 

*< Then, while his eye gleamed foreign fire, 

** Cries Sawners to hisTeaming's dre, 

" • Tis Baxter's f Works, Sir! ' • Very good,' 

** Daicher replies, in gracious mood, 

«< * He was a man witn learning blest, 

** < Yet, well his sage works to digest 

** * Takes much of patience. Go thy ways) 

** * Thy industry I needs must praise i ' " 

** Now, in conclusion," cries the deacon, 
** Ere pause my story's moral weaken, 
<• We'll drink, while wit in our toast lurks, 
«* • To Baxter, and to Baxter's Works ! * *» 
Ai^auses shook the high^lomed roof, 
And deacons clapped with hand and hoof. 
*< The story was itself a feast, 
•< The toast should bumpered be at leiit** 
Tkat past, and the applause it woke. 
The Master of the Rolls thus spoke :— 
** I'm glad my friends s* like their cheer, 
** My works have pleased, it would appear, 
•« So I willpwNM once a year i '* 
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CHABLE9 HERON AND HENRY WHITE. 

S. B^.— -I will tip no more of that slyly intosdcatiiig punch of 
youn. It is sweet as the lip of beauty, and piquant as die kiss we 
snatch from that. 

C H, — Well, well ! take one end of the sofi^ and stretch out 
your lasy legs upon it,— that I may baye the privilege of doing 
the same. 

Jff, ^.— So you expect your cousin to visit the West Country 
shortly? 

• Henry's. f BBXtef-^afVM» Baker. 
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C H. — Yes. I look for her to-morrow; bat she will not 
remain here, as she means to make a round of visits to friends-at 
the different watering places which stud the sUvery shores of our 
firth. I wrote, for the last time, to her a week ago. 

ff. W. — Oh ! for the last time, did you ? 

C H, — Yes : but mean to visit her while she " is on the 
circuit.** 

S. fT.— With the assistance of « Venus and the Gh-aces,** I 
presume, who are to /mzm hy Gourock and Helensburgh, and go 
to Kilmun. But Love will take up his quarters with Mary, I 
suppose. 

C. IT. —I trust he ha» done so. They are fine steam boats, 
however, these mythological ones. The Venus fitted up from the 
plans of Watt might have been the barque of Cleopatra for taste 
and splendour. 

H* W» — Splendour and perhaps— but while you have allowed 
a silk mercer to mutilate, with the addition of a clumsy wooden 
cornice above his door and windows, what you justly describe as 
the finest street-buUding in the city, I must be sceptical as to 
the taste. 

C, H.— Watt is a dilletanti — and there is such a thing as taste 
in Glasgow. Look to what the genius of Hamilton is overcoming 
in the new St. Enoch's Church— which is built to fit an old 
t^efie ;— «nd as to silk mercers, there is a friend of mine, one who 
is deservedly esteemed the '* Brydges " of Glasgow — besides being 
an artist himself of great talent. 

H, KT.— Ay, ay ! you have ingenious gentlemen in trade, I must 
admit. There is your crony, Tom, — and here is a masterpiece, in 
its way, that I had put into my hand to-day— a shop-bill like the 
epics of some '< middle aged** poet, the first and last letters of each 
line of which read acrostically, " Campbell & Howie,** &c. &c ! 
Talking of shops, I am glad that at length you are to have a couple 
of fiuhionable cigar ones : I see two newly opened, in the '< Glid- 
don ** style, with hookers in their window, which, with the ad- 
dition of a cnp of my namesake Whyte*s exquisite coffee, would 
almost transport me to the Dardanelles. 

C. 'J7.— -I see we are. They -must pay, since every body with 
a dirty face smokes a *' cutty ** in the Minor Theatre and on the 
street,— ^md every one with a starched cravat puffs a cigar. For- 
merly they could only be had in Urquhart's, where, the other day, 
a fierce-looking Captain Gridiron, or some such name, deliberately 
lighted one, and puffed it in the &oe of some ladies who accom- 
panied him — -just as you saw him do to the same belles in the 
Botanic Garden, at the promenade, to the astonishment of all, and 
the offence of those who old fashionedly hold gallantry to be a 
deference towards the weaker sex. 

H, >r.— They would not have ventured to pass vulgarity off as 
high fashion in any other place than Glasgow, which swallows any 
bolus wiUi that gilding on it. — She was a fine joyous-looking < 
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tore that tBat made you whistle " The Maid of Islay," as she 
bounded past you — but still, for a lady, the dark-eyed damsel firom 
Edinburgh bore the palm away. 

C i/.»-I admit it, — but you there saw little of Glasgow beauty. 
The tum>out was poor ; but those that were young, you will admit, 
were interesting. 

M* W. — Tes, — and as gaudy as the hues of Iris could make 
them. — You spoke of Urquhart. Does he ctd yoa? I must haye 
a friz. 

C JS. — No,— Kerr, the pink of civility, does it; and without 
blustering. 

H* W,^-T^o you go to the theatre in this weather? 
C, £r.— O yes. It is the coolest place to rest after an evening's 
walk I know of. But the only novelties of late have been such as one 
sees at benefits. Miss Pearson's house was deservedly respectable. 
— Boddie somehow or other had the sympathies of the children of 
Israel in his favour— the boxes being filled with dark-eyed Rebeo- 
cas, and the pit with gentlemen with great noses and great coats. 
H» W, — Have you a synagogue here? 

C, H. — No — although several respectable Jews, — but let me 
finish. — Gaunt Kirkland was to have played Macbeth, but never 
got the length of the blasted heath.— And I saw Dorsey running 
across the street in the dress of Belcour, to drink a bottle of porter, 
in his cocked hat and steel buttons. 

H. W, — By the. bye, you were telling me that Mr. Curll had 
. got a threatening call from Alexander. How did the affair end ? 
C £r.-— Why, m kindred burlesque to its beginning. He called 
—demanded the name of the editor of *' The Ant '* — ^threatened 
prosecution, and a ^eech — and hinted something interestingly mys- 
terious about '' the satisfiiction of a gentleman 1 *' Mr. C. advised 
him to write, in case he had mistaken the purport of his half-hour *s 
harangue. He was silly enough to commit himself to paper, 
and here is his letter. 

H, W. — f Reading, J — " My time is too much occupied in re- 
capitulating what I thought was firmly understood-— libellous," &c. 
&C. — hum ! Poor man, he writes a clerkly hand, if his pen could 
spell.— And what ensued? 

C. JS, — Oh ! to correspond with him was out of the question 
with old Saveall, or any ik our club ; but» as his bill stated, that 
" In the course of the evening, Mr. Alexander will take his leave 
. for the season in a Farewell Address, in the course of which, he 
will expose and refute several libellous falsehoods published in a 
work called * The Ant,* the success of the season, and other matter," 
I, and some hundreds more, went to hear the rigmarole, and see tiie 
row. He got what he wanted, a full house — ^and a better dressed 
auditory than ever had been within its walls. After sitting three 
' suffocating hours, looking at beastly antics, and a laboured and 
vulgar attempt to make light of larceny-^at last, a dreary pause 
elapsed, the orator came forward, and stood at full length beside a zed 
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bain tabk^oth, coyered with papers — like the study of a Tilh^e- 
major'a portrait — and began, ** Liadies and Grentlenien« the per- 
formancea of this evening haa concluded a season of one hnndxed 
and fortf-tvro nights ! " 

H, 7r.~%are me, Charles, I get sick-^« refote the saooess 
of the season ! ** 

C H. — Why, man, he spoke and read— for he had written his 
speech — ^from twelve till one in the morning— praising himself and 
assaulting Lindley Murray. Even the scrap-book of newspaper 
pnfis, and play-Ulls where his name was mentioned, which he 
read firom, became tainted with nonsense and bad grammar, 
as the words passed over his lips — as pnie water is stained 
by running through a kennel; and the very sweeps and bottle- 
blowers, whose ''respectability" he laboriously defended, grinned 
hideous ridicule in his face, and noticed his door-keepers crying 
*' bravo ** at the appointed pauses, as the whole house roared at 
the fiddity of my description of its auditor y as the passages were 
read, and the listeners looked round, and saw the living and un- 
washed realities steaming in the atnuMphere of summer, through 
the filth of a week's b^^riming. 

H, W, — It must have been doubly a treat to you. The xidi 
absurdity of his grandiloquence — and the proof it afforded tiat 
your laudable doses, either for purifying or amending a disgust- 
ing and baleful source of annoyance to good taste, and ultimately to 
good morals, had had some effect. Criticism is never better em* 
ployed, nor severity more wholesome, than in such cases**— Bat you 
have more letters there. 

C H, — Yes. There is one seriously asking if we mean to 
reprint in '< The Ant ** the whole of Mr. Knoiries's tragedies ! 
This may serve as a specimen of the folly penny-post letters some- 
times unfold to our notice. And there are some toudiing and 
poeticaHy conceived verses signed R. R.— «>bat obviously written by 
a fair lumd — ^which, it is pity, want only a litde mechanical accniacy 
to be excellent, a nd here is a story which I have not had' time 
to read. 

£r. W* — Whyi yoahave no Uck of '< eopy,'* it would appear* 

Cm^ff.'^O, none; although few of the '' commamicatioBa" 
find favour in our sight. But, next week, we shaU publish a 
number wholly made up of Original matter, and, from time to time, 
intersperse four or five of these, alternately with those on the 
mixed plan, so that our two contemphited volumes shall be of 
equal size, and finished at the same time. 

H, TT.^-Why, I like the plan, and will take one bumper more 
of punch to drink succees to it — to the Work— to its Editoi^-^ts 
Writers— its Printer^— 4ts Sellers — and its Buyers ! 

l^Henry White drinks a huffe bumper i Cktarhs quajfi eorrit' 
ponding thanks, and the tWi) agree that a vfalky tm a fime 
evening f is adadrabie afier tippling and taSOn»g»'\ 

Printed by James Curll, 55, BeU.Strset, and sold by all Booksdleit. 
FAICE THREEPENCE. 
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THE WATERING-PLACEa No. I. 

The term which I have taken as tiie title of my series of 
i^etches, is one of those fashionable phrases which are as 
wide in their meaning as that part of Archy C ' 's 
dr^ which, in reality, is usuairy described by a d^cate 
periphrasis. It embraces every place to whi<£ visitors of 
every grade, mental, moral, and monied, resort for a more 
unrestrained use of the element of water than they pemut 
themselves to indulge in at home, either in looking at it, 
drinking of it, sailing; on it, eating from it, or plunging in 
it. Modfiit, Innerleithen, Pitcaithley, and Pumblane, are 
now equally embraced in its comprehension, with every 
bay that has a house built on its margin, from CrawfordV 
dyke, on the one side, and the Hill of Ardmore on the 
other, to the Mulls of Kintyre and Galloway,— speaking 
only of the firth of Clyde, let sJone of the pan-tilied, and 
smoke-dried, and tidfsdeserted, and scroggy-downed, and 
rabbit-warrened, and eastwind bit " wee townies" of the 
For^, Fife, and other eastern coasts. In England, its 
signification has even a wider range, which we oTScotland 
little wot of;— coach stands, and places of call for John 
tlie driver, and Tom the guard, where good ale and pretty 
bar-maids are kept, being so dignified in appellation. 

The field, then,i upon which I have chosen to expatiate, 
is wide enough. iBut I will dimnterestedly abridge my 
own scope, and, marvellous sacrifice in an author I nar- 
row my arena of observation. The Watering-Places of 
the West shall be my theme; a few — a fkvoured few of 
them only—^nv immediate topic; and, without even a 
hint that I cotUd have written a prelude on the physical 
history of saline influence on the human inind or body, 
proceed at once to the scratching in my sketch-book a 
lew pencil lines — and Gourock shall be the subject. 

It is Saturday evening, render, and we are just turning 
1« 
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the point upon which stands the idle hatt^ that, like 
a peace officer of the guards, wears the trappii^ of war, 
without ever having known any thing of its penis. Look 
how beautifiilly the bay now stretches out in almost a 
perfectly semicircular form, and note the lofty bastions of 
nature which guard both its points. These hiUs have 
as many names as from thor summits are diversified, but 
all-beautifulj landscapes -to he^ seen- stretched out below. 
The breast-work, as it wePQ»>of lower elevation, which, 
gradually swelling up beUnd the viUage^ connects these 
two extreme points, you perceive is covered with Terdure 
of the loveliest hue ; and' note where it bends ii litde in- 
wards, where the belt of *' panting" endrcles a residence 
whose situation, at least, might make any one envy the 
lordship of that manofy of wj^ch its possesion isXhe^yn- 
bol. That beautUul cot^ge which we now jpiauis, with the 
garden before )t, where so maliy happy and healthy chil- 
dren are disporting, is the property ot a Glasgow ii)erchaDt> 
whose flag-sta^ pfimted in the rear of his hpuse, ver;y o&e^s 
salutes the pennon of ,i|ts master's yessel'§» as .theygli^e 
past it to their haven. 

But we are rapidlv approachingfthesbore^ jdtj^^ogh Jihe 
state of the tide will not pemjit us to' b^ lan^^ &t the 
quay. That group of gentlemen who are just wiping the 
sweets of cold punch from their lips, and preparing to ap- 
pear exceedbgly domestic and anxious to get ashore to 
their fiunilies, consists of Glasgow manuracturers and 
tradesmen, whose week of solitary labour finished, now 
anticipate a brief time of parti<^ation in those benefits 
and pleasures which they cheerfiiuy allow to their fiunilies 
for an uninterrupted penod every season. And there, ^r» 
are these very classes seated on the weather-beaten stones 
of the worm-eaten looking pier, and lining the landing 
place for the boat into which you perceive the married 
gentlemen have all stepped in before us. There is the 
matron of fifteen years standing, far up the beach, but 
doubtless very happy to see her husband. Farther down 
are those who have been ten, five, and three years mar- 
ried ; but these gay creatures with the brightest hues of 
the rainbow in tl^eir costume, and the watches which they 
w^ to have somjs one believe they have done npth^ng but 
look at for an i)oiir,.at theif sid^ or in their hands— are 
the married of yesterday, and* the betrothed ot somie i^ot 
distant day. As for those young ladies who have not 
troubled themselves to descend from the pier, thev are illl 
doubtless very happy to see tharfatliers and IfrotAers, but 
vfould not for the world have it supposed that they feel any 
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anneU as to the arrival of any oneof theiaaair other white- 
faattea 894 qpmoo-lookiqg' youtfM» who havfe been adjmdng 
t|MV Golh»«» enaiiging the^ cravats, and smoothing the 
creafsea of their ^naakten 'nandeaiDeBsef ever since the 
boat left Gfeenock qday. Wis tite ashore. Now the men 
and women (^good aense give eadi other a qoieft pressure 
of the haiftdy or a sfight bow of the head. Now the 
would-be fond shake, and squeeze, and scrape, and grin ; 
and now, the amount and kind of cargo bemg known, 
M'Glashan and Mrs. Main b^in to rcNckon how nianv 
beds are likely to be waited till Monday ; and now, aich 
takmg some one under his [armr^yours, if you please 
Ma'am P-Hnoves o£^ as shall we to our respective loag^lg8. 
In a ahon timi) I will rejmn your party, and— my iMd' 
seeiif«Bdf«-be happy to obey your oommandi. 

Tbb Hbrmit op tbb Wbbt. 

(To be eondmded m Jfo. XVJLJ 



THB €HAN6EFUJL YET UNCHANGED. 

Bm4oh, Yes, my Aatonia, Albtri*s Iraoyant mind 
]>otba8it.iottnmsiak: it hath a range, 
Wkota wld« actrottes, though from thrir oentro 
R«PBOte]y sivwe4 yet do often meet, 
At pc^tB bent oppoeite wiU form a circle. 
In Uio drowi^ftnMi of Alberto's thoughts. 
What varyiog*huMl— what strapge-aaBorted— >Day, - 
Conflictlbg sMktiments and passions crowd, 
And Josde in the arena, tbMigh large ! ■ 
Ileniem1»er ye when he on the Uue sky 
Would, gazing, live long honrs of tranced blissj 
Their* rushing spee4 nnnoted as unknown. 
And look aS if his mistress were a star 
That he could win to leave the company . 
Of the bright millions that around her thronged, 
To he the keeper of hiv bliss on earth, 
Endenlsened hy love ! 

Mark ye the contrast now ? He looks no more 
Love's pale astronomer. His eye doth rest 
On something fidrer tiian the fidrest star, 
Bat nearer him. His glanoe no flirther cllmbo 
For many moons ' ' m oons beauteous 'as be e'er 
With rapture gazed on-*of Endymion tdked, 
And wished a Latmain shepherd boy h«*d been,—— < 
Than to a bdy's hittice ! 
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She te nNWD, 
Stan, Mui, hflsfoi, wrtii, lifht, 1ot«, tnd life to hfan ; 
And OM brigbt naUe^uMed downwards wliera be imede, 
Fran whtmot, witUn her flhambe r .>.< t be sweet spheiw 
She lightens with her looks— would, in his mind, 
Ontpay the abesDoe of the god of day. 
Did some new Joahoa chain hia diarist wheds ! 

J. H. 



THE MODERN FRIEND. 
A naurativb and a sketch. 

'< Bah, bah. Sir I don't talk to me of wishing to oblige « 
friend, for where the devil will you find one P* said the 
gouty and someiriiat miaanthropical Sir David Mohur, in 
an angry tone, to his nephew, and heir in prospect, who 
had just been reoaeatiiig a small sura or money. Sir 
David was not alwa^ of a disposition inclined to be 
sceptical as to the existence of friendship or generosity. 
He tt a few years older than myself, yet I can wdl enough 
recollact him when the blood of youth coursied with v^giour 
and jmpetuonty through bis veins; when the world was 
greoi and sunny in his fancy, and '^ lay all before him 
where to choose." The causes that led to a change 
so remaricaUe in his habits of thought, I have <^toi 
heard related, and, indeed, he never made an elRyrt to 
conceal them. They were these. 

Itiomas Hamiltdn, for such was the name he bore in 
his youth, was the son of poor but reputable parents, and 
under their care received, in chiltmood, the orcfinary 
branches of education. He was less indebted to lus 
teachers, however, for the knowledge be acquired, than to 
his own industry and enterprise. He loved knowledge 
for itself; and, while yet ^oung, had become better ac- 
quainted with the idealities ra chivalry, romance, and 
poetry, than the bare and harsh details of liifeand business. 

Love and friendship are early inmates in a bosom so 
tutored, and these sentiments grew with the growth of 
young Tboraasj and strenji^hened with his youthful 
strength. Years passed rapidly away, and die daWn of 
manhood saw him the passionate and enthusiastic admirer 
of an amiable young woman— who had been his playmate 
in infancy; and the bosoro^compamon of one whom he 
had singled from the crowd of school-fellows and acquain- 
tances, and made— btt only friend. At this period, if his 
pnospects in life were not brilliant,- they yet were un- 
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doudecL Hia love, he had every reason for believiiig, 
was returned, or, at least, fimnirabiy received by his mis- 
tress, and the conduct of his friend had never indicated 
insincerity* 

Perfect reciprocity of opinion on some grand ooniieeting 
point, and a uniformity of thought in certain of its 
varieties, are indispensable requisities in the formation 
of lasting friendshtps. These ingredients, if they ex- 
isted at all, it would seem, did not enter to* a sufficient 
extent into the bond of union which for years subsisted 
betwixt Thomas Hamilt6n and Robert White. Indeed, 
though they themselves were not aware of it, theirs was 
rather an intimacy than a friendship. Thomas looked to 
the romantic colours and shades of life ; Robert dwelt on 
its solidities. The meditations of the one were intui- 
tively turned on abstract points, or illustrious examples 
of particular feelings ; in those of the other, calculations 
of profit and loss predominated. Thomas was diffusive 
in ms enjoyments, and could not partake of the pleasure 
he received from Isabella Anderson's conversation without 
desiring his friend, for I will use the word in its common 
acceptation, to participate in it ; and he thus made himjthe 
constant companion offals visits to her father's mansion. 

On one of these occasions, a person glanced rapidly past 
them, as they entered the lobby of the house, whom, 
misled by a fimcied resemblance, they supposed was Isabella. 
On inquiry, they were informed of her being absent from 
home, but, still faibouring under the mistaken opinion of 
having seen her, they conceived themselves insulted, and 
haaliljr took their departure. To avenge the supposed 
indigiiity, and more with a feeling for the wounded pride 
of Robert than for himself, Thomas, on the succeeding 
day, sent a letter to Isabella, in which passion and reproach 
were allowed to predominate over prudence and polite- 
ness. This offence her high and laudable feelings could 
not easily jwss over; and while the coolness to* which it 
gave occasion subsisted, the tongue of scandal was busy 
in the ear of the fair one and those of her friends with the 
name and conduct of Thomas. Proud in ([rectitude, fiery 
in disposition, and conscious of his own integrity, he scorn- 
ed explanation to one who, he thought, oueht never to 
have harboured suspicions. The breach'Was thus widened, 
and Thomas ceased to visit the family of Isabella. Not 
ao Robert, who, though essentially a partner in the original 
otifence, still continiied, nay, very much increased, the 
civilities and attentions he had previously shown. This 
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mirinflBit Tbonas. He fidt shodced at the obtiue per* 
ceptiooB of his fiiend, who appeared to be utteAy imeoii- 
scioiss of the pam such a course of conduct oeeamoned 
hun. Thooias, however, never for a momeot auflered 
hunseif to bciieve that Robert's behsriour pvoeeeded 
from any thw but inadvertency, or, at most, a certain 
ooaneneas of feeling and perception ; and, in their oonTer** 
sations, he still pouved his whole soid and the foU tide of 
his feeUngs on me snli^ect nearest and dearest to him, into 
the bosom of his friend. To him he confided every 
emotion ; . jand» with Bobert, had no secrets, until aft 
length, from liaving the regularity of his attentions to 
Isabella forced frequently upon his notice, a suspicion^ like 
a meteor, which for a moment ffickers across the darkness 
of a wintry mgb^ flashed upon his mind, regarding^ the 
motives of hit friend. He hinted his fears in the gentle 
and uncomplaining language of caution and doubt^ and 
rejoiced in being answered with apparent frankness and 
uacerity. << I am free to confess," said Kotort, ** that 
the chwms of Isabella did make acoasidefdiileimpression 
on my heart, and an attachment had, at one time^ b^gun 
to be formed ; but I have crushed it in the bud, and now 
I am as unfettered as the winds of heaven. Believe me^ 
my dear Thomas,'* he continued, ''the only motive I 
have for continuing on a footing of intimacy with Isabella 
is, that I may, by that means, have an opportuniQr of 
serving you, and of endeavouring to reconcile the unhappy 
££krences now subsisting, and which none can deplore 
more than myself. It is ue first wish of my heart to aee 
you again the &voured lover of your still dear Isabella." 

Why has refinement so dianged the purposes of speech 
and language, as that words, from bemg the vocal index 
of our thoughts, have become an impenetndde mask for 
their concesdment I 

Thomas, whatever were his errors, was at that age, 
incapable of studied deceit himself, and n^ver fancied &e 
existence of it in the bosoms of those around him, &r less 
in that of his friend. Fatal scepticism I Deceptive gen-, 
erosity I Yet I can hardly blame his tardiness of sus- 
picion. He then believed, as once I did myself that the 
high-souled spirit that erst animated the breasts of the 
Damons and Pythiases of classic times, and the kmdits 
of the chivalric age, was yet imbodied in humanity. Wdl, 
well I there is something noble in thinking well of human 
nature, even though mistakenly doing so. 

Cordiality having been thus completely re-establirii^ 
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moatln agaiti passed a^iray in unsuspecting confiileiice on 
the part of Thomtn, and inereai^ duplicity od that of his 
pretended iHend. 

Through a secret induence which^ without other explan- 
sltion, can- only be referred to the arts of Robert, the cold- 
liess of IstibeUa Anderton seemed to freeze into positire 
diilikre. The tettisrs of Thomas she returned imop^ned, 
of received tbem in contemptaoua silence, and his pre- 
sence was studiously shuimed by her. *Tbe guiltl^' triamph 
Of Robert was now complete, and as if dissatisfied with his 
victory, if his saecess wusnot made pubUc, he now ostenta- 
tiously escorted the fickle &ir one to all places of amuse- 
ment ttnd resort, and tortured the txMom of his friend by 
detailing to him, with undisguised pride, tiie hamnness he 
receive in her company. The truth could no longer be 
unobserved or disbelieved by Thomas, and his resolution 
vTBs firmly but calmly taken. It cost him a severe struggle, 
but at length his reason triumphed over his partiality and 
mispiaced confidence. In ! calm^ though emphatic terins, 
hie stated to Bob^t the inferences he had been forced to 
draw fi^Hn his behaviour. " I know too well the omnipo-^ 
tent sway with which the passion of love exerts itself, to 
aric you to renounce the affection for Isabella which now, 
i fear, exists in your bosom ; and I scorn to plead, in op- 
faoeition to its force, the duties and the faith of fraendship. 
1 will not even remind you of your previous mt)te^tation8 
of indifoence ; but I do most earnestly implK)re:you, fi>r 
the seke o£ yourown character, to drop the mask of hy- 
pocrisy, and openly and candidly to declare yourself my 
firiend or my lival : both you cannot expect to remain." 

The story of Thomas Hamilton may now be comprised 
in a few words. The deceitfiil Robert asked a brief space 
to coosider of his choice, and a time was fixed on which 
hk fiiend was to iieoeive bis answer. The period arrived, 
juid it passed away ; but cowardice is tne inseparable 
companion of duplicity, and Robert ' wanted courage to 
avow> himself. After a lapse of tnne, Thomas again 
' waited on him for his answer, but was unsuccessful in 
«ltainiog,tfae i>l;gect of hb visit. Robert was not at home. 
He traced him to the house of Isabella, and, when be took 
his leave, fbllqwed him, but with fiur.dif^nt. feelings 
from those with which he was wont to take his departure 
from that spot when in company with his fiiend. The 
deasaon was again demanded, and fiu*ther evasion being 
found impossible, Robert sullenly declared that their in- 
timacy was at an end. 

It would be vain to attempt a delineation of what 
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Xbomat dien felt, and of tbe withering desolation of dis- 
appointed trust which then swept across his soul. His 
melancholy became habitual, has temper ascetic^ his medi* 
tadons abstract, and his transient fits of mirth and h9arity 
wild and extravagant. At length, he sou^^t to fbiget the 
faithlessness of man and the fickleness of woman in an « 
qriental dkne. In the harbour of one of our presidencies 
in Hindostan, he saved from a watery grave, a gentleman 
advanced in years, became his adopted son, and, at his 
death, assumed his name, title, and nossessioas. He never 
wooed a second time, and though he has made many friends, 
he will not believe it. The milk of human kindness still 
exists in hift breast, — but it has been curdled^ amd he fine- 
quently gives vent to his feelings in tirades such as that 
with which I commenced this paper, and commonly con*- 
dudes with something like what follows r — 

''Friendship, quotha I-- It is a Will o* the Wisp— a 
delusion— -a dieat I The ^ uack medicine of an empiric 
for the diseases of the mmdi I It exists -in Nulnbus ! 
Gloudiand is its empire ! It b there it holds its sway ! 
It is the paper currency of the day, — and it has no cash 
payments I Its bullion has been transported to fairyland, 
and its bills are now dishonoured every wliere ! It is just 
like a house that deals in fictitious paper, or a sharper 
who lives by his wits, and, therefore, ought not to be 
trusted I It pays in promises, but it has no wixd in its 
vocabulary for fulfilment. I have heard trade reproached 
for being an enemy to friendship,— in other words, fi>r 
throwing off that which was never on — unlacing that 
which was never tied — and depriving of life that which has 
lio existence I Who reproach the traders ? Divines ? 
Do they never quarrel? The lawyer? He lives by 
quarrels I The soldier ? Settling other people's ipiarrda 
is his employment { That there is no fiieadship in trade 
is the very best thing about it It has one standard of 
ment'^paying well! People of honour have another, 
that of ipeaking well I In short, I would as soon quad- 
rate the cirde, or sail to the north pc^e, as believe in 
friendship, and vest mv money in Poyais or Arigna 
stock, as trust to it If I expe<^ a call from a modem 
friend, J would shut the door in his &ce. He is a non- 
entity — a roan of air. When he shakes your hand, he 
goes it as if motion fatigued him; and when you grasp 
his, he bawls out at the squeeze. His smile struggles and 
wriggles on his face, and he looks awry to be complaisant. 
He will sometimes try to be hearty, but his muth creaks 
Kke an ungreased wheel«barrow. He would do for a 
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bellmaiiy for he is skilful in ringing changes; but his 
notes are almost all on one )cey. He has — * would do 

anjr thing to oblige, but really / and ' it gtyes me 

path to refiise ,' in constant reserve, like a ready 

charged cannon, the match of which a request will always 
light. He unites the ludicrous and the detestable in equal 
proportions, and, like Falstaf^ redkons honour but air — 
* a trim reckoning, truly ! ' * 



« ANIMAL FOOD." 

Faint to yoarselves, my gentle readers, pidnt « 

All you have dreamed that makes an earthly Mint ; 

Imbody every virtue under heaven, 

And to one man let all their worth be givea, 

And L *g portrait glows upon yoar mind, 

h the patient, gentle, piooi, kind. 

Could looking on a Christian make me one, 

Tlw hours I*ve spent in hearing him, though gone, 

As a boys dream, had left a fruit to crop 

Rieher flian ^but 'tis time with this to stop. 

L > * a no preacher though, but that's the least 

Of things that make a worthy paritk priest ! 

When of C— — L held the cure, 

A fever once broke out among the poor. 

And the poor only ;— 'twas in time of dearth, 

When want and cold tat on the cottage hearth : 

He preached a sermon on the visitation 

That then annoyed C and the nation ; 

And in the o*erflowings of his gen'rous heart, 

Forgetting Malthus* and Ricardo*s part, 

Expatiated upon the general good 

Which would arise from eating ** an*mal food." 

The sermon done— a murmur filled the throng ; 

At length *^ gaun hame'* these grumblings found a tongue; 

** Wha wad hae thocbt," his hearers cried, quite fierce, 

*•* Hs*D recommend our eating hau and garte / " 

J. H. 



LETTER TO THE DILLETANTI SOCIETY OF 
GLASGOW. 

' Gentlbbibn,^ Although from circumstances which someof 
your number can best explain, I have not the honour of being 
a member of your body, in the objects of your institution 
I warmly sympathise* It is your ultimate aim to excite 
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ao interest and create a tMte for the Fiae Arts in tiie 
West of Seotland^-joor immediBte purpoee to foster these 
in youTBelves by interooorse and diseiisaH)n--and a mfwiiarp 
olyect, the establishment of an aonoal exhibition of the 
wocks of d e ceased or liTing artists. Whether, then, as a 
citizen of Gbu^go w— -as a lover of his native oountry-r-<Nr aa a 
friend to the difiusion of intelligence and refinement) it is 
impossible for me to withhold the meed of cordial approval 
from the idea of your formation, as well as earnestly to 
desire the effect which you seek to produce. Whilst 
Edinburgh, liverpoc^, Manchester, Bristol, Carlisle, and 
Newcastle, have each had their exUlxtions in the course of 
the last twelvemonths, Glasgow has, during that time, pos- 
sessed no other opportunities of judging of the progress of 
the elegant arts, but what the print-shop windows affivded, 
and its rising generation no other means of becoming ac- 
quainted with the glorious achievements of the illustrious 
living or the mighty dead, but what was furnished them 
whilst they watdned the revolution of the hammer of the 
auctioneer who sold the rubbish of itinerant venders, or 
discerned, with even the eyes of inexperience, the havock 
quackery had made in the g«dlery of the Hunterian 
Museom- 

Gentlemen, — I for one shall expect with oonfidenee that 
another year will not cbpse^ durug which Glasgow shall 
be this^ ofliously distingmshed. I will look to you for 
organizing an exhibition, and shall not be satisfied if I am 
t^d, ^diould there be none, that we hare not within our 
city waUs an apartment fit for the reception or advanta- 
geous display of two hundred pictures. It may be true 
that the lantem-Hghted hall at the foot of a halJPopened 
and wlK^y unftslnonaUe street, may be now restored to 
its appropriate use; pa4ii4» it b the case that a school- 
room vacated by the holiday departure of its urchin ten- 
ants, is not a becoming nor yet roomy enough place for 
your purpose, even altlraogh the onfy hall wi& top l^ts 
that we nave in a centrical situation ; Messieurs Reid's 
ArcaSam speculation ma^ not be in sufficient' fonraitlness 
for you to avul yourselves of it ; neither of the Exchange 
plans may be matured enough, or dicar erections sufficiently 
advanced for the ^ne Arts to find a shelter beneath dieir 
protectmg roofs, whidi shall embrace, with equal patron- 
age, a Si^ Sample-Room and a St^ det Beam* Arts ; 
nor yet may the StitfionerB' Oonpany be raoaed up to the 
vesting their fiinds in theelcralion of a haU--4he voT name 
of which would he aasodated with the ppoteotioo or litcra- 
tnre and art»— that sIvMihl be fitted qp for the displi^ of 
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their fldMrOfleilM. Btfli^]|,'Whlfe khi^ th^t^bHbdl-room 
could be yount- ^' tto'torigll^ but sti^tid^^etted days of 
midsuiim^^iot «Viiri th« wooden' itbttltida at tb^footof 
Buchaoan-^SKHeet, d^bli^ of beittg interiorlj^ decdrated and 
fitted up to ttilty^myialthbiigh procedted Mm f&e kt some 
cost or can^' be asaor^d tbat portk>li df ihc^ptople who 
have become awaie of yovsr ccMpporateexiMeMtee, will re- 
qmre s^nph exertion m ytfor haiidb as shilll ii<:i% fail to ob- 
tain for them thai gratification which the contemplation of 
the mooumeofiB of geniua and • taste convey to ev^ry 
cultivated mind^a^well as that degree of direotioo tad im- 
pulse which these invdriably if remotely oommunicate to 
the general intellect of the community, and assistance to 
the manufacturing departmients' of it,— -even although you 
should re(|uire to extend your members, so as to embrace 
the coaiiyutorship of eveiy art'ut in the west^ and of every 
lover of their professions who is willing to co-operate in 
your good work. That tWs will Be expected I am cer- 
tain ; — ^thiHiit "will be effectJed,! ain sanguine enough to hope, 
knowing and esteeming as I do some of your members. 

I am. Gentlemen, with cordial good wishes and respect, 
your very hxatMt fl^rvantj 

PlSRICLES: 



BALLAD. 

Fan many a tale of haplets love hath been, 
And many a talo shall yet^-oommsnd a tear ; 

Yet heart-tale sadder than is mine, I ween 
The pensive lover ne*er would wish to hear. 

Bora but to love, tho passions with me grew . 

As grew my stature, and as oped my mind ;~ 
Bich in its coin— the only wealth I knew — 

Its seeds and blossoms flew on every wind. 

On one tkoy *lightad, bns the soU was ditll, 
And all nngentel to love's firagUe flow«r s 

No smile e-*er smmed it— -but a look ooald kill ;•«- 
The i^wth of yean was witherad in an hour ! 

Ah ! then* wfld days of rssUess love were mine, 
For «v«r dhaoglB|^ yet for ever wsmn ; 

When every amoor had its idle line» 

And ovary sparkling eyvfaadl power to disfrm ! 

This, this was s^aandering, and I tired of waste, 
' And folded np in phildsdplrlc gtirise, 
' My hiart Ibr lAeUer, and tM^ sought to taste 
Th0 tkttoftMi Joy« Whisb i44t bat tks wise. 
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Ym, aiidwMud eold, ui4 mIM aroonA my hmrt 
Tk» snlltQ cTM&^that wvnwn U a tof ; 

And mine was than the wamn and paltry part 
To aoorn the Ueeaiagfe I fioaM not anjoy ! 

At kngtb^-aa long the lightnlog-doiid wttt lown, 
An4 than at onae gWa li»tk ita fttfid dart, 

Unmrrinf aimed,— ■•, in a deetined hoar, . 

i 'Twaa mine to ftel a mistreae o'er my heart ! 

And ■■■ camo— I eaw^I love d — I loye ! 

Linee may flow on, yet what eooJd they eay more?^ 

I cannot heap up words on words shore, 
To faintly tell b<Mr madly I adore. 

Ah r tiiese were weak to paint my mistress^ eharms ! 

Can they describe a look — give back a tone ! 
Or paint a smile, refining whilst it warms ? 

—To me what words have meaning but her own ? 

Away ! away !— I love, but am not loved ; 

My eye is Vild f my brain is hot and dry. 
For I have all the bitter anguish proved 

That maddens souIb in jealous rivalry ! 

—Full many a tale of hapless love hath been,. 
And many a tale shall yet command a tear ;. 
Tet heart-tala sadder than is mine, I wesn 
The aMiody maniac neV would wish to hear ! 

Albbrt. 
Cfyd£Mdale,Ane,iesn. 



A GHOST STORY. 

I F0R08T in what month it was of that portioB of the year 
which we call sunimer, from its b&ng beautiful, however 
astronomical thne measurers and Thomson's Seasons may 
term it, whether autmnn or spring, that I agreed to form 
one of a pleasure par^, whose plan it was to spend a day 
on Loch Lomond-— sleep a night at Anochar*— and return 
to Glasgow by the shores of Lx*h Long, Looh Ger^ and 
the Clyde^ At idl events^ the days — I remember that — 
were drawing in their length without sufferii^ any abridg- 
ment of their beauty at the time, and it was quite possible 
then to unite much oftfaedomestic— >nay even ^rvsttfe com- 
fort of wmter with the out-oMoor enjognoenta of a more 
genial season. The number of our company was efgbt ; and 
it was somewhat singularly made up. It consisted of two 
middies-aged gentieoien and their wivef— seriate without 
being grave— ryet disposed to be happy without becoming 
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boisterous — with thre^ pretty rompish mad-cap girls, and 
one solitary gallant — ^myself to wit. It may easily be 
guessed that I was not allowed to enjoy much peace dur- 
ing the day with the duties of a beau to (>erform to a fidr 
trmity, the members of which were never in one place» or 
of one miady fi>r one minute, except to plague the cousin 
of the one, and unfortunate admirer of the other two ; and 
yet the day passed over pleasantly, if not very traoquilly, 
with me, although I was disposed at one time to be moody, 
Ht another to l^ merry. The carriages which conveyed 
us to the boat upon the lake, were purposely kept apart, 
— and whOe the matrimonially laden one proceeded at a 
steady pace, that into which I was crammed was made 
alternately to whirl, and to creep along, as the whim of the 
moment, or the hilarity of the party at my latest joke, or 
their most recent trick played off at my cost, happened 
to dictate. But, at lengtn, we embarked ; and, for a whiles 
the surpassing grandeur imd majesty of the scene, stilled 
even the gayest of us into seremty. To be seated in a 
vessd, the gentle motion of which only serves to lull you 
into quiet, and careering with a rapidity that prevents 
monotony, without occasioning disiq»pointment at imperfect 
glunpaes of beauty — beneath the blue and cloudless sky, 
and m the balmy air of an early autumnal day, is indeed 
to have around you elements of pore and holy enjoyment ; 
but when, besides these, the expanse of water over wUdi 
vott glide, b the noblest lake in Europe— hemmed in with 
hills of the loftiest altitude, and most pictnreaqiie outfine, 
and ** all knoum ta tong!* and by shores with s^er edgings 
of the rounded pebble, and the diamond sfMirkling sand, 
belted with the yellow copsewood and the purple heather, 
and crowned with the lofty oak, and fo-up dimbi^g pne ; 
and when there is seated near yon— *flye, at your side — 
peivfaanoe withm the gently presnng circle of your unseen 
arm — some one^-floved one, who is to you what sways the 
beam with all the millions of the world's popukoe placed 
in the other scale; and when Phosbas, elorious as is his 
noontide prime to you, bums less wanmy and iustriously 
than does her eye, as it turns smiling at you while you 
^eak*— earth, and the life we pass upon its surfece, hath 
little more of happiness for you that can snrpass that hour, 
and the sweet ripf^d wake of glittering reflection which 
it leaves behind it. Leman and Como, o'er your blue 
waten I may glide; and Mont Blanc and Great St. Ber- 
nard, dimb your steeps rosy with sun^hine^ treacherously 
meltiag your snowy beauties in its burning kiss ; but never 
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wiU the prtMt 6f your linrciiiness cfllne the reooUeedons 
of that hour and scene ! 

When ye^ hatf-anlozeii miles off from Ben-LothoDd, 
noching^could serve the youn^ ladies of the party but they 
must needs climb to its summit ; and I was K>re^ to agree 
to carry them down one by one on my shoulders^ if that 
should be necessaiy; but by the time we bore in sight of 
Rowardennai^ the day, they discmtied, was exceSlngly 
wam,^-«nd their shoes rather tight in the instq> ; aiid when 
the boat that shoidd have carrved us to the shore was fhh-ly 
alongside, not one of them could move-HlH they had got 
dinner I Well^ on to Tarbet beneath the shadow of the 
mighty hiU that almost seemed to frown upon us pigmies 
for the jests, that broke from us, spite of the solemn gran- 
deur and bloom that increases every wave we advance 
nearer to the head of tiie Loch, after passing Firkin Point, 
we gaily scudded ; and there^ in doe time, arrived and 
disembarked — ^the ladies with a bound inti» the boat and' 
a spring to the shore — I with a braised knee, and a con- 
siderable juixiety as to the distance between myself and 
the dinner table. 

In this interest I believe all the par^ portidpated more 
or less ; for it became a matter of emuMon who should 
first cross die narrow isthmus between Loch Lomond and 
Loch Long, and gtwe the order for the ** refei^ion." In 
this contest, it may easily be supposed that the jovenile 
outstripped the matrimonial departments, and -t^ok die 
staff appointments of oommbsaries and qoarter-master*. 
I remember well, however, that the lourelff were keenhf 
contested by the individuals of die advimced guard ; and, 
in spite of my bruise, I was in such good wind as to be fool- 
hardy enough to chdknge for the prize <^apair of gkyvea 
the swiftest runner of the loose garmented dwee to ovei^ 
take myad^-armed in the advantage of dg^ indescriba- 
bles, butfoivg backwards. It is still a matter of doubt 
with^ me, however, though I had to pay the gloves, whether 
I could not have woB.tfe bet if Ilnd exerted mjieelf ; bat 
really, as one of the trio neared me— the daiUiaired Agaes 
«^1 could see^ as I turned round; the headng of her Ixmobi 
under its tissue covedng so distinctly, that I thooght my- 
self called upoa to pause, in case of any injury to the 
boundm^ heart beneath it, even at the risk of some to my 
own, which beat more quickly, stnlnge to say, after I tad 
stopped than whilst I ran. I do not know wiiedier the 
foct of the exhausted Atlanta falling into n^. extended 
^ras had any thing to do with this, but I tfaitt it suse^ 



could' not be wilb tke hope that these ^ossy locks of dis- 
compoaed and sUkes jet would festoon themselves on my 
bo«oin» as the bead they adorned rested its breathlessness 
there, that I so coolly gave up the contest when so near 
the g0aL Be that as it may, the whole |»rty soon over* 
took Us and a(>peared at, and the dishes disappeared from 
the dinner taUe within a very brief period. Shortly after^ 
unaated with the beauties of nature, the youngsters strolled 
put in the early twilight of autunm to watch the first 
twiddiogs of the evening star. 

It may be as weU, here, to describe the constellation . 
of beauty, however, which was nearer to me, and as 
Wordsworth says, *' fmrer than the fidrest star in heaven." 
There were three ladies, I have said, of the party, and they 
exhibited the th^ee gradations of female stature — tall, mid- 
dle, and taller. The loftiest was a brunette; gazelle- 
eyed, roven-tressed, with the graceful form of a roe, and 
the boiuding step of an antek>pe— she was the runner I 
The next was a lovely roguish light bluesy ed Saxon, witli 
a true Teutonic name, and a &ce which was full of dim- 
plesy aipd every .dimple full of merriment and joy; and the 
third was a delightfiil long beauty — fair-haired, yet passion- 
ate—though inclined to the em ton pointy yet romantic — 
and of towering fancy and elevated understanding, as well 
as the other two, but a very mischief for waggery and fun, 
which propensities, however, seemed toned down at this 
moment into the seriousness of sentiment if not of senti- 
mentality. 

It was a night of holy, but of melancholy beauty, when 
the spent spirit gladly shunned its fellow, and turned in 
uponitself toglassin solitude the thoughts that had no 
room or scope amid the busy day and its companionship. 
We separated from each other by tacit compact, after a 
while, and in silence sought the quiet which the mind 
never more needs than afler the turmoil of social enjoy- 
ment. I dwell upon this re-action of sentiment the more, 
because it powernilly aided in producing those impressions 
which sini: deepest when the mind has been softened by 
sympathy, or melted by meditation. The calm of that 
twilight was like the prelude of an Eolian harp to the tale 
of terror which unfolded itself at a later period of the 
evening. 

When night had fairly closed in, the echoing cell of each 
other's voices gradually assembled us at one point ; but it 
was on the opposite shore of the Loch from our inn, and 
to round the head of it by land would have been tedious 
and tiresome. A boat was procured, and, in a few minutes^ 
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we were seated at the cheerful blaze of the parkmr fire — 
and, how, or by what contact of the links of conversation, 
I could nef er recollect— deeply immersed in the. wild tra- 
ditionary lore of the place, and involyed in collateral illus- 
trations of fearful visitations and Spiritual agencies, which 
the memoiyof each of the party served or was called upon 
to furnish. The house in which we sat, though now only 
a tolerable inn, had been the mannon-house of the chief 
of the proud dan of M'Fariane, whose fortunes had waned, 
and whose name had almost ceased to belong to die living, 
in what was once emphatically called his ** country," and 
around the melancholy shores of the mountain-tarn Lodi 
Sloy, whose name was all his armorial motto. There was 
a stately but uncomfortable aspect too in the dispropor- 
tionate size and decaying elegance of the apartments, 
through which the wind that had now risen ** soughed 
eerily and cauld." Supper did something to mellow tli^ 
feeling of undefined melancholy that had b^un to creep 
over dl of us ; but even the Olenlivet that followed could 
not altogether dispel the misty gloom that gathered round 
me, nor did I enter into an hilarity whidi seemed to be 
forced into existence merely to aid in the escape fit>m re- 
flections which for me bad a pleasure in their very soro- 
breness. 

I stole, unperceived as I thought, from the company, 
and sought the way to my bed-chamber, which was at the 
head of a flight of broad sturs, and exactly in the middle 
of a pretty extensive corridore. The door creaked sullenly 
on its hinges as I opened it, and the wind which blew 
through the gap beneath it, extinguished my candle as 
I placed it on the table after having fiistened the bolt of 
the door. But this was of little moment, as the moon 
had now risen, and fit>m the edge of the cloud which ob- 
scured it, there was enough of light reflected through my 
window to tdd me in undoing the simple garments of a 
mountain tourist, who was wearied enough to care not 
how soon these were huddled off, and their wearer hud- 
dled into bed. In a few minutes I was there, and endea- 
vouring to sleep with all my might, but ineff^tually ; for 
what with the reverberation, as it were, of the thoughts 
that had arisen, and the tales to which I had listened in 
the dreaminess of half apprehension, I felt that if I was to 
arrive at slumber, it must be by the road of dozing gradu- 
ally away into it, afVer the weariness of vague meditation 
had exhausted me. But before this took place, the datter 
of the rest of the party seeking thdr bed-rooms, put the 
very shadow of sleep to flight for a while, and the titter 
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of sundry tongues gradually djriiig away ioto whispers, 
and then into silence, prolonged my restless but/ratile. 
effi>rts to fiedl asleep. When this event at length took 
place, I know not— but surely it must have been soon— for • 
either from a deep reverie or from slumber, I was awc^e: 
about midnight, in the rery juncture of a dream, or of a 
hope, when iate hung the scales of happiness or wretched- 
ness in equipoise, by a thrill of curdling horror, not the 
less chilling that it was obscure and undefined. Me- 
thought the firm footing on which I stood — my mistress 
in my arms — gave way, whilst with one arm I pressed her 
to me, as the other clutched in desperate agony Uieshndi>s 
and flowers, whose firagiie beauty had adorned the edge 
of the deep gulf down which I whirled, but* shrunk into 
powder in the dreadful grasp of my precipitation.. I felt 
the solid earth slide from under m^ and my wipe reel 
down before me into the chasm, while I bounded — with 
quicker descent, as it seemed, that my fi&te might be met 
at the same instant of time as hers^-— but it was to the 
floor; for there I landed and awoke, to find that indeed 
some unaccountable agency had been employed in rousing 
my terror, for the pillows and bolster upon which my head 
had rested were fordbly removed and drawn away from 
the position they had occupied. I now felt that my first 
fear had been that of a dream; but I will confess that in 
the confusion of recovery from its influence, another, little 
better grounded, succeeded in possessing me. No one 
was in we apartment, or could have entered it, yet the 
clothes of the bed were drawn from their place. Beneath 
it I looked— on vacancy ; arpund the chamber I gazed — 
no object met my sight — the moon being now totally 
obscured ; and to my demand of ** who was there ?" no 
voice made answer. By an efiort of resolution, on fancy- 
ing that I heard a patter of feet along the lobby, i unbolted 
the door. It seemed as if another door had suddenly 
closed by the concussion I felt in the air— but no light 
was visible ; and I returned to my chamber, ashamed of 
my fears, because broi^ht to my senses by the chill of the 
night air. 

The door once again secured, I slept— but restlessly ; 
and when, far in the morning, I rejoined the party at the- 
breakfiist table, the titter that ran along told, in an in- 
stant of thougjit, the trick that had been played upon me,— 
and by whom ; explained the circumstance of two gar^ 
teta tied together being found on myrhamber floor— my 
^ght being extinguished — and the shuttitig of another 
dpor fin th6 fobby. 
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The thing was'wdl contrived and admirably played off; 
and it was as heartily laughed at as ingeniously conceived ; 
but the actors in the plot are now as far severed from each 
other by distance and estrangement, as if thdr morning's 
merriment had never been hdd within the compass of a 
garter. 

Sam. Sketchy. 



LIFE. A SONNET. 

Life ! oh, *ttg varied u an Alpine seene f 

Wild as its heights that scowl upon the vale ; 

Grim, morlc, and danksome hi Its deptlit, where gale 

Of breesy morning never healthful hiew ! 
Yet there are often lovely spots between, 
Where beaaty't self In simplest goiae U seen—- 

Fidds dappled o'er, and sparkling with the dew, 
Repoeing in their sonny-tinctared green. 

Beneath a sky of calm aad cloadless bloe : 
And, oh ! the level ways and hours of life» 

Nor scorched by joy, nor finoen up by woe ; 
Nor chlUed by sadness, nor embroiled by strife, 

Are those in which we purest pleasure know,-* 
'Tis then the spirit's tide hath one high healthful flow ! 

Onesimus. 



THE SOFA. No. II 

Scene — A very pretty papered parlour, a little to the West of 
the Quay of Helensburgh, and looking upon its bay. 

COUSIN MARY, CHARLES HERON, AND HENRV WHITE. 

Mary. — Come, Charles, Mr. White and I will make room 
for you upon the 'sofa—- if you are not too busy with that 
volome^of '^Hlgbways and Byvways," to enjoy the landscape 
and the lounge. 

C. it;— In thiw minutes— I shall have married the " Con- 
Boript'e Bride." 

Mary — You shall i "Hiat's tolerably now^iUant. 

XT. ir.-^Aiid, meaudme, ehsU we go over the " Viaws of 
Glasgow," wfaieh Charles plagued me, all the way, by warn- 
ings not to ermnple? It is tiie sixth namber, I pMraeive. 
Have yon seen Uie former ones? 

Mary. — O yes ; Charles sends them out, rightly Jadging 



ORIGIJirAL. ISA 

tfaik no prMbDt «hi lie more aofi^table to tboM wko wft mU 
tadied to a place, either by the nooUeetiena of bappiBeee, or 
^7 daoitloi of Mikared^ than what meet readfly and viridly 
fMetnta ta:oiir; ttetnorj tha iiqegei of olljecta iueyarably ano- 
datei with, the epot. 

m ir.>«-Tnife^ Ma*am ^ and the ptotorial art poforaM tfaie 
■ggMBble eor^ee in the leist droiiitoaa method* How delight- 
All it mnat be to many a man now far awi^ fram the place of 
hie nalvr^ and odacatioD^ to titt pcrbapa in hie rerandah, at 
Poonah or Nagpore, and loolc again, in this engniTiDg, apon 
the CoUego-garden and the pillared hall* Inhere the first diettne- 
tions of success in that constant competition which makes up 
men*s lives, were eonforred ojpon him ! The haying the enter- 
prise to dirry into execution a plan whfchi while it gives so 
much employment to deserving men, is yet not without risk 
from Its very novelty in SoolAand, is worthy of idl manner of 
oountenanoe, ind^endentlyof thesubstantiffl recompense Which 
thoee who wish to confer the pleasure you allude to on friends 
at a diBtance, must of course confer. How many hpuhels of 
wheat would even the poor emigrants, so graphically described 
in these very clever letters from Canada, of Charles's friend, 
Scott, which I have just been reading in the Chronide, willing- 
ly estranged though they be for ever from Scotland, — give for 
a glimpse of the localities of the capital of Its western districts ! 
you mentioned that you were acquainted with the writer of 
these sketehes ? 

ITory.— O yes : he was a singiifaMr bat very biever young 
fUilow ; and if he forgets his adaiirers here, it will not be for 
want of impnuive warnings m«t to. do so< Hie jate and that 
of a friend of mine are sealed^ I assure you, and her moni- 
tion of *^ dinna forget,*' is already imbodied, by a good song- 
writer, into rather pretty verses. 

H. ^.*--He now edite the Montml Herald? 

C. J7.— WeU,— eo much for Mr« Thosdaa CoUey Grattan.— 
Soolty you mean ? He does, and aUy. But it is curious to 
sse how U(e coleniea depend as much on the mother country 
for itMelUgeBce ae for calico. Colonial newspapers are epi- 
tomes of the many Journals published here, more or lees elever 
aoeording to the tact and experience of th^ conductors. 

Maty. — Then, what is .your vei^ct on the author of <* Bei^ 
N«siir?" 

a £;— That he is a delightful though diffuse story-teller, 
)hiI» perhapa because he is so, an indifferent dramatjet. ^* Semng 
is not believing** in his talent. 

JS. fr.^He has of late aimed at cm^onskoC^ea— 'his first 
blaek-lead ones were better. 

C, ^.— By the bye, it is curious that the <' Sketch' Book,** 
whichy in Britain, has gone throi^h as many editions as it has 
talssy is only at its third impression In New York-^t hsast I 
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■M tiMh adTcriind by a piri»lither, «mie dcMendMit of old Rip's 
—at any fata a Van Winkle. 

J^aty.— MiiB ^'a piano U awkwardly plaaedthenk I 

ftar it baa n^t bean often in nquisition of lata; but I aea abe 
baa bean practiaing tbe *< Diamond Ring,*' a oapy of tba oauaie 
of wbieb wbo was good enoogb to tramicribe for hti ? 

C J?*.-— Tbe amateur oompeoer, to Im sore, for I eannot 
fittbion a aemibreTe* 

ff. IT.— Tbere seema to be anotber M& aong beaide It. It 
it aometbing new ? 

Martf.-^Vfhy, I did not before olnerre it. Read. 

XiOt Italy boaat of iu dear flowing Po, 

And Frencbmen be proud of tbe spreading Garonne ; 
Tbe Rbone may run rapid, tbe Rbine struggle slovr, 

Bat is not tbe blue-bosomed Clyde all our own ? 

*Tis true, as tbe giant-like streams of tbe west* 
It spreads not an ooean of mud-eoloured waves ; 

But, tben, o'er it rides not tbe death-spreading pest, 
And no eroeodiles jrawn in it— open montbed graTOa. 

But stainless aa infancy, limpid aa truib. 

From the green bills it springs, and flows on to tbe sea, 
With the boldness of boyhood, tbe vigour of youth, 

And, at length, the calm might of the man that is free. 

O, spread ever thus aa I see thee, dear stream. 

And bear health on thy current and wealth on thy tide ; 

Be the patriot's boast, f nd tbe poet's fond theme. 

And the pride of thy children, mineown mother-Clyde ! 

J. J., Jon. 

C JET.—*! suppose this must be by a descendant of ike ITmiar 
Poet. It smaelcs sadly of tbe inspiration of a steam-boat quar- 
ter-deck, on a Saturday afternoon. 

Jf. KT.— 'The idea of the piece is better than its azoBUtioii. 
The Germans liave many fine songs in praise of tiie Rhine. 
In Mr. Macray's Tohime of *' Stray Leaves," wbleb I presuUM 
has strayed bere,*there is one of tbem TerybappSy rendeMd* 

Mary.'-^A% I live there passee a friend of mine. Exense 
me for a inonient, till I aak her bow abe does ! 

C. U.— When she came here ?— how long she means tostay ? 
— wbere she goes next ?^-etc. etc. 

JIfory.— *t*erhape all that and more, you provoldog wreteb. 
fSxit.J 

H, ir.-^Wbile Miss Heron is absent, by tbe bye, let me 
S9y that I trust such exbibitions as those at Reynolds* bene- 
fit are not of frequent occurrence in your theatre. In spite of 
tbe beauty of this evtenlng, I cannot help regretting even the 
hour spent hat night in looking at tbe pogillstle fiirce. 
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C. J?.— Notbing: Imt S^ymoorUgood 'natim and Und-lMMt. 
•dness can palliate the thiDg, I admit ; iioleaa it be that in tbis 
weather nobody will go bat for a strong indaoement to the 
theatre ; and to <« The Fancy/* Tom Reynolds held out the 
word (^promise to the ear which certainly he kept not to the 
tniok. The sparring was oat of place there ; and the very 
man who had premtted on the easy manager to let him have a 
benefit, most hwra laughed In his gloves at the golling of the 
** Raws" of OUMgoVF, by showing them a ibw leaps, and 
making them beHeve tliat the Tennis Court ballbtings were of 
the same lenity ! 

if. ir.>->Tbere, the thumps are given and taken so hsartily^ 
that even I enjoyed the mimic battle which exhibits earnest- 
ness withoQt danger to the combatants. 

C. U* — There will be no more of Tom oq the stage for a 
while.— :Mi8s Foote— -> 

Enter Maryi. 

Mary.'^K^ what of Miss Foots, Censor ? Can I not 
tarn my back, but what you avail yourseif of the o])portunity 
to depredate her beauty and-— — 

C A-^Never her degr^o of beauty, Mary, however you and 
I may dllfer as to the value of its kind* But I will not say 
one ungracious word of her in your company ; and, in truth, 
the very universality of her popularity with even the fair ses, 
nsakes me almost draw in the severity of my former opinion. 
Her fascination it would be stoical to deny. 

S* FT. —Mils Jarman, whom I remember to have seen in 
Dublin, succeeds her I am told. Ton will admire her, Ma*am ; 
set oiF as her acting will be by the fine gentlemanly perform- 
ances of Wards. 

Mary, — He is of the Kemble school ? 

C £r.— Tea. When you pass through KUmarnoek, by the 
bye you must go to the theatre, for it is now to popsess one,-» 
Seymour having constructed a handsome place for the purpose. 
Tbis completes his western circuit, as he now halds Glasgow 
as the centre of \la^ system; and Ayr, Paisley, KlUy, and 
Greenock, will fill up his revolution for the year. 

H, W. — This is the only way provincial theatres can thrive. 
I hope he will make as much as T^te Wilkiusdn did on the 
York Circuit 

C, if.— He deserves to do so. Melrose has made the air 
of ** McLean's Invitation*' popular. It is a favourite of yours, 
Mary, I believe? Mr. — — sings it with you here, I*mtoid? 

Ara9y.>->He does ; and it is deservedly so. But the words 
are not in keeping with the strain. 

C ir. — I thought that was your opinion, my dear, —and so 
I have picked up some stray verses, which, perhaps may suit 
' it better will you try ? 
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Mary 90a4» k0ra&f^ 

Come meet me at gloftmin*, my Mary, dear Mary ; 
Come meet me at gloamin*, alane, in the glen ; 
When I, love, am near thee, what is there to fear thee ? 
Then meet me at e*ea, dearn va* nae ane ehall ken. 

Muoh hae I to hear, love ; moeh b«ft.I to fpeas» lov« ; 

And the ho^ and the ftara of nfy h«eom to teU; 
'Ti» bat when ahme, dear» I hen you're my ain, dear ; 

When you emile upon itbera. I loae half myiel*. 

Then meet me at gloamin*, my Mary, dear Mary ; 

O meet me at gloamin*, alane in the glen ; 
The eoshat's saft croon, love, our green knoweaboon, lore. 

Shall teach me to whisper a|^n^-flrhat ye ken. 

Oh ! lang to the thinkin* o* weary hearte sinking, — 
The noon creeps in sunshine and gladness away ; 

But sbwer it wears, love; to him* wlio haa fears, lore. 
Like me that some vows are mair fleeting than day. . 

Then meet me at gloamin', my Mary, dear Mary ; 

O meet'me at gloamin', alane in the glen ; 
To live, love, withautthce, were lesa than to douht thee. 

Then loek but thy promise, and meet with me then ! 

*Twas there Aat We parted, baith sad an' iii' heartedl ; 

'Tis there we shotdd meet,— for nae meeting to me 
Is the eaaldrife salute, love,-*»tbat only wad suit, love, 

When kinsmen are by us, or frem-folk can see ! 

Then steal to me, Mary — my Mary, dear Mary, 

At the gloamin*, and meet me alane in the bower, 

Nae tell-tale's the moon, love, that smilesfraeaboon, love. 

On the trystings o' true love, whatever the hour ! 

[Jt the dote ofthejirtt stanza, Mr* White takes the hinf, 
and walks off, mid Charles and his cou$fn *' explain" 
muiually to each other's satisfbetion.] 



THE MAXIMIST. No. IV. 

Fair oomplexipned ^omen are seen to more advantage in 
summer than in winter, while it is the reverse with brunettes ; 
and yet these most abound where the climate makes the nearest 
approach to perpetual sunshine. 

To appear to enjoy the company of the silly, is to become 
as weak as themselves. Spirit that mixes kindly wifk water, 
ceases to be spirit. 

A well-flouneed gown improves the shape of the wearer's 
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wsist — as a fr^tf-f foot fl^aj* makes as ih\q!Sf. the Cms it be- 
lotig9 to t)i« prettier for it. 

It has been said, that the first indication, of the .iifipid decay 
of a language is, when those whose native tongne it has been, 
easily slide into the aooent and idiom of another. If this be 
true, the Gadle will not long be more than a dialeet, for the 
younger natives of the HigUands, resident In the low country, 
cannot now be easily discovered by their tongue. 

There is no mind absoluldy friee from a bias to superstition 
— ^which is bat belief on inadequate evidence. 

The i^mpsjlhy of mediocrity or silliness is more intsnsethan 
the friendslfip .of taknt, because rivalry may blunt the edge of 
the one* but conscious feebleness induces the mutual support 
of the other. 

The most unpardonable offence a man can commit in the 
eyes of his circle of compeers is — ^to surpass them ;.-*becau8e 
they cannot openly accuse, although by covert sneers. they may 
seek to punish him. 

Some men are wo imbued > with the idea of abstract and 
distributive justice, that they will often inflict • pain upon 
themselves, merely that others may receive, a part of their 
deserts. 

There is no music so delightful to mediocrity as to hear ta- 
lent employed in the dqpi^jbdon of its fellow. 

It is skilful policy to praise the weak points of a pi^oe, where 
your envy will not permit you to indicate its strong one*. 
The maggot prefers the sore of a cripple to the lip of an 
Aspasia. 

Men can affavd to admire. the ability of others* so long as it 
does not Gom0 into immediate competition and. comparison 
with their own — lack of it. 

The present fashion of ladies' petticoats is like *s style 

—.too loose and too lengthy. 



THE HOPE FULrFILLED. 

Years of long love and labour ^ ye are crowned ! 

— Labour was love — but love a toil was ne'er ; — 
Fruition*s happiness at length is found ; 

She's mine ! she's mine ! — hear, sleeping echo, hear ! 

Yet, no ! ye midnight watches, hear it not ! 

Scarce let my besom know Us master's bliss : 
I would be miser of my joy, yea, thought^ 

Whilst steeped in rapture, ^poor to even a kiss ! 
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So o*er tlM'gem the slave in teeret gloatt,* 
Which, worth a prinoedoni, cannot buy Mm free.; 
' I will not change this bourns exultant thoughts 
For wealth's proud boast ; — no, not for liberty * 

Give me my chains l^bey are thy fsAdl«g avma ! 

Seal, seal my bondage^ with another kiss. 
From these the ransom of all other charms 

Can asTor free—nor pay an hour like this ! 

It is enough !•— let fate or fortune gloom,— > 
He is their thrall, whom one or other mo ws . 

Within my bosom but one thought hath room— - 
My tongue one language — it is this : — she Ibves ! 

If I have pawned the peaoe of eomiag years 
To melt its essence in one madding draught. 

It hath been drained without a coward's fears, 

And memory will refill the cup thus quaffed ! r 1 

An annual teeming bond the worldling buys '^■'^ 

With half his fortune to endow his Une : " '^ 

I iviser apend my all on one rich prixe, 
Whose usury is this— ehe's mine ! she's mine ! 

PkOfPERO. 



* ** In the mines of Braxil, theslaTes often secrete diamonds ^ 
of immease Talue.*' — Mavn. t^ 

♦1 



Ckri$tian Nomet betttr Uum Smumei- i 

Hid, though you are *< High Church,*' you need not so sneer ' 
When of sects and dissentecs you happen to hear ; ^ 

Nor laugh at their titles ; the wise should not, Sfar, blame, 
if these have a Christian, the sound of their Simame. 



Cofuoiatian, 



Egypt's sUme mounds are crumbling into sand. 

And Athens* tem|des in the dust decay ; 
Nor adamant nor marble can withstand 
The silent friction of Time's wing : away 
It brushes pomp— power 'neath it crouches do^m, 
Why then repine that my black coat is bare, or turned, in h«», 
to brown ! 



Friuted by £. Kbull k Son,'and Sold by ail Booksellers. 
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THE WATERING-PLACES. No. L 

(Concluded from No. XVI.) 

It is eight o'clock — and the month is Jane. The san of 
C9*irse has not yet set behind these hills which his flaming 
fluries already diadem with gorgeous lustre. In many of 
diose apartments, which, on ground and other floors, by 
open windows and smart screens, indicate the residence o£ 
the nugrative tribes, the tea has been sipped, and the most 
striking parts of the gossip of Glasgow aisburthened, and 
4he la£es are adjusting tneir shawls and tying their bon- 
ikUta ; and now every " land " from the Rope Walk to 
A^empuck, ** M'Farlane*s and all," is pouring out its pro- 
menaders, while the servant lasses are unpackinj^ the com- 
missariat baskets, laying aside the lamb ana quartern 
'baves, or, when unexpected visitors have arrived, beating 
ap the bakers' and the butchers' quarters, and " shaking 
4|»wn " feather beds in the barrack department The tide 
of beauty sets to the westward; and while some premedi- 
tate, by the speed of their gait, a walk to the Clougn, others 
are obviously inclined to go no farther than Hunger'emout, 
Mr. Rankine's, or, perchance, as the evening is not sidtry, 
to M'lnroy's Point. 

I shall rest me a while on this green knoU, and watch 
the current of human happiness as it ^Udes past me, said 
I to myself, as I sat.down by the wayside, a little beyond 
the tall city-looking building, with the ominous name, and 
clumsy seaward-turned outside turnpike, that looks as if it 
had been lifted for the season from the Saltmarket, and was 
to be carried back in September; and as the peristrephic 
panorama passed before me, I fell into one oi those reve- 
ries where it is not easy to distinguish between what is 
really passing before the eye of the body and that of the 
imagination. It appeared to me, as if much of beauty and 
17 
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something of folly had marshalled themselves and passed 
successively in review; and I only wish that I haa fixed 
down in my portfolio the fleeting impressions of the one 
and of the other, that interspersed themselves, ever and 
anon, with the placid yet elevated delight which a summer's 
sunset always affords me, in a scene like that hy which 
I was on each hand surrounded. That young lady in a 
black dress, which her own eyes far out-jet, seems as brigfat- 
flpirited as she is beautiful— hut yet it appears to me as if 
the fire of that eye flashed every thing in turn, rather than 
habituallv beamed intelligence. These are surely sisters 
habited m the delicate and airy robes of gossamer-like 
muslin, in which the beauty oi the butterfly's winff is 
inscribed on the tissue of Arachnis web. There is a 
good-will in their gait, a good-nature in their look, and a 
warm-heartedness in their mien, that might make that 
youth at his ease, who is acting the amiable beside 
«them, in spite of his starched cravat and tightly strapped 
calf-covers. Cherry-coloured ribbons do become even a 
matron — ^but I doat upon light blue round the hair of lit- 
tle sparklers I Will these gentlemen never allow the 
ladies to hear the sound of their own voices— ^r is it the 
tumbler that still speaks within them? That fellow 
oannot surely have seen a lady for a week, that he pours 
out such a torrent of tittle tattle. But the cheery merri- 
ment of a group of misses — ^too old to be called children, 
and too voung to be ffrave as ** women "—of fifteen, is a 
music that repays the jarring of the by-gone group. 
This grave cotene is made up of old stagers, who have 
never missed a season at Gourock for twenty years, and 
have a by-sight acquaintance with every pebble between 
this and Kempuck stone. These reckless looking youths, 
already tipsy, of whom no one apparently knows any good, 
since no one recognises them, have escaped the punch dissi- 
pation of Glasgow, to plunge into the sea and wnisky todd^ 
one, of two sleepless nights, at what is not a watering^ if 
an inspiriting, place to them. The bankrupt master and 
the broken-down clerk are there, )uid their motto is the 
Epicurean's, " Live while youlive," — ^however briefly, they 
might add. 

The sun is now behind the Cowal hills f the noble fore- 
ground of the Peninsula, which separates the Holy Lodi 
m>m Loch Long, is shrouded in shadow ; and these anna 
of the giant sea are folded up in the slight vesture of a night 
which is hardly dark. The groups have returned: the 
neat supper and comfortable tumbler 'waits me, which the 



hi 



ORIGINAL. 147 

9ldlfiil manaffanent of a Pattern of wives has prepared for 
her husbanirs guests. The wearied old hoatmen have 
crept to their summer truckle-beds in outhouses and hams 
—toe younger ones hare stolen to the wells of the village 
to meet the citj servant lasses. ^ Granny M'ELinlay, who 

et was never a mother, and so little of a wife as to insert 

ler maiden name upon her sign-hoard, is complaining 
Uiat she has heen '^ splushphem^ up hill and down dale,^ 
by some one *' who cursed her tyled dyke," and telling any 
one who will listen as secrets what every body knows. 
Bauldy Bain is snoring almost as loud now as he will 
do at every pull he ^ves the church bell to-morrow, which 
hardly out-echoes hun as it summons the Genteels, the So- 
Sos, and all other subdivisions of summer society in Gou- 
rock, to that service which is impressive and touching, 
from the singular mixture its auditory exhibits of a city, a 
sea-fiuing, and an agricultural population, in all their varie- 
ties of age, manner, expression, and costume, crammed 
within a building little better than, and not so laige as, a 
ham, and with a floor not so well swept, nor benches so 
conveniently placed as those at harvest home, to hear a 
pious worthy man, who is as miserably paid as the chapcd 
IS kept, while yearly hundreds of opulent individuals avail 
themselves of the decency of attending his ministrations. 

I am tired — mj bed is ready — ^my sketch is finished ; 
and to-morrow will be a day of silent happiness and holy 
enjoyment, amid the impressive grandeur of nature's love^ 
liest combination of sea and land. 

Mcnday morning^ hcdf-pcLst four, — The horn blows — I 
am not hidf slept M^Glashan's high charges for poor ao- 
oonunodation are paid, — and again on the way to Glasgow, 
along with many other tired seekers for enjoyment and 
variety, is the wearied 

Hermit of the West. 



THE PHRASEOLOGIST. No. L 

He doesvCt meddle vnth politics, — Used in reference to a 
man whose selfishness is so intense, that it prevents him 
from seeing that the ffood of the public is the benefit of 
the individual ; or wno, like the Aberdeen tide-waiter, 
holds out his open luuids — ^while he closely shuts his 
eyelids. 

H£s very clever though — quite a genius. — The concluding 
w<»rds in which Qommon-place people think they have 
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d«aGribed what, as they cannot comprehend it, thej 
cannot well delineate; — ^what too often winds up the 
Ta^e laudation of some one who thinks the possession 
of certain mental ^culiarities, or, it may he, {jowers, 
renders the retention of other ordinary qualities — as 
method, industry, punctuality, &c superfluous; — ^with 
a but following it^ and accompanied by a shake of the 
head, it is meant to imply that the principle which giyes 
life to acquirements also incapacitates the possessor 
fix>m practically ayailing himself of these in the busi- 
ness of the world — as if it took away from the salubrity 
of the element of water that it gushed up in a fountain, 
rather than oozed through the earth, or dribbled from 
a rock. 

Hi^8 been unfortunate in business, — Applied indifferendy 
to those who have suffered ruinous losses — ^those whom 
they again have made suffer — and to those who were the 
origin of the suffering without being ruined ;-^«n ex- 
pression which as often implies folly or roguery as ill- 
luck, stupidity, good-nature, or uncontroll2U>le circum- 
stances. 

8h^U have at least thousand pounds, — A climax in 

the description of beauty, to which ordinary rhetorical 
figures are comparatiyely unadorned prose and sober 
assertion. To ml up the blank, diyide the spoken sum 
by 5 and by 3, and the result wUl be the lady's dowry 
— ^if she haye any. 



THE SOFA. No. HI. 

ScEKK — The dinxmg {qntrtment of the VxKUS Sieam^JBoal, 

HENRY WHITE, CHARLES HERON, and another OoodfeUow-tiame 
of no < 



£r. W, — It it fortunate for as, if not for the steward, that 
but three of as dined here to-day. Had there been more than 
the number of the Graces, we coald not have been " all sippiof 
punch — all sipping tea — all talking — and all damned," aa 
Wordsworth 8ays-~on this faieuH, or Sofa : — your leg a little 
to one side, if yoa please, Charles. 

C, H, — There. No, faith ! each may not happen agaki till 
December ; for <* every body,*' I hear —that aggregate animal — 
has bespoke the barque of Cyprus* queen for each day this aeaaon. 
We may thank our stars that it i) Saturday evening, when 
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none but clergymen oome up the rbmr, and each nice gentlemen 
as yoa, who think Sunday Talgar in the country. It Im indeed 
a wonderfully elegant suite of apartments it boasts of this 
galley, — but the steam organ is a Joke. Before the elastic fluid 
propelled its music, I wondered one day what the deuce made 
a fellow, every now and then, pour whisky down a hatch be- 
neath the floor-doth, till I learned that a /ufl length Jack Tar 
was imprisoned below to moye it, in place of the Tapour ! 

Goodfdlow* — Why, that was only improving upon the plan 
of a moving power from burning alcohol, by substituting a 
better use of it — swallowing ! 

C H. — It was not to be wondered at, then, that it was at 
once played ^t and con tpirito. 

H, W, — By the bye, that is a beautiful uniform edition <^ 
Wordsworth just out — the first set of his writings that would 
range; — I don't pun. It will do more to extend his popularity 
than all the laboured panegyrics of his followers— by making 
his worke accessible, and portable, and well-looking in their 
dress, instead of being a ragged regiment, of all statures, from 
the grenadier quarto, to the triangle-boy like twenty-fours. 

C. H, — Ay, ay! your bookseller is the true Fame, after 
all, although he has no other wings than the " broad sheet," 
nor trumpet than a friendly critique or insinuating pufF. It 
is the active or the slovenly publisher who makes or mars a 
man of genius,— in as far as the voice of the mass of the public 
may help to do one or other. What indefatigable exertions the 
publisher of the " Scots Worthies" has made for that new edition 
of his ! Old Howie may well pardon the taking off the rough 
beard of his style, for the being shown up so well in a good 
coat, and put forward into so many genteel modem companies — 
who had hardly ever heard of the men who bled that they 
might go to church without an escort of dragoons. 

GoodfiUow, — Can either of yon two sages tell me whether a 
desperately favourable, or i— - severe review, does most good 
to a new book ? 

H. W.l r Oh ! there can be no qnestion— the 

J* *• 3 panegyric, of course. 

Attametme. <q^, ^^^^^ ^^ ^^ ^^ doubt— the 

C mauling does. 

Goo£(/e22(>v.— Then the success of Horace Smith's novels is 
easily accounted for, gentlemen; since never were works so 
Tldiculously praised, or so unjustly condemned; but by the hits 
being contrary ways, they still stand up, I perceive, for another 
baa come out. 

H. ^.— Ay, " Reuben Apeley,*'— fluent without facility- 
copious without force — cardess without ease— yet elaborate 
without skill,— except in the preface. 

C. H. — Why, you seem to think that there was much truth 



ff. W.'\ 
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la what tlM Qniirterly Mdd of them---«r nther Lockhart, I 
presume? 

H, W. — I do. By the hye, John Lockhart was in Glasgow, 
on a Tisit to his venerable father, as I passed through. He 
does not seem to have suffered from London smoke. 

Goodfdlow.-^So I heard ; for, '* troubled with a raging 
tooth *' t'other day, I went to my friend Doctor Soott, of course^ 
and — 

C, H, — Had your tooth pulled? 

GoodfeUow. — No ; but had so much fun with the sage that 
the demon took flight, the Doctor lost his fee, and I kept my 
indBor, Lockhart had just been calling on him, and had put 
him in excellent spirits. 1*11 giye you an article. If you like, on 
a new subject — The Pleasures of the Toothache ! It should 
take. But what have yoo there? 

C, H,-^Oh ! two specimens of translation, by a young 
Bowring of Glasgow — a merchant with a single heart and 
aeven languages. He is a fine fellow ; and these seem freely 
rendered. They shall go in, if I have any thing to say to 
SavealL Listen. 

Love Song of a Bedouin Chief 

PaOM THX AaABXC. 

(See the Life of Antar^-a Bedouin Romance.) 

The f^rkling ster that ushers in the day 
In the bright east, has scarce lit up its ray ; 
The waning beams Of Cynthia's crescent horn 
Bespeak not yet the near approach of morn ; 
And still the dew drops o*er the valley spread. 
With balm refresh the floweret's drooping head. 
Tet through the gloom methinks I can descry 
The dark-haired maiden, whose bright beaming eye 
Sheds life and lostre o*er the desart plain ; 
Whose voice is music's warmest, softest strain-— 
Its sounds can soothe the soul to tranquil rest ; 
Or, like the tambourg, sweU the maddened breast ! 
See where she comes, in robes that far outshine 
The stainless beauty of the jessamine ! 

Her eye than the gszelle's shines brighter ; 

Her step than the gazelle's is lighter ! 
Her breath spreads freshness o'er the burning sand. 
Like the rich gales that fim the Prophet's land ! 
Till her loved form these arms with rapture hold, 
How sbw the scroll of moments is unroDed I 
Haste ! haste, my love ! with ardour I ezdaim ; — 
She hears ! — she answers I—- she repeats my name ! 

Tbra. 
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£f0oe(^%22(w.— I— — *8, for a erown bowl ! Let mo rwd 
the other. 

Paraphrased from the Sermon, 

A pretty xnai9en sat her down upon the wide sea's brink. 

And as upon its waves she gazed, she strught began to think ; 

And then, as thinking oft will end, she next began to talk. 

For when a woman wants to speak, << no company's** no baulk : 

And if to speak with others be a mighty easy task. 

It is not much more difficult one's self some tjhioga to ask : 

To answer, to be sure, I own, is quite a different thing, 

Especially if like Lepota's be the questioning. 

<• What," said she, " *8 broader than the sea? what longer than the 

plain? 
« What swifter than the bounding steed that fisels not spur nor rein? 
*' What sweeter than the honey of the roviog mountain-bee ? 
** And, oh ! what dearer than the love my brother bears to me ? ** 
*' Lepota, thou'rt a foolish girl,** a voice soon made reply, 
" The oeean*s but a stripe beneath heaven's broad blue canopy ; 
'' But yet *tis wider than the steppe, or even the czar's domains, 
** And thine eye outstrips the swiftest steed that gallops o*er the 

plains. 
** Hw honey dew is not so sweet, as love's first willing kiss, 
.^ And cold's a brother's love-embrace to this, sweet girl, to this I *' 
Lepota would have answered,— had her lips less dose been pressed ; 
Or the listener and replier been another than larest. 

Thkta. 

JJ. JF. — The poets are all a-tramping this year, methioka. 
Campbell baa jast got home— Wordsworth and Southey are at 
Harrowgate— Wilson baa let bis hoiiae, or rather paradise, at 
the Lakes this season — and Allan Conningham is coming down 
to his own dear Scotland. 

C., H, — Sir Walter is a Jixed star this year, however. I won- 
der if it is for the heir of the Jobson estate in Kinross, or the 
inheritor of the fame of the writer of ** Valerias " that he pur- 
poses following out Croker's plan, and writing " Stories fh>m 
the History of Scotland." — Those just published by the minister 
of Douglas are very admirable, and cheap — a recommendation 
Sir Walter's will of course, and properly, want. His minutes 
are the price of others' months. " Napoleon " is ready, and if 
only one-tenth of the male population of Britain read it, and 
one copy serve fifty readers, 20,000 will be sold in six months. 

GaodfeOow, — I have been wonderfully fascinate by hia An* 
•cdotlcaJ Recollections in the last Quarterly. The anecdotes of 
Hutton and the Snails, and Adam Smith and the Beadle^ are 
exquisite. 

ff, W. — He is the oonnecting link between M'Kenzie a^d 
Fruicis JeflQrey — the old and the new schools of Scottish genius. 
How can he call the former vUima Seotorvm f 
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Goodfittow.'^AM yon say,— >when he is actually writing a 
«WM*' story-book for a Soott beyond himself ! Ha, ba!— 
But yoar glass, if you please ;— we most get more ice put be- 
tween the bowls. This is the anniversary of the day that the 
intelligence of the battle of Waterloo reached Glasgow.— Let 
us drink the healths of Wellington and Anglesea. 

(7. H. ^ H, ^.— With pleasure. Hip— hip—hurra ! 

C If.— Although the Duke has blundered on an Irish 
amendment we should never forget that we once all but wor- 
aliipped him. It is folly to take revenge on him now, for our 
, bring over generous, which we begin to have a snealdng suspi- 
cion of. 

H, W, — He should never have meddled with politics or 
^ party, good or bad, to give up the leisure he had nobly won. 

C, H, — I had prejudices against liim till I saw him— bat 
that calm, serene, yet dignified countenance of his, convinced me 
that even when in error he believes he is right. 

Goodfdlow, — The very best — because not violent — although 
decided animadversions on his << clause '* are in the *' Dumfries 
Courier.'* I wonder the other papers wont quote the sound 
remarks of Mr. M'Diarmid, but only seize on his good-humoured 
contributions to Cuvier*s Regne Animal. 

H, W, — Why, many of these, besides being good stories, are 
contributions to Natural History, to which the mere discovery 
of a new fungus is poor drivelling. In Brewster's last Number 
there is a hit for him, where there is a curious paper on the 
doMei of cryptogamic plants, which grow on the sldn Of the 
m»alle§t insed / 

Goodfellow.^^Mercy on us !— By and bye we shall have tWo 
friends of mine botanically mad — drawing up a Flora Lotuiana/ 

C, £r.— In the same journal there is an abstract of one Ste- 
phen Atkinson's discoveries in searching for gold mines in 
Scotland, which would afford fine scope for Mac's felicities of 
style. The Londoner visited Dumfries too. Gentlemen — the 
ladies of that county, if you please. 

H. W, $• Goodfellow,^MiM Mary Iferon, and the ladies of 
Dumfriesshire. Hip— -hip — Hurra — hurra — hurra ! 1 1 

[ The organ at this struck up " O wiftt ye wha's in you 
town," and Charles rings the heU for another mutchkin 
of rum, to huh his Mushes. ] 



TO CORRESFONDENTa 
Cbsrlet Heron was out of town when a Michael, who mu not an an^et, 
made a debut and a fool of herself— but Solomon Is self could not admire this 
dMCVhter of IsraeL Charles has gone off avowedly to squire liome his 
eonsin, but really tiecause he dare not trust himself withtn fifty miles of tbe 
flMcinaUon of one Foofo,— and doats on consistency and hit cousin. 

Ffeintsd by Jaaoes CurU, 65, BeD.Street» and sold by all P trfl ki rrtt tft 
FBICE THREEPENCE. 
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THE WATERING-PLACES. No. IL 

fSfum^lan^. 

I AM about to do a thing yerv unusual with me — ^modify 
my plan as first conceived — alter m^ resolution as origin- 
ally formed. Conscious that my fnend Saveall's Reposi- 
tory of Good Things would be filled up long ere I could 
yisit and delineate one-half of those delightful nooks of 
country, called the Watering-Places of the West, 1 had 
determined upon deyoting myself exclusiyely to such of 
these as I could place in my Sketch Book, previous to the 
dose of the season, without once turning aside, or being 
charmed from my excluidyeneas of purpose, by Pitcaithly, 
Earn, or even the Banks of Allan Water, however lovely 
in nature, or celebrated in song. But gallantry and 
friendship at once assail my firmness — and I yield. The 
former appeals to me in the shape of a letter from the fas- 
cinating Miss Valeria Verdantique, who complains griev- 
ously of the giddiness and levity of the girls who frequent 
the Wells of Cromlix, and solicits me to animadvert upon 
their conduct; and the latter assails me in the form of 
an invitation from an old invalid friend, to spend a week 
with him at Dumblane, and assist in making war upon its 
ennui when there. Helensburgh, then, will not, this 
time, be on the leaf of my travelling portfolio which I 
turn over; for see, where, from the point of view, which 
is a gentle eminence, formed b]r masses of ruins, said to 
have been the cellars of some jolly inonks, which their 
own decay, and the accumulations of time, with many pil«> 
grim feet, have covered over with soil that gives a velvet 
sward of both emerald green and mossy texture as its 
guerdon for a repose hoe nor spade has never interfered 
with, on turning to the north, the solemn ruins of a 
venerable pile are seen, whose cruciform shape, lancet 
windows, venerable and hoary tower, and accompaniments 
of church-yard stones, which, round the base of its but« 
18 
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tresses, cover ^ many a mouldering heap," speak of an an- 
tiquity that is altogether alien from onr idea of what gfoes 
to make up the smart, neat, and novel features we expect 
to meet with in a watering-place! Indeed, I fear that the 
air of old and solemn grandeur andrepose, which seems inse- 
parable from, and appears to me one of the chief beauties of, 
DumbUme — for it is that we look upon — ^wiU be felt by 
many as its greatest drawback as a pUice of amusement, 
or even of recreation. It must be confessed it is a dull 
spot, in the fashionable sense of the term, and it would 
seem as if its manorial lord had resolved that it should 
ever remain so, and sleep on for ages in a state of vener- 
able quiet, undisturbed Dy au^ht of the bustle attendant 
upon improvement, in any of its thousand shapes. But I 
am told the lady of Kinnoul is about to patronise the spot. 
Well, the Banks of the Lichel and the AUan may yet be 
embellished with gardens, and gemmed with the sweet 
retreats of domestic el^fance ; and the natural capabilities 
of the situation brought into use, affording as they do, 
if not space for squares, and crescents, and open walks, 
and Montpelier Rows, at least many admirable ** stanoes" 
for cottages with woodbined frt>nts, and gardens where 
the rose tree may be proud to flourish. If rumour be 
correct, it was mm an act of fond devotion to a lady, 
on the part of the late proprietor of the estate, that it 
came into the possession or its present owner. Surely 
then the influence of the fair sex is no inappropri- 
ate means of turning the attention of its noble pro- 
prietor to embellishing a domain, which needs the culture 
of the hand of Taste and Wealth, — ^but could repay it. 

Dumblane, seen fr^m this station, appears one of the 
most irregular of Scotland's ragged little towns, and its 
houses as much out of symmetncal arrangement as are 
those masses of stone which, while they cumber the bed 
of the Allan, down whose waters the winter's storm has 
tossed them, are yet the cause of the wild and pleasing 
murmur of music, which its ripples dashing on their sides 
occasion. In sooth, it b a wua and broken stream, and 
at this spot has none of that sullen depth and ** plum"-like 
gloom which one expects to see in a river or rivulet^ 
where broken hearts have found a place to still tiieir 
throbbings in. But these rocky lumps, however irrega- 
Iturly thrown, are convenient for stepping stones, and those 
houses so oddly placed, and streets, if streets they can be 
oaUed, which strait are not, contain much of comfort and 
ooziness, simplicity and honest worth. But here opmes 
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Duncan, the bellman, doubtless to inooire if we do not 
desire to see the Catibedral. Surely, honest Duncan, I 
shall revisit it — and you are safe in now/trustin^ me with 
admittance to where the handle of thine office is suspended. 
Years have elapsed since even the solemnity of a place of 
worship — ^for snch the choir still is, and beautifulUr fitted 
up for the purpose — and the awe I often, if not habitu- 
aUy felt, in wandering throug^h the aisles of a building-, 
whose deep foundations were laid in 1142, and wbose 
walls were reared by the endowing beneficence of the 
pious David the First, *' that dear Saint to the Crown," 
as the witty James the Fifth called him— could not prevent 
me from alarming the sober lieges, and astonishing even 
Meg BaiUie — ^the only bailie then in Dumblane — and 
putting Duncan's place in peril, by ultroneouslv pulling 
the bell rope at an hour when the Cathedral chimes 
. should not have swung upon the silent air. But these 
were boyhood's frolics, and now — ^but hold, I am not 
80 dd either — only at my prime — nor even in my 
heart's age surely— for see, where, gliding beneath these 
fine trees, tall and old, that skirt the ed^e of the Allan, 
and barely leave room for one path, beside their roots, 
and so steep is the bank, half-wav up their branches, as it 
were, for another — the sylph-like forms of youth and 
beauty are gliding seen ! These are some of the visitors 
of the place. — My glass ! — What an excellent figure that 
isI-^Hold; she turns this way. "What eyes of fire — and 
et the face is pale. — Can it be that a form so graceful, 
\ too slender — ^that a cheek so beautiful — ^though darkly 
80— -is colourless from disease ? No, no — ^that gait is too 
aky— *4hat glance to6 bright— that body too finelv propor- 
tioned for the charming creature to be ill. But that is <he 
plague of seeing such in a dull resort of water-drinking 
mvafids— one can never get quite rid of the apprehension, 
that delicacy of feature results from consumption, or round- 
ness of shape from a liver complaint. If that lovely one, 
who seems the daughter of a warmer clime, has really been 
ill, blessings on the healthful springs of Cromlix that have 
relumed the eye and rebraced the limbs, althoiui'h they 
have not planted the gaudy red upon a cheek so chiselled. 
A grave lady accompanies her, and a sort of companion as 
robust as lughlimd health and solid understanding can 
make her, is of the party. They are winding then: way 
up to the wooden bridge that crosses the Allan at the 
Woollen Mill, but we shall meet them in the morning fur- 
ther up its bank, when we may quaff in the wretchednuts, 
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which are all the saloon this Spa caa hoast of, draoffhts of 
water, either cold as aa a^e fit — as was oidy to^e had 
recently— or warm it to our taste, by poaring^ a little of 
it boiling; hot into our goblet, from a dirty smoked tea 
kettle, for, I assure you, gende companion of this my 

Smoramic yiew from the mount, this alone is the ezpe- 
ent hit upon for increasing the temperature of the health- 
ful fluid to an^ thing above the coUc degree of Farenheit 
Verily, the yisitors at the Wells must be easily pleased with 
their accommodations there, which, especially if contrasted 
with the luxurious refinements of Cheltenham, Leamington, 
and Bath, might revolt their taste fully as much as their 
draughts may benefit their stomachs, or the apparently 
endless walk of three miles from their lodgings do good to 
their limbs. 

But, mark, the town seems in a bustle, which oddly 
contrasts with the usual solitude of its streets, or is it but 
the visitors to the place, who are on the qui vive, whilst 

the inhabitants, from douse and worthy Mr. ^, the 

merchant, down to Leezy, the good old body of a clumi- 
bermaid at Kinros's, remain in tiieir habitual state of int- 
nerturbability ? There seems to be a happy admixture of 
Doth in the motley throng — ^for here fiity is a mob — who 
bend their steps upwards and beyond that tasteful mansion 
in the English manorial style, where dwells the SherifiP of 
the place. Let us descend and ascertain the occasion <^ so 
unusual a si^ht as that of sixteen people in one group, or at 
one time visible on the streets of Dumblane — Sunday apart. 
At this observation, it may be supposed that those who 
chose to accompany me, left the subterraneous catacombs of 
the holy brothers, who knew so well how to moisten their 
day, where it blew cool in summer, and was cozy at 
Christmas eve, and foi^nd themselves in a few momenta 
passing the great western window of the Cathedral, now 
so tastefully restored I soon satisfied myself of the cause ; 
and, as a sight-hunter, was not at all grieved to learn that 
the notorious Alexander Fletcher was to hold forth in a 
few minutes in the open air, at a place called the How MilL 
After taking a comfortable cup of tea from the hands of 
the ubiquious little Leezy of all work, for the waiter was 
off to the raree-show; and securing for myself the '^ wee 
wee bed-room," off the public chamber, on the ground floor^ 
which is like the aforesaid cellars of the monks — suited to 
all seasons — in preference to sleeping in the church — a 
practice which, nowever I may fall into it, when any of 
the pouderose school hold forth, I have a conscientioua 
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dbjecdon to, even where, as in the case of Damblaiie, au 
actiYe innkeeper maj have fitted it up into a series of very 
becoming dormitories, I sallied forth, and arriYed at the 
amphitheatre, where this aposUe of impudence was hold- 
ing forth, in time to get quite a surfeit of impiety and h v- 
pocrisy, although escaping all but the fag end of the dis- 
course. The exhibitor, uke other mountebanks, was holding 
forth from a sta^e, composed of deals, stretched over tres- 
sels, and covered with a stripe of carpeting. He flourished 
bis arms about in all the pomp of canonical bombazeen 
muffles, for his gown was after the Episcopalian fiishion, 
and poured forth a torrent of unmeaning common places, 
or audacious self-appropriations of scripture, with an un* 
hesitating fluency truly astonishing. The place where he 
stood was the lowest part of an area, almost of a basin 
shape, so regularly did the ^ound rise amphitheatrically 
around him, which, within its enclosure, partly of walls 
and gables, could easily have held 2,000 people; and this 
extent coidd easily have been embraced, on an evening so 
still, hy even a weaker voice than that which quacks find 
80 invaluable to their profession, that few of the tribe set 
up as preachers without it But the faithless Sandy^s 
auditory did not amount to one-twentieth of that number, 
and these consisted chiefly of the working classes of the 
place and surroimdinff district. I was quite disappointed 
m my expectations of seeing a turn-out of all the unden- 
izened beauty of the place, as well as of the flowers which 
may have succeeded '* Sweet Jessy," who, it is to be hoped, 
is the mother of seven children by this time, or Smith 
and Tannahill have sung and set in vain. Here and there 
a parasol and a pretty face, and prettier printed calico, 
were seen ; and at wide intervals of an assemblage, by no 
means dense, a pursey mother might be observed, wnose 
curiosity had prevailed over her esprit du sex; and she had 
ventured to bring her daughters to look at the cleriod 
Tlieseus. One beautiful blue-eyed &^rl 1 did see, but the 
bulk of even that portion of the auditory who wore bon- 
nets, were, in one respect, like the discourse of the preach- 
er — ^not very likely to fiiscinate any one who " is nothing 
if not critical." But I foiget. The modem Marplot — ^the 
genius of meddling — ^the incarnation of old maidenish 
acerbity, and sister-in-lawish jealousy, was there, in the 
person of the honourable Jean, wrapped up in a silken 
cloak, and a self-sufficient composure, and looking a smoke- 
dried portrait of her brother; and with her there was a 
pretty silly little thing who had been prevailed upon to 
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listen twenty times to the same sermon, on condition of 
being allowed to admire and exhibit, on these occasions, 
the riding habit her mamma had ^ot made for her Jnly 
jonmey into Scotland. I onl^r waited the conclnsion of 
the Psalmody, which was beautifally led, and had a charm- 
ing effect — ^pealed up from this green hollow, in a balmy 
summer's eve — and oidding adieu to the old wives, in their 
little red cloaks, who sat groaning at the piety of the man 
whom they had known as a boy, and likea because of this 
locality, 1 turned my back on the Reyerend Alexander 
Fletcher and How Mill just as he was offering up a most 
fervent prayer to heaven for blessings upon the family 
who had lent him the use of it, and wendea my way to tiie 
house of my invalid friend, catching a fflimpse, at every 
step, of some pretty face, peering from behind the windows^ 
their curiosity could have wished out of the way, if the 
tacit agreement of nearly the whole maiden population of 
Dumbmne not to open them that night, had permitted of 
it; and meeting, on my way downwards, the venerable 
dissertator on Ossian and worthy parish priest, I fell into 
one of those reveries of comparison which would, perhaps, 
be exceedingly tiresome, if told, but surely are more in 
keeping than any description I durst venture to give of 
the next morning's promenade to the Wells — ^wry looks 
there — and return home, by roads that, like a late act of 
Parliament, even dare to sunder what a marriage had made 
one, with the gravity of 

The Hermit op the West. 
P. S. — Whether it be that a place almost exclusively re- 
sorted to by the bilious must, of necessity, be exceedingly 
yellow-like and dull, I know not, but Miss Verdantique 
must excuse me from chiding the girls, for even eccen- 
tricity in their merriment, where there is not one tolerable 
beau of a visitor. My only wonder is, that, amid the theo- 
logicsJ lore of Bishop Lei^hton's library, and the solemn 
gloom of the paths to Kippenross, a vestiffe of animal 
vivacity survives in the breast of any one but that of a 
recovering valetudinarian, or, like me, a professional 

Hebmit. 



THE HERON CORRESPONDENCE. No. XIV. 

CHARLES HERON TO A FRIEND IN GLASGOW. 

Dumfiienhire. 

My Dear . — You will have ooncladed, from seeing the 

well-known hand ere you opened the envelope, that I am actu- 
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aUy alive,— yea, have contrived to exist for a whole fortnif fat 
fiur away from cronies, new books, London newspapers, and 
theatrical performances! Yes! saeh is the fact, startling as 
it may appear; and, more, I have been happy— -but as you can 
guess at my company, yoar wonder, I presume, will not be 
overwheimlDg. What with pleasant society, and the revisit- 
ing of scenes pregnant with the recollections of happy infancy, 
the time passed away so imperceptibly, that it was the date of 
your else pleasant letter which reciJled me to the knowlege 
that such a thing as days had been invented to measure the 
speed of the old rogue. 

In that letter, my dear fellow, it is in vain that you seek to 
proYoke me into even one regret that I did not see Miss Foots, 
and the pretty new scene of the Forest of Arden. It may 
be that she has improved as an actress, as you assure me she 
has — for you know that I held there was room for it, and that 
she is even prettier than before— for which there was hardly 
room, or dresses in better taste— which was barely possible, 
even where, as on Wednesday night, she had to change her cos- 
tume seven times — by the bye, only a pleasant diversion that 
to a woman, which is labour hard to every man but Yates — 
yet I can console myself for not seeing her in " The ^100 Note," 
and the short petticoats and light-blue stockings of a Bavarian 
broom-girl, bewitching though you describe her to have looked, 
and talked, and sung as such, by one glimpse, while I write, 
at as pretty an ancle, although far less of it be visible in its 
black silken covering — the one I most admire — which peers 
oat beneath the piano of a certain damsel. Yet I could not 
bat relish your description of Miss M^Keever's practical joke 
in '' The Lady and the Devil.** Johnson, who is a great favour 
ite of mine, must have been irresistible when begrimed, and 
even that night would anticipate his part in " More Fright- 
ened than Hurt ! ** The ladies, you say, turned out pretty 
well. It is right to do so now. The penance has been paid 
—the quarantine submitted to— and they need not now object 
to wearing the Levant silks, although the vessel was at the 
Lazzaretto, nor be so squeamish about looking at a f pretty 
woman who had made one faux pas, after two years of irre- 
proachable behaviour, and wonderful industry exerted for the 
benefit of those whose natural claims are more than their ac- 
qoired ones upon her kindness. But, then, they were unequal 
in their attendance, you say : and why ? Be assured it was not, 
as you imagine, from satiated curiosity, for when is a woman 
gorged? but— on my life, I am serious — the rebellious conduct 
of the orchestra ! O fye, ye sons of Dan Phoebus, to frighten 
away the ladies by your horrid discords — their ears being so 
n i ce a nd make Miss Foote laugh when the part did not need 
a titter ! It was as bad as setting her agog with a caricature 
in Virginia, or playing that character to an empty house. 
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— — MeadoHTS I saw ia Liverpool. He is one of tbe best 
provincial couiie actors I liave setfn, aad ia tiie character of 
the <' Boots,*' in the Dew farce, must be irresistible. It 
would be a great hit if Seymour could permanently secure him. 
Such meactowa would yield good crops, and then be might make 
hay wben the sun shone! ^* D*ye give it up? '* You see L 
have read " The ^100 Note." If it were not for its coinon- 
drums, it would be like an honoured bill of exchange. — '< D'ye 
give it up ? **— Un-noUd, to be sure ! 

There is little news in this quarter, saving that the Gretna 
Green parson has, at a venerable age, drank himself to death, 

and will never forge another matrimonial fetter. In the 

South here, a very formidable rival to the claims of Henry 
Bell has appeared. Young Mr. Miller of Dalswinton, the soa 
of an amiable, ingenious, and ill-requited gentleman of fortone, 
luis published, in the latest number of Jamieson's Journal, a 
conclusion to a former paper, in which he triumphantly 
establishes his father *8 claim to being not only the first man 
who, in modem times, thought of applying steam to the pro- 
pelling of vessels, but also the first who demonstrated its prac- 
ticability — and that on a large scale. I am sorry for Bell, 
who is ingenious, but from his paper, not ingenuous, since he 
neter '* let wit ** in Glasgow of the existence of an extraor- ' 
dioary letter of his —extraordinary for its unique orthography 
and its admissions — written in 1824 to a Mr. M'Neil, which, t^ 
getber with this paper, where it appears, must for ever denude 
him of all merit, saving that of boldness in venturing to pat 
in practice a scheme whose feasibility he well knew had been 
experimentally established. 

I shall need a few more limes yet before leaving Dumfries. 
You may send them by the ** Independent " as usual, along 
with No. XVII. of <* The Ant," which I am glad to learn 
from you has made such a sensation. It was certainly a rich 
specimen of the absurd, the picture you exhibit of the village 
dub, with the dominie at their head, assembling in M*Glash- 
an*8 to draw up a letter of fiery indignation at the mention of 
the George Inn of Gourock, which was made there, and 
then think of addressing it to a private individual, of whom 
they could know nothing, with all the pomp of an in- 
sulted Boniface. — ■ of course could take no 
notice of the thing, but if he gives me the hint, I will admin- 
ister a little to tbe galled sores of mine host. 

Mary has her respects to your friend, and bids me tell you 
that she has just learned from a London correspondent, th»t 
yellow, in all its shades, is the prevailing colour in every part 
of costume, and that a pretty norelty called handAerchUfa a Ja 
viffnette, i. e. with little engravings at the corners, is quite the 
rage in Paris. Adieu, in all good wishes. — C. H. 
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ROB ROY'S GRAVE. 

« The hil1s-4he hUls!— high as the summit's xite^ 
My spirit rises with them 1 Thetr to me 
Are but the stepping-stones of climbing thought. 
Which bears me soaring as upon their tops. 
I lieel that ther^t at least, there are no slaves I *' 

The Chamok BtmUr, 
** Adventure greaieth the wheeli of Tmrel.** 

Gtiffkr Oatk'9 Smitt, 

I HAD been for ten days absent from home on a pedestrian 
excursion thronffh the Highlands of Perthshire, and the 
counties which udrt that district to the east and south, 
when, on the afternoon of a doudless day in September, 
I unbuckled the straps of my leathern knapsack as I en- 
tered the porch of the neat and pleasantly situated Inn of 
Lochemhead. But, though I loosened the &stenings of 
my burden, I did not cast it off my shoulders, where its 
presence had called forth many a remark, expressed in a 
language I knew little of; and had elicited a still greater 
number of those indications of wonder or curiosity, which a 
silent look can so well conyey, as I passed the door of the 
k>nely cottage on the hill, or by the ffable ends of tiie cluster 
of hovels, which is termed a dachan in the low country, 
bat a town among the mountains, where 9ven the presence 
of two families domiciled in ode solitary nK)t, presents the 
idea of that complicated state of society to theisolatedmoun- 
taineer, which much larger assemblages of human beinss 
barely serve to suggest to the Lowlander. I had previously 
consulted <^my map, and, although it was now far in the 
day, hardly permitted myself to doubt that I should be 
easily able, by proceeding down Glenfinlas, to take up my 
quarters in Ardkenochrochean — ^the barbarous name given 
to the pretty and fashionable inn at the Trosachs. I did 
no more therefore, having dined at Comrie, than order a 
measure of the only liquor which I care to.^nk, when in 
that country, where alone it can be had in perfection, and 
where no other of even tolerable quality can be procured ; 
19 
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and, hftTing quaffed mj wliiaky, and received some direc- 
tions as to my road, which was speedily to become but a 
bridle-path, I re-adjusted my necessary incumbrance— 
gave a ikrewell glance to Locheam — ^threw a look-— it was 
a wistful one — ^towards the great road which conducts still 
fiirther into the heart of tiie Highlands by KiUin, th^ 
stretched out to my left; and, facm^ about to the right, 
saw the glories of an autumnal evenrng gathering them- 
selves around the western march of the sun, which was 
soon to set, and a hilly yet delightful road straight before 
me. I pursued it with alacrity, tnough not without fatigue, 
for my walk had been fiEir that day, during which I was 
even more annoyed than wearied, by twice losing my way 
among the heathery moors. But there was enough of 
beuity in the scenes through which I passed, and enough 
of enthusiasm yet unsatiated in myself, to have borne me 
buoyantly over a longer road than I expected to need to 
traverse, even had not the wild and peanng notes and n^ 
pidly flowing words of the song of ** The Braes of Bal* 
j[uiader" not given a spring to my step, as at irregular 
mtervals they escaped from my lips. I was within sight 
of these — I was advancing to them I The first time I had 
heard their praises sung, wa^ on the cold and sleety ni^ ht 
of a winter's holiday, by a thin and haggard-lookiiig blind 
man; yet, child as 1 was, and hastening on to the warmth 
of a blazing hearth, and the joy of a merry-meeting, I be* 
came arrested by i^e strain, and carried with me, at one 
hearings, both words and air; nor could the cakes and oon.* 
fits of^New-yearVday prevent me firom that night often 
loaginf for the ** blae berries that grow 'mang me bonny 
bloommg heather.'^ These, and their bramme brethren, 
were now inviting my participation in their rustic sweets 
on every side ; but, now and then, a hasty snatdi at them, 
while I hardly paused, was all that I durst gratify myself 
with; for, by the time I had got to the ISng's house^ 
where I was to leave the hiffh road, it was almost evening ; 
and the yellow radiance ofday's dedine was beffinnlnff to 
tinge the peaks of those eminences which would be csJled 
mountains in some parts of England, and hills even in 
any other district of Scotland than the Highlands, where, 
though many hundred feet in hei^gbt, they are fitiy named, 
as contrasted with the hoar^ giants round tiiem, ^' The 
Braes of Balquidder," a diminutive term of endi^armen^ 
which roeaks to the heart of every Caledonian, be he 
Celt or Sassenach. 
Having received further directions at this lonely and 
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dirtv hostelry^ muned after R6y«lty» (like many other imif 
iothd FTighlanda,) from its haviDg; been oriffinally a station 
for the lodgment of his Mi^eaty^ forces during those pe^ 
riods of ti^hnlenee, when» though their presence wad ne- 
cesaarj amid such fastnesses, their safety was by no means 
secure, if quartered u^on the inhabitants, and depending 
for shelter on finding it in the house of a w^edy I pro- 
ceeded foriddy on, and gradually fell into a tnun of reflec- 
tions, which prepared me, in some measure, for receiying 
a pleasurable suiprise upon unexpectedly seemg before me 
a small but regnmrly built Gothic Chapel, pla^ upon an 
isolated eminence, Uttle more extensive tnan tiie circuit 
cf its own walls, beneath which, a stream^ as nlent as an 
Eremite monk could wish for near his ceU, glided in seiv 
pentine folds. It was apparently too small for a narish 
church, even in the Highlands, besides being innnitely 
more regular and respectable in its exterior appearance 
than such commonly are, and haying no " town" with 
ite whisky shop near it-^nay, not eyen a human habitation 
visible from its site. It was grey and weather^tained 
enough to be venerable, yet ^o wed neither ruin nor decay 
in its little lancet-shapea windows, tiny belfry, and dimi* 
mitive porch; nor had it, that I could Ihen perceive, the 
usual broken and mos»4M>yered stones, or rank grass—* 
dn^ried mounds, which tell that not only the house of 
piety, but even the hiding-place of death's doings, has 
De«i forsaken. In the twuight which was closing round 
me as I paused to gaze upon it, it required but a little 
stretch of my &ney to suppose that it was a small chapel-— 
baih, perhaps, by some wealthy professor of the eimatri* 
ated creed of Rome, for the occasional resort or the 
widdy scattered remnant which yet exists, though not in 
this part of the Highlands, but at far remote intervals of 
country — of the simple children of the mist who cling to 
a church, whose rites they can participate in but at times, 
that are as '* few and far between'* in the year's roun^ 
as are the connectinff links which bind them, and their 
hmnble altars, with the sovereign Pontiff and the marble 
glories of St. Peter's, in the great edifice of Catholicism. 
I was picturing to myself their pilgrimage to this lonely 
ikne, iniich, like the monastic institutions of their Churcb, 
seemed to exist, as if the rites of reli^on codld be best 
pofformed apart from the habitations pf those whom they 
wero to enlighten; and almost began to fimcy tbat I heard 
&e solemn chant of vesper service swell along the fflen, 
*^ 1 1 turned the base of a projecting rock, which 
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had hitherto hid it from my view, the narrow and wildlV 
cfdm and silent expanse of Loch Voil, met my gaae, ana, 
at the end of it nearest to where I was, and on the banks 
of the before-mentioned stream that issued from it, to bear 
a tribute to its chief. Loch Earn — ^the kirk and dadian 
of Balqnidder. 

As it was now perfectiy obTions that it would be im- 
no|Ssible for me to accomplish my design of reaching: the 
Drig of Turk and Ste wartrs Inn, liefore nightfidl, I decided, 
in one moment, that I should remain at B&quidder, at least 
until the moon rose, which would not be till fieur in the 
evening; and that if the clachan inn be tolerably com* 
fbrtable, said I to myself, as sure it must now be so, seeing 
that even a hundred years ago it was a place of rendezroas 
for Rob Roy and other Highland lairds — ^diat chief haying* 
indeed appointed it as the place for deciding a quarrel by 
duel, as modems select Cnalk Farm — I thU prefer the 
roinance of a Highland supper amid the ** braes ' to a half 
Highland, half Lowland one— t. e, the former in quality— 
the latter in price — at ^e Loch side, wliere a writer's* 
derk from Stirling, or a manufacturer's fr^m Glai^w, 
insist on my teUmg them whether I don't think the 
Trosachs would be a devilish fine place if a stage coadi 
came regularly to it ? 

From this point, then, I walked so very leisurely as to 

g've myself ample opportunity to observe the general oat- 
le and aspect of the little isolated district which I tra- 
versed, what of it lay before my eyes, consisted of a long 
level stripe of poundl, that, in any other than a very dry 
summer, would have been soft and watery, but was too 
bright in its green, and equal in its surfiice, to be called a 
mora»B, although it seemed to produce nothing else than a 
luxuriant crop of bog hay, whose perfume now ** scented 
the evening gale," — ^tbe scanty patches of dwarfish and^ 
still verdant oat and barley stacl^ hardly forming an ex- 
ception. Through this strath, a silent and melandu^y 
" water," for streamlet is too brisk a name to give it, 
twined itself round the slight inequalities of ground, and 
slowly but surely made its way onward to the basin that 
waited it at the foot of the lofty Ben Yorliclu My path 
lay on the right side of this bum, going westwards, and 
almost at the very edge of the level ^und, for the hills 
began to swell upwards with considerable abruptness, 
within a stone's throw of where I walked, and drew closer 
and closer to the rivulet as I advanced, till the skirts of 
some of them had to be crossed before I reached the few 
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Irnts and simple though not mean parish church and manse, 
which sheltered themselves from the north^n blasts be- 
neath their base. Do^m the sides of these, every now 
and then, some brawling and angry little cataract, or series 
of waterfalls, was dashing, with a consequential noise that 
contrasted curiously wita the utter peace into whidi, at 
the distance of a few yards, it was compelled to sub- 
side, when memd into the quiet and deep bosom of tiiie 
tributary from Loch Voil, whose source at the eastern end, 
or mouth, of that reservoir of manj streams, became dis- 
tinctly visible beyond one of those little bridges, which, in 
the Highlands, seem to cross every stream the moment it 
escapes from a parent lake. The outline of the landscape 
was l)ut indistinctly defined, for, at tiie western end of tne 
Loch, though the red tints of the already sunken sun 
lingered on the peaks of the hills, which seemed to circum- 
scribe it in the oirection of Glenfalloch — ^the mists of even- 
ing, and the smoke from a considerable mansion, that of 
Portnellan, but dimly visible — obscured, yet beautified the 
horizontal line. The margin of this picture was clearly 
enough defined on both sides, however, by a range of 
bleak hills, rising almost perpendicularly from the water's 
edge to the soum — ^the face of which liad a cold distinct- 
aess, that was but little softened by a stripe of meadow — 
a starved tuft of fir trees, and a seemingly tenantless man- 
sion of some poor and^ proud laird, which stood white and 
thin, like a shivering spectre, at their feet; and a prettily 
broken and picturesque range seeming to lose itself in 
an endless series of little hills, whose summits still caught 
a stray gleam of crimson %ht to the northward. These 
were worthy of the name — ^these really were the Braes of 
Balquidder. 

Having taken this s^eneral survey of the landscape, while 
yet the lingerii^ twinffht permitted me, I soon found my^ 
self dose by the waU which encloses the little rugged 
fi;arden of the parish minister, and calling aloud to some 
half dozen of tall but thin fellows, and one short and fat 
one, a little way before me, who were superintending^ the 
jog-trot <^ a horse that was dragginj^ home a curragh, or 
car without wheels, full of hay, as its closing occupation 
for the day, I learned that the onlv place of public enter- 
tainment, for miles round, was at the house of the miller, 
a little further on, close to the bridge I have mentioned, 
and on the brink of one of these tiny turbulent stripes of 
water, which, a short way above the dwelling, served to 
torn his milL All this information,, however, was not 
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gitmi At <mee^ Init eactnwtod from the w0idU»4mf^ 
as I walked aloiignde of their day's hboar, on its wmj to 
tiie stack, and passed by the five or six detached cottages^ 
dignified by the name of taum^ till I eame to the point 
^ere the road leads down to the lodi and the bndflOy 
and the viUa^ inn stands to inyite the Hi^[hlander who an 
oome from either, to pause and recruit hmiself, before he 
proceed to church or church«*yard. To the digest of my 
mfoimants I offered a share of the refreshment I felt I 
should need the moment I entered, and he promised to 
join me in a few minutes, as he p<wated out the landlord, 
who, rising^ up from the stone upon which he sat, beneath 
the straw corer of his oottsffe, bade me ** Good even*" 
He was a little old man;^ witti a white beBrd->-4fbr it was 
four days beyond Sabbath, and locks much whiter than his 
little grey coat, which, by the scanty qirinkling of rain*- 
soddened flour upon ii showed that unless his inn was 
more resorted to than his mill-^though he had less the air 
of the landlord than the oat^rinder-^e joint profits of 
both would be but smalL 

Before entering his house, the exterior of which, though 
not filthy, was any thing but invitinff, I made inquiry as 
to whether I could cross the hill to Glenfinlas with a guide 
by mowilight, but learned sufficient to disoonnge me from 
the Attempt, upon the score of both safety and expenses. 
^ *l>^ you could na* eet ane o' the lads to gang wi' ye^ 
f<H* they've been at the brackens a' day, under fifteen shil- 
lings, and Fm no sure that they could make out the road, 
even though if s nioon4ight at ten o'clock,*' said mine hos^ 
whose name, I saw, was Angus M^reiror, by some scrstdi- 
es, ^t nothing but a fiuniliarity with Highland 8iffn4>oard8 
coidd have enal))ed me to distiiiguish frmn a Kunie iO" 
scription, which, with the fiunt imanng of a gill stonp and 
^ quaich" above the doorway that 1 passed through, t(dd 
Ihat whisky could be found within. These worSi were 
detivered in a t<me half Celtic and half Lowland, showing 
that Angus had not talked Gaelic all his life, and that he 
knew the value of Sassenach silver com. I, of course^ at 
once determined upon taking up my quarters here tili 
mominff, and, indeed, I was then so wearied^ that I even 
resolved upon going to bed, if it was found that the occa* 
piers were ever accustomed to make up one for a traveller, 
and if I could satisfy myself as to the diyness and the dean^ 
liness of the linen. Angus assured me that droves and 
wool agents ** often stayed a' night ;" and his helpmate, 
towards whom, with some difficulty, I groped my wny 
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tjtfonffk the smoke of the kitchen, hy tiie fire of whioh she 
sttt smimingf, ** warranted that the sheets were dean, and 
ilioiud he well aired afore bed-time." 

I was then ushered into the spare, or state apartment, 
ahd there I deponted my kniq>sack ; but it felt so chill, 
while I was so much heate4 by mjr walk, that I preferred 
drinkinff my first gUily with the assistance of the landlord, 
in tiie £yer apartment, smoky as it was. Seated then on 
a oattj stool, and the whisky and oat cake, with my silver 
drinlong onp, placed on another, and Angus himself on a 
Hdrd—behold me placed in the midst of his faonily of strap- 
ping^ sons and dao^hters, gprowins^ up to the estate of men 
aadwomen, who, sradlarly placed gradually became visible 
as my eyes got accustomed to the smoke, and the extra 
tmt thrown upon the fire, on my account, ffave out its 
first ffickering liffht. I easUy make myself at kome when- 
ever I feel myself in a place of public entertainment — ^be 
it the ^ Mitre" at Oxford, or the veriest hovel in the 
Flighlands; so, after ordering another measure of liquor, 
ana firom my own cup pledging health to all round, who, in 
tun, tasted from the only glass placed before me, I began 
to gossip with the old woman, and joke with the younger 
ones, as I undid the buttons of my travelling gaiters. It 
is not an easy matter, however, for a stranger suddenly to 
get on familiar terms with a Ifighland family of cottagers. 
Tliey are shy, distant, and either proud or timid, as von 
please to explain the taciturnity which, for a long tune, 
seems, as iT they held that every word, like every &;]]], 
should be called and paid for. Hospitable enough they 
may be, when Iheir hospitality is appealed to, but if less 
revolting than the boorish insolence of our English dod- 
liopping bacon-eaters, their firigid l%c»ks and apathetic 
tilenoe is c^n not one whit less damping to the spirits 
ci iSie solitary traveller, who, fiir fiu* away from his home, 
after a day spent among the lonely hills, and with no other 
communing but that he held with Nature, seeks, when the 
flbades of evening ML, and ike very fire flickers sociable- 
like in Ihe chimney nook, to hdd converse for a time witii 
his fellow4nen, and hear the music of their speech, without 
seeming to extort it in separate moutbfuls. 

At first I had said, tha^ as I would soon go to bed, for 
all Uie time I sat, I would prefer the place where I was; 
but, observing that the girls fidgeted, and the old wife 
Sidked, I then mquired if fcould not have a fire in the room, 
and was told that it was already kindled. I rose to adjourn 
t0rit> and invited mine host and the c<mununicative guid^, 
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who had now jwned us, to aooompaiiy dm, whidi tiiey did ; 
hat» on approaching its door» uie smoke of damp wood 
and half-kmdled peat drore me hack to ihS outer entrance, 
when I was not sorry to ohseire night had not yet dosed 
ii^ and the more so> that on -my remarking it to be stall 
clear, the belhnan — for such I found was my guest— offered 
to conduct me to see some curiosities in the church-yard 
hard by. 

The space whereon were inscribed the ^ Simple Annals 
of the Poor," of this remote yalley, was very limited — ^the 
whole churcb-yard not being m<Nre than thirty or forty 
yards in circuit, after allowing for the room occupied bv 
the diurch itself. It was prettily situated on a little knofi 
that stood out from the hill behind it, and above the road 
and Tillage that lay below, and was reverently enclosed 
by a wal^ which could not be needed for any purpose of 
security, as it was so diminutive in height as to make the 
office of the hinges to its little gate a sinecure one. In- 
deed, there was a regular stone stile that superseded the 
breach in the wall wlu^re theU stood, and over it we passed. 
The two dignitaries of the dachan, who were my guides^ 
led me, all at once, with a mysterious and knowing air, to 
a point of the enclosure, nowavs distinguished, as I could 
see, from the rest, but on whicn lay a U>ng, flat, and ixre- 
gularlv fiishioned slaty kind of stone, nearly oveigrown 
with high grass and nettles; and, after bidding me direct 
my attention to it, both said, in a breath, <* You are now 
standing beside the srave of Rob Roy ! " I ^ve an in- 
volunti^ start at tnis unlooked-for information, whidli 
seemed mightily to increase the self-important good^ hib- 
mour of the twain, who stood beside me, both evidently 
expecting some such indications of surprise. Their com- 
placency, however, experienced some abatement, on my 
recollecting, in a moment after, that I had long ago read 
that McGregor lay buried here, and adding some other 
particulars nrom ta^ memory, whidi they evidently had 
calculated upon a monopoly in fumishinfi^ fr^m thiir le- 
ffendary lore. This disappointment was, however, visible 
out for a moment, for tne same local sensation of pride 
which" a Greek experiences amid the ruins of the Par- 
thenon—a modem Roman in St Peter's, and a dtizen of 
London beneath the dome of St Paul's — soon made them 
feel delighted that their home too had its memories and asso- 
ciations, which were of interest to foreigners and pilgrims. 
As I stooped to decypher the rude legend — a swoid, which 
Uy told tliat the redoubtable ** Robert Ma^^or 
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CampbeU** was as safe from £he persecutions of his ene- 
mies as unconscious of his recently revived celebrity, 
they began to overwhelm me with traditionary gossip, 
rightly mculating that it was a commodity I would be 
guid to obtain, bat mistakingly thinking that I could not 
too soon begin to receive it. To the tomb-stones of Rob's 
ohUdren and relatives, which they pointed out lying around 
among those of other *^ cattle-deauleiw," ^ farmers," ^ por- 
tioners,*' and '^ shepherds," I gave a hasty glance, and 
then requested that my worthy friends would await me 
in the room of the inn, where, by the time they had 
another half-mutchkin called in, I would join them, and 
comfortably talk over all the incidents in the life of their 
hero andhisdescendants, with which they wereacquainted — 
if the chimney would allow us. I was thus leit alone in 
this spot, solitary indeed, but yet peopled with so many sin- 
gular associations, at the very moment when twilight had 
given way to the fast-de^ening shades of night, and the 
stars were appearing, ana brighfening one by one, in the 
blue vault above me. There was no sound heard — ^no 
light seen peering from the habitations of man — and, but 
for the smoke which here and there curled lazily upward 
from some straw-bound chimney, the existence of another 
human being near me, would then have had no visile 
evidence. A murmur, so faint that it was not easy at 
first to distinguish whether it proceeded from the shaking 
of the lonff grass around me in the evening breeze, or the 
distant and now idle fall of water, which served through 
the day to turn the little mill that lay farther up the glen, 
or from both, was the only sound that met the ear — ^the 
one cause beinff heard, when the whispers of the other 
{taused. And uiis, said I to myself, is the resting place 
of the most uncfuiet and turbulent spirit of the time when^ 
and the place where, he lived, agitated as were both. Pur- 
sued bj nis enemies, betrayed by his pretended friends, a 
party m a hundred oomba4, yet, near this, he died of old 
age; and unmolested, his ashes moulder amid his native 
scenes, though by law proclaimed a banished and a broken 
man. Hunted like a wild beast ; to yield him shelter was 
to share his curse ; — ^yet, after a century has elapsed, and 
many a titled captain, and then favourite of fortune, is ut- 
terly forgotten, the possession of this man's dust is a . 
priae to the descendants of his very persecutors, as well as 
to the oJB&pring of his own clan; and his memory is cher- 
ished-— nay, even his most ordinary actions carefully re- 
aenbere^ and handed down from father to son. The 
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rexj name whidi it was idly attempted to strip him of, 
tad tbat the acts of a legisLitare prevented from hmoA^ 
^boed on his tomb-stone, sunriyes, and is restored to his 
memory; and the magic power of transcendant genius has 
mairiea the illegal souna to song and high romance, and 
made it the favourite of the fair, and music to the ears of 
fiuhicm; and his grave, far away among the hills tiiongh 
it be, a place to travel to— a spot to sit upon— and a theme 
fbr musings such as mine! — What a lesson to rulers— 
what a proud though long-deferred triumph (^justice and 
inmuHrtol right I 

* C. 

LINES, 
Written m a Blank Leaf of Keats^ Poeme. 

'Tis oun agen ; tbftt old and bcaateous power, 
Which Poesy po Meoa ed when Earth was young ! 
A spirit hath appeared that speaks a tongue 
Strange^ wild, and Ibrcefiil; on as like a shower 
O' the sunny time of spring — a golden dower 
That comes to crown with wealth an early love«— 
The babbling tingle of a fount half hid 
Between o*erarching oaks, (a sturdy grove^) 
The ethereal spirit throned on beauty's lid— 
Or the rich deep blush o' the summer ripened grape*- 
Or one, or all, for it hath varied shape ; 
The natural and doric sweetness stealetfa, 
Which these boy-lays in every line revealeth; 
•—He with the laviiBh bounty of that one 
(Ilien was the time when deeds of love were done) 
Who shared the fruitage of immortal birth, 
(The offiBpring of a god,) with one of earth, 
lX>tili now endow the present age with fame, 
And to posterity consigns the glory of his mune ! 
1822. * Theta. 



THE JOURNEYMAN RHYMER. 

•* I*d rather be a kitten and cry mew. 
Than one of these same metre ballad-maken : 
I'd rather hear a brasen candlestick tum*d. 
Or a dry wheel grate on an axle tree, 
And that could set my teeth nothing on edge. 
Nothing so much as mincing poetry : 
•Tit like the forced gait of a shulBing nag.*^-HSIali!pMrv. 

PoBTRT is a magfiiificent and exalted art : It is a nobler 
i«8idt of theinteUeotoal power of niao, thaii the pnHf<^ 
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meokoe, <he> most rabtie snd entcUte researoL The votary 
of ph^ical study may benefit the world by his discoveries 
ana improvements— may add to the wealth and comfort 
of society at large, and diminish the pain and toil of ne« 
cessary labour, as Watt and Arkwright have done — ^may 
Milaige the boundaries of our knowledf^e of matter to an 
extent almost surpassing belief, as has been the case with 
Newton and Herschel, or may ^ve to philanthropy a 
noble boon from scientific Induction and experiment, of 
which the safety lamp of Davy may be called a Imninous 
instance; and tne student of the human mind may ela- 
borate his metaphysical ooffitations by the light of the 
sickly midnight taper, ana promulgate his system of 
thought with the most disinterested desire of benefiting 
mankind — but it is the proud and peculiar privilege of the 
poet to delight/ Instruction he firequently aims at, but to 
exdte refined and pleasurable sensations is particularly his 
object — ^foiling in which, he fails con^letely. I do not 
here use the word pleasure as eacpressive of that soothing. 
and Iranquilising satisfitction which men of a certain tem- 
perament exclusively denominate by that appellation, as 
It appears to me to be frequently allied to terror itseL^ and 
as closely connected with the siund, terrific, and powerAiI, 
as with the quiet and peacefiu in imagination or reality. 

A great poet, whilst he summons the images of these 
perceptions, is then one of the most intellectual and sen- 
sitive of beings, although in him fedings constantly pre- 
dominate over things. His life is hke a succession of days 
passed on the summit of an alpine height He commands 
mmi his elevation at once a telescopic and a microscopic 
view of nature. His range of vision is more comprehensive 
and extended, when he looks down on the characteristics 
of passion and the frame of society, than the minds of those 
who tread their measured thoughts through the beaten 
paths of custom and authority; while his upward ^aze 
scans sights, and his soul holds communion with beings 
and creation, tibie existence of which the less elevated 
dwellers of the world would feel a difGiculty in believing. 
la the elevation of his soul he has storms and tempests, 
while all is serenity and peace in the valley of common 
Kfe beneath him ; but often too when the plam is deluged, 
and the pealing tiiunder rolls round the base of the moun- 
tain, he breathes a pure atmosphere and resides in safety 
on its summit. 

It will easily be guessed that I do not thus speak of the 
swam of verabSiers, whom the crowd oall poets. They 
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have more modestf, at leasfc those who hare any merit, 
than to name then^elTes as such, and are seldom found to 
assume a title to that wit» of which they are commonly^ 
however, the most discriminatiYe and humble, yet feirent 
admirers. There are, in the present day, writers, who, for 
their amusement, or to sootne their feelings and embody 
their silent imaginings, have tprodnced verses of great 
power and exquisite pathos, wmle they have never, for a 
moment, fimcied themselves afloat on the stream of im- 
mortality, nor have ever refrained from mixing with so- 
ciety and engaging in the business of life, with the same 
warmth and alacrity as if they had not been visited with 
passing inspiration. 

But, since the well-merited success of Bums and ]31oom- 
field, Cunningham and Hogg, and even Clare, another dass 
of versifiers has appeared, as destitute oi modesty as they 
are of discernment, limited in their education, and idle in 
their inclination, who have imagined that tiie thrilling 
glow with which they conned the lines of those writers, 
who — ^from addressing nature and the unsophisticated and 
universal feelings of humanity, are even more intelligible 
to the rude than to the polished, to the illiterate than to 
the learned, the peasant than the peer — ^was a spark of the 
flame which haa called forth the lays, over which they 
huBg with deliffht; and they thus mistook the fervour of 
the moment's pleasure, for uie bodily inspiration of their 
country's doric Muse. 

Bums wrote the language of his native country, and 
they suppose that the fluency of his style arose from its 
&cuitjr ; and for his pure and homely vigour, substitute 
vulgarity and cant; and for his wit, scepticism and ob- 
scenity. The provincial prefss has groaned with their 
effusions, and the cottage of the peasant has been invaded 
by their visits, in the disposal ot their absurdities, wbile 
their deserted shuttle, and forgotten benches and work 
tables, were consigned to cob-webs and neglect ! 

In a short excursion to the country a row weeks af^o, 
I met with an individual who was a perfect representatLve 
of the tribe of poetasters I have noticed. When I first 
observed him, he was seated on a broken fragment of the 
whin dyke which surrounded the enclosure that served 
for the united purposes of a play-ground to the children 
of the parish-school, situated hard by, a bleaching-greea 
to their mothers, and an appropriate arena for the quoit 
and puttinff-stone contests of their fathers and elder play- 
mates. The youngsters were gathered round him m 
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groims, and while some listened to the praises of a com- 
modity which he held in his hand, wrapped up in the folds 
of a dirty blue handkerchief, besmearea with snuff, others 
amused themselves with formings balls of moist day, and 
from the other side of the wall dischai^n? them at the 
luckless head of ** Rhyming Davy ;" for such, on inauiring 
the cause of the assemblage, was the name by wnich I 
learned he was known to tne children. On observing me, 
he unclosed the dirty tin snuff-box he had previoudy 
flourished in his hand, and often very leisurely and con- 
seauentially filUn^ his nose with a portion of its contents, 
ana replacing it m his ragged waistcoat, he rose, and, 
on toudiing nis hat, began to remove the pins by which 
the blue napkin before-mentioned was &stened. Its con- 
tents wow books, or rather copies of a pamphlet, of which 
he immediateljr presented me with one, and opening its 
tid&fiage, inquired at me ^ gif I would like to buy a new 
poem about ttie dull trade and Sir William Wallace ?" I 
glanced at the work, paid the trifle that was demanded for 
it, and then perused the title page, which ran aa follows : — 

THE 

WEAVER'S LAMENT ON THE DULL TIMES; 

OB, 

Muslm Kail an* CaxM Pottatoes; 



AN EPISTLE TO A FBIEND. 
TO WBICH IS ADDED, 

SIR WILLIAM WALLACE OF ELLERSLIE, 

AN ODE^ 

Dedicated to Dr. Cowthyhaul, 



By DAVID TAYLOR, 
F. P. P. 

which initial letters, I afterwards learned, stood for his 
former trade and his present one— that iB^Fisherman and 
Pair PoeL 

The appearance of this wandering bard was miserable 
in the extreme. His hat, on one side, was totally destitute 
of rim, an old blue coat, served scantily, hj the longitude 
of its tails, to hide the half-patched rents m the covering 
of his limbs; and although the day was cold, and the 
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ground wet, his toes peered through his shoes^ which 
were in lamentable plignt 

** Do yonfind this poetical trade a pn^table one^firiend? '' 
saidL 

** Weel I wat I oanna say that I do/' replied Davy, 
andn refreshing himself witn a dose of snuff, ^ yet," he 
added, with an air of infinite self-importance, ^ lire's 
nae resisting the biddings o' the Muses; — but have ye 
seen the extract frae my new Tragedy? 'Od Fve a no- 
tion ye*ll be for a copy. Here he unbuttoned his waist- 
coat and shirt, and piuled out from^ his dark and shagged 
bosom some ft^agments of papers, tied by a piece of ti^^e, 
into the comer of a shred of paper, the colour of which it 
was difficult to distinguish. 1 observed that it contained 
several undiaposed-of copies of his " Lament" He then 
produced, from an adjoming depository in the lininfj^ of 
his coat, a small sreen glass phial of ink, and taking off 
his chapeau, produced from the folds -of the band, by 
which it was surrounded, a miserable stump of a pea — : 
*^ Here mun, put doun your name, you'll fin Dr. Dasean- 
daidle doun there for twa, an' the Minister for ane, and 
Mr. Barebottom, the dominie, for anither, an' Mrs. Claver- 
dadk, the landlady o' the yill house doun by — ^heth, so 
die may — ^mony a braw penny I ha'e birled in her house 
for aquavitae. There's twa huner and twenty-ane doun, 
but Tamie Duncan, the printer i' the Sautmarket, says I 
maun ha'e three huner afore he begin. The price o'fs 
to be aughteenpence^ paid aforehan', in short" 

** What is the subject of the piece ?" said I, as 1 hand- 
ed him the money. ** Wallace to be sure ! " he rejoined, as 
if it were a matter of astonishment that I should suppose 
he would choose any other theme for an historical play. 
*^ Here's an extract nrom the first act — ^the scene 's in the 
toun o' Lunnon,and the Dramatis Personses are a beef-eater 
an' the hangman— an' ye' maun ken, that if I could get 
aneuffh o' ink an' writing paper, Fm gaun to do for auld 
Sootund what ShiJcspeare did for English history — ^write 
ten or twal tragedies about her kin^ and great heroes. 
I ha'e yin already planned to be ca'dTeigns the First, an* 
they'll DC a' finished next No'urday." 

Here I observed a friend passing, and as I had s<HDae 
business with him, I took a hasty leave of Bhyming Davy. 
Having joined Mr.Dousechafis, aworthy elder of the parisn, 
after settling our business, I inquired, with surprise, what 
could induce a man like him, a member of tiie session, and 
an example to aU beneath hum, to encourage such an idle 
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yagrant as Rhyming^ ^^yy, for I had seen his name in the 
list of subscribers to the tragedy, although I knew he was 
no patron of the muses. ** Atweel ye may be gayen sure I 
didna sign wi' mj gude wilL Me I would I gie a penny to 
the lazy fiillowy if I could help it ? But if yin ainna gie 
him somethin|^, he'll lampoon them in his poem books I 
There was Bailie Brecham, the saddler, refused to buy his 
last ** Dream" about the Battle o' Drumclog. On the next 
night, Davy sunff a queer sang about him, amang a' the 
sma' wabsters o' uie place, in Luckie Tippletastv's kitchen; 
and there's no a bit wean in a' the toun but wnat ha'st off 
by heart now." 

From Mr. Dousechafis I likewise learned somewhat of 
Dayy's history. He had been a fisherman on the pictmr- 
esque banks of the Leven, but seized with the mo-mania, 
forsook his trade, to travel the country for subscriptions 
for the poems he wished to usher to the world. 

To pay the printer's bill he parted with the utensils of 
his fonner vocation, and his boat became the property of 
his landlord, for arrears of rent. His household fomiture 
he melted into whisky, of which he had always been fond, 
but doubly so when he became a poet — aquavitae to the 
class, of which Davy is a member, being their Castalian 
stream, and, I believe, the only source of their inspiration. 
Davy's wife died of a broken heart, and her friends pro- 
vided for his two daughters, while his son was apprenticed 
to a fanner in the inunble capacity of herd-callant 

A variety of reflections suggested themselves to mymind, 
after parting with Mr. Dousechafi, as I slowly walked 
home. Pope, in his own powerful and antithetic manner, 
has expressed them in one Une, much more forcibly than 
I coulu do in a hundred, 

" A little lesniog is a daageroiu tiling.** 

J. C. B. 
StraOaHanMy 188— 



THE MYSOGYNIST. 

Wonaa *t taught me all I know, 

Good or bad ; — ^Whate'er I be, then, 
Be-theirs the honour; and if to. 

The right they have I do not see, then, 
To twit me with my sins,—- nay, worse. 
Wonder that I lunre learned— -to eurseJ 
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DRAMATIC SCENE. 



ALBERTO, OR THE FRIENDS OF MILAN. 



8cmvm-^A Street m Milan. 

Enter Ax.BX»TO from FoecMe Palace, in a fcaicy drete, 
and nuuked, 

Auuftio.— -(^cfoancdi^ ahwly,) 
How betutifal the hce of night appears ! 
The busy crowd who wander through then streets 
Beneath the glories of the noontide beam, 
Crowd to their homes at the approach of night. 
As if thy fiftce, chaste Dian ! were not fiur, 
As if the sky of our Italian clime 
Grew murky 'neath thy sway ! 
They throng the Scala's swelling porticoes 
To hear the music which the hand caJls forth. 
While they forget the vocal nightingale. 
Who hymns the praises of the dewy hour, 
And of the pale-faced moon who rules it I 
Even from my boyhood I have lov*d to roam 
Alone, beneath the starry vault of Heaven. 

(Takes off his maek,) 
Tety let me not deceive myself :<» 
*Tis not thy charms, pale Luna, call me forth, 
But thoughts as strange as they are wild and fearful, 
Take, spite of will, possession of my souL 
Why, when the madcers met in Fobco1o*s, 
And twinkling feet beat time to sprightly music— 
When the dark eye looked from the visor's shade 
More bright and eloquent, and sparkled out 
Like Ae blue sapphire from its earthy bed- 
When whispered murmurs bore the tale of love 
To eager ears, and hearts were lost and won,— 
Why did the one, who, 'mid the crowded throng. 
Alone I looked to, from me coldly turn. 
To hold with Monti converse ? 
She placed her hand in his, and they led down 
The gUubome dance together. 
If that he juggles with the heart that's mine*- 
If diere be more than frtilic in this seeming 
—Frolic ! — aye, frolic I — Oh, it shall be i 
How could I e'er imagine otherwise !— • 
I'll in again and join the festal throng. 

(Rsphoet htM madL) 
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EtOer Faavcesco from Fo8colo^s, 

Francesco. 
Why, good Alberto, at your pranks once more ?^ 
Will you still gaze at stars instead of eyebrows. 
And catch a cold from draughts of damp night air, 
While you neglect the perfume of love's sighs ? 
Come, come, we lack your presence at the banquet ; 
Perhaps you have some assigpoation here. 
The -hour (looking hU watch) eleven—- the place Fosco1o*b 

door— 
The signal a white handkerchief! — 
If so, excuse me ; in these nice affiurs 
None than myaetf detests intrusion more. 
Good even, Alberto 1 — (Going.) 

Alberto. 
Stay, Francesco, stay. 
You talk with so much volubility, 
That sense and thought lag oft behind your words. 
I have no assignation here to-night, 
And only left the dano^ awhile to taste 
The cooling freshness of the evening breese. 
And then rejoin, with sharpened zest, the maskers. 

Frakcesco. — (Shivering, ) 
Plague on all evening breezes and their freshness ! 
—A word i* thy ear, Alberto.— I suspect 
You left the dance because Giana danced not. 
Or danced with others. — With your friend, young Monti, 
She seemed on terms of strictest intimacy :•— 
Rivals turn out but cold acquaintances ! 

Alberto. — ( Aside. ) 
Then their new kindness was remarked by all : 
It must be gross and palpable enough. 
When it could fix the notice of Francesco. 
(Aloud.)'— Manii my rival! — No, that cannot be: — 
He is myfriend^ Francesco ;— in that word 
All human virtue centres and is fixed. 
'Tis friendship endless forms Elysium ! 
Unstained friendship is the bond of life— 
The link-that binds society together ! 
When, from Pandora's charge the virtues fled, 
Friendship and Hope alone remained behind ;— 
The gift of Heaven, they form the stay of Man ! 

Frakcesco* 
Mighty fine, signor, mighty fine these words, 
If they were only true. Did I not hear, 
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At to the biaqvflC Monti led Giua, 

The tender nothings that he ttoffed her ear widi. 

** Thb zone of Venus never bound a shape 

** In grace and loveliness like thine, Giana,** 

He \riiispered to her as he passed me—and smiled. 

Albi&to.— -(Pensiee/y. ) 
He said no more than sober truth, Frsnceseo; 
But yet I like it not. Why does he praise? 
His praise is weak to what my tongue is trained to. 
Language is tame to tell Giana's beauty ;— 
She has a &ce that Art uToukl bend to, 
And cease to £uicy beauties there tiiat live. 
Yet, cenld it paint her perfSect loveliness, 
Tho' from the bow of Iris, it should steal 
The thousand dies that spread their glory there- 
Could it have penciled out that melting eye, 
Which, through the silken lashes, beams Uke heaven? 
The bursting rose-bud steeped in morning dew, 
Surpasses not in fragrance her sweet breath ! 

FliAKCXSCO. 

Come, come, Alberto ; you could talk all night 
' Upon a theme so fruitful — ^£uth, I*ve heard you. 
But see, Foscolo and Giana wait us. 

M they advemee to the gatemt^ ofFoaeolo*» Paiaee, eiUer Moirn. 

Moirai. 
Who says Giana waits ? 
Giana waits and looks for none but Monti; 
Those who would gaie upon Giana's beauty, 
Must do so through the passage of my will. 

Alberto. 
Monti, have the rich wines of Foscolo 
Already ta*en possession of your brain ? 
Have you forgot your friend ? Has memory fled, 
And have you even yourself foigotten, Monti? 

Monti. 

Memory still rules, and reason fills her throne : 
I still remember you— am still myself.— 
Nay, more— am still jrour friend ; but I am also 
The favoured, happy lover of Giana ! 

Alberto. 
The lover of Giana !— can it be?— 
What ! is the name of honour but a sound. 
Are words but air, and vows but idle wind? 
The « favoured lover of Giana? " No I 
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Why, WB w«re Inred from uAneiy iogetlier, 
And lisped our loves even in the mine's srnub 
A£Eectioa twined his tender bonds around ue 
£re we oonld fiuhion sound to carry thought ; 
And our first words were " Albert" and " Glana.*' 
Our love was component of our existence- 
Grew with our yean, and death alone can quench it ! 

Monti. 
These are the glittering domes thy £uicy raises— 
Thyself their architect, tbyself their builder ! 
But sober truth dispels the air-reared vision, 
And the proud &bric topples from its base. 

. AmcBTo. 
Be then my Ctoddess, Fancy !— ihy creations 
At least an beauteous, if they be unnal. 
Love may be fickle, and a friend prove fidse ; 
In thought and fancy they shall still be mine, 
Though you'n her lover and Alberto's foe. 

Monti. 
That I'm Giana's lover is my boast, 
Alberto may be rivd if he can ; 
Yet why should Monti be Alberto's foe ? 

Albirto. 
Think you that mouthing candour can deceive? 
Alberto's rival not Alberto's foe ! Do ever men 
On him who robs their cofien heap mon gold, 
Load with warm thanks the ruffian who assails us, 
Or bless the blow that takes from us a friend ? 
You would combine impossibilities. 
The rose ne'er blooms on Greenland's frost-bound shore. 
Nor waves acacia on the glacier's ridge. 

Monti. 
Why, you an mighty vehement, Alberto ; 
'Tis not unnaturoJ you should be so: 
A mistress lost will cross the best of tempers. 

Alberto. 
Can this be Monti ?— this the friend I loved ?•— 
The Monti of but yesterday was generous—- 
High-souled and valiant. One revolving sun 
Has seen him wear the mask of soft deceit- 
Has steeped himi in hypocrisy, and plucked 
The soldiier's laurels from his recreant brow. 

Monti. 
You're in a moralising mood, Alberto ; 
Your own refiections best wUl suit yourself.— -(G^n^.) 
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(Rehinu.) — I* the idk fiuhion of die olden time, 
We fave eeeh other pledgee' h ere axe yoiir»— 
Hue, when it eerves you, yon can tend me beck. 

AUIKRTO. 

No, Monti ; they'll be mine for memory's sake. 
I* the innocent daya of boyhood they were given : 
We were not riyals then. — (^Faltering.) — And if I e'er 
Foiget the wrong you've ddbe me, it wiU be 
When gaxing on them. — Happiness be yours, 
Althoagh I wish it rather tiian expect ; 
For, ahould you wed Giana, while you press 
Her trembling hand, still memory will tell 
That hand — ^ber heart — ^were once Alberto's own. 
She who was fidse to one, may be to more : 
And while you dasp your prattlers to your breast. 
Some bitter thoughts may flash across the brain. 
Farewell — but not in anger— Fare-thee-well: 
{Twming to Franee$eo.)~-Thy coat of quuntness and per- 
petual jest. 
Covers a heart that's honest to the core. 



THE SOFA. No. IV. 

CHAS. HERON, JOHN GOODLOOK, and WILL EA6LEPLUHE. 

JFtff.— When I am King of Corfu, I ahaU turn the crown 
lands into strawberry gardens, and levy the government taxes in 
measures of cream. 

JoAn.— Without being able to get better of either than what have 
been here sent us, or relishiDg them more— if I may judge by 
the havoc you have made. 

C H, — Strawberries lose half their relish if ate in an upright 
j[»osition. To be fully laxurious, one must be recumbent. Spare 
me a leelh more room : I ask half the breadth of the So&, — for 
you have advantage of me in length of it, you know. 

WOL—'" O for a beaker full of the cold nordi— full of the true, 
the sparkling "-—ginger beer. 

C. JJ.— The best of three who shall stand devil for it?— -I 
have lost. Command ! 

riS.— The health of Miss Simpson--of the Albanese— Mrs. 
Springthorpe, and the other ladies who honour your fiur with their 
fair presence ! [ditaffiu 

C ir.-«Why, yon drink as if it were champaign^ and the da^ 



ORIOINAI*. 181 

/ 
Stoory Taesdayy which mast henoefinrlh be as memoraUa in Che 
ehronide of dd wiree of the weit as ** Mirk Mononday." Tht world 
■eemed to tnm into dust all at once on that day; and in riding 
up to Bothwelly for the fint time I ftlt a tmly penonal tympathy 
with Bmce'a snfferinga while involved in the nnd atorms of 
Abyaainia. 

JUbi.— Iliat ia rardy ** all my eye," Charley. Bat what 
took 3roa there ? 

C, J7.— To attend one of those delightful fetes, too rare in this 
country, though common on the Continent, where the whole mral- 
population of a district devote one day to merriment in the open 
«ir, in honour of some beloved patron or master. 

JbAii.-— Then you were at the cdebration of the birth-day anni- 
versary of Lord Doughs? 

C. H.— I was,*— and, tmst me. Jack, when I want a subject 
for a pretty paper to our friend Saveall, I diall not easily find a 
better than by describing my adventures on that day, nndor the 
title of ** La Jow du Families " for on that occasion there waa • 
but one family in the paridi— and it was a very happy one. 

WHL—lUn you pledged my toast to the beautifnl hidy who 
pans her finger nails with the points of her toes ? 

JbAn.— 'Yes, and seen her too. Hers was one of the few ex- 
hibitions I visited. — The whole display of shows, at this fair, was 
poor, and below par. 

C. H. — It was. Indeed, the amusement outside the boodis 
had Men off as much as that within them this time. Little of 
character and nothing of fan was to be gleaned on thia occasion. 
I have often taken delight in picking up both in the second wedt 
of July, bnt this year the whole was as dnU as the article on De- 
bating Sodeties, which I recoUect served me for an opiate in a week 
of toothache after it appeared in " The Ant*' 

FtO.— Or the enumeration of the guns fired in a late cruise to 
the Padfic 

JbAii.-— Or the Londonderry squib upon the cruise. 

H^ill. — Whioh was exceedingly dever, dthough obviously writ- 
ten by a Scotsman. 

C. ZT. — And unjust, — dthough published in the lalid of hospi- 
tality ; but the hits were pdpable. 

ff0, — Did either of you investigate the dexterity of M. Cha- 
bert, " whose abilities is known to all the worcdd " ? I dine with 
him to-day in the oven where he roasts hlmsdf with three joints of 
mutton. It is Sir Wdter Scott, I can assure you, who is his 
oppodte neighbour, and is here performing melo-dramas with *' a 
troop of i6.*' I had this from the Deacon Convener. 

John. — How has Napoleon sold? 

C. ir.^Astonishingly. It is odious, however, to hear the hesi« 
tating praiss of the public press, as if its conductors were afraid of 
the mighty author's cdossd fome utterly overshadowing them. It 
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ftfOM m nuMt OBgiikr Tolmnt tb« eoOeefetd eaneds of tbe book** 
that IB,' lite leavei for which the binder has direetiona to subititate 
more rGoendy printed onei, the ooat of doing which on ao laife 
an impretnon moat be a hundred pounds or two. 

Joi».<-*A Tolume ? 

C H.— Ay, as big, too» aa Tennant'a new poem, whidi is aa 
rich a piece of Seottidi humour, by the bye, as one would wish to 
see. To read it is like dining on ^t-brose and fife haddiea. 

^OH— Will it yield any genu for *< The Casquet," which ta 
so well filkd and yet so tasteftilly sdeeted ?— I fbsr not. 

Jo&».^^No jewel-caae is complete, man, without a Scottish 
pebble^ and an Abetdeenahire oaimgomm. 

C. JJ.— >If the colleetor wanta hill specimens, let him take the 
Ascent of the Ochils, which lately appeared in " Hm Scotsman." 
It is almost as vivid aa the Day at Fitkeathly of list season^ and 
that is saying a great dssL 

WUL'-^I shovdd recommend them to extract my Essaf en Hem- 
aralopia, or Nocturnal Blindness, after six jugs of twist, thai ia to 
appear in the new " Ghugow Medical JournaL** 

Jo^.*-> Which will not be a work to laugh a^ depend upon it. 
Our friend ought to have been editor. It requires a man who can 
say « No," to hold that office. 

(Tiff.— Why, he is too busy with the anotment of that old 
hidy*B legacies, who died in the Drygate, and left so many thou- 
sand poimds. 

C, wET.—Ay, one Hood will cover many a naked wretek whea 
well divided. 

«ro&».— Nay, man, it is not that office only which employs him. 
He has actually commenced his Series of Letters on the Rationale 
of Domestic Medicine, addressed to the maiden aunt of fiwe large 
ftmilies. 

C, if.— And wanted a guinea from me Ibr young Mr. Finky'e 
plan of disposing of those beautifid and costly engravings in hia 
shop ; where, by the bye, Martin's Paphian Bower and Belahas- 
ser's Feast have excited wonder and admiration at the triumphs 
which the burin can achieve. 

John, — Have yon seen Mr. Warde and Miss Jarman? 

C. H. — Of course. Have not you ? He is a perfect gentle- 
man, and comes amongst us with the introductions and mannera of 
one-^and his compaffnon du voyagt is equally lady-like and clever. 
I do like this plan of superior male and female performers accepting 
of joint engagements, for it insures a strong cast of all the pieoea. 
The whole of the « Stranger " was well got up— «nd Warde's Rob 
Roy surpassed even Kemble's. It was wilder, if less noble— more 
Celtic, if not so chivalrous. They very properly play . in the 
<* Honey Moon'* I see, when so many marrisges are taking place. 

WUL'^l would williiigly quaflF another bumper to the health 
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JWln.— Wbom? 

r»tt»— Why, Jet me mc ■ n 

C. IT.— Iiet US drink it to the man who if alNHit to earry you 
off from this long sederunt in one of his twenty coaches; — would 
it were stronger. Drink Mr. Lyon» and go* Any one of hii 
eighty horses, which jointly trav4 eight thousand miles a-week, 
cannot be better employed than in whirling you off from us, you 
enticing rogue ; for I find I have sat half -an^hour longer with you 
than I purposed spending. My friend, young Mr. Baxter, will 
wonder if we have been plotting treason in his bsdc parlour. 

[Ejfeuni amms. 



MORE MISERIES. 

The ReT, Mr. Beresford, fifteen jem ago, astonislied 
mankind by a catalogue and dasstfication of the miseries 
to wbick tney Were subject. Up till the time of this 
linnsens of wretchedness, the world had no idea of the 
extent of its sufferings : — It had not entered into the mind 
of man to conceive the number and variety of his pains 
and complication of his annoyances; and until Timothy 
Testf had held up his fflass to show the age and body of 
tiie tmie, their form axxa preasurct was Human Life in any 
of its septrillion varieties^ aware of the full extent or gross 
amount of its miseries. Perhaps we ought rather to saj 
of ihe nature and variely— for, alas I of the fiill extent it is 
only Campbell's Last Afon, in the time of Byron's Dark- 
ness, who wiU he ahle to say that he may write Jinis to 
their mighty catalogue. How any, so very obvious as 
those descrihed, or hinted at, in the following addendum . 
to Testy's enumeration, escaped the acuteness of his suf- 
fering perceptions, or were n^t nosed by his admirable 
scent aner the wretched, is just one of tliose accountable 
thinffs that you may meculate for ever upon, and yet never 
he able to explain, unless, like us, you — 

Oroan Isf. 
In endeavouring to discern one of the five spots at present on 
the sun*8 disc, which. The Hiersld tells us, axe each three times 
bigger than tiie earth, plant the thinnest outer edge of your 
thinnest dress shoe, which a few days of polishing on a burning 
pavement has worn to the tenuity of a MedaUioHr wafer, on one of 
the Macadam chrystal-shaped knobs, which gem the carriage walk 
ronnd our green. — P. S. The foot, of course, to be in the shoe, 
and nothing but superannuated silk hose between you and the pene- 
tration of the whinstone. 
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'GfOOH So* 
EUTing a niitjr iron hoop trundled againit your nankeen trowwnt 
by an urdiin too young to admonisfay much Ibh to thratfa. 
Groan 3d. 
Continuing an important oonreraation with a perfect Btranger, 
inatead of your friend, who haa aocidentally atopped to hM>k at 4 
print-ahop window* 

Groan 4M. 
The unpkaaant aenaation you frel on driving yoar noae against a 
blind man'a fordiead, having exclaimed, " Damme, can't you aee ? " 
and receiving hii anawer in the negative. 
Groan 6<^ 
Searching your pocket aome time for an article whidi you cannot 
find, but in ita atead find a tremendoua hole. 

Groan 6th, ^ 

Iftating in aummer on the pavement, inatead of ice, on a piece of 
orange-pml, inatead of akatea. 



OUR CONTRIBUTORS. 
We have no reply to make to Correipondents at thte time— udng that 



term In its periodical sense—for, by the blesriiiffof heavoi, and our own 
resources and pertinacity, we have none left. They axe, L. M*L. of CoU 
and all, wearied out, and have fiurly laid down the pen. Even the patience 



of a man who writes 157} folio pages gratuitoasly, firom time to time« 
without a Une being accepted, has limits— and the consumpt of outside 
foolscap a given extent Both have been arrived at, and our readers are 
little likelv to suffer Arom the infliction erf writers who resemble the '* Veiled 
Flnophet,*' at least in one respect— that their faces are hid from both 
priests and public, ecUtor and readers. But we are daily assailed to know 
who compose our club, which is already known by a variety of tiUee— the 
Junta, the Concentric, the Circle, the Square, the Coterie, the Congenlala, 
Ac and whUe we, of course, omit many names, whose owners shrink flrom 
public applause, and other honoured ones, who have become already known» 
either by the peculiar merit of th^ artides, or their signatures being at- 
tached to them, we vield so far to entreaty as to state, that the following 
gentlemen have had the superintendence of the deportmento of ■* Tbe 
Ant '* opposite to their names. 

Dr. * Scottish Character, and Broad Humour. 

Dr. Y. and a Committee ttf the DiUetanti Sodetg^Ths Fine Arte. 

The Editor of " The MifulreUu.*'-^ofMaxii AntiquiUea. 

Frttfenor W.—W\U and LoveuPoetry. 

Mr. Yoriek.'^Tbe Com Laws. 

Mr. 0.— Proverbs, and other " Wise Saws and Modem Inatancea.** 

Commifrfofitfr — ^Civil Police and the Penal Code. 

Mr. C.y Phibuophical Instrument ifoAtfrd— Love- Romances, and The 
Drama. 

Dr. & and Mr. S«— Botany and the Poetry of Natural IBstory. 

Besides which, the names of Thomas Moore, Mrs. Hemans, John Lodt. 
hart, and other illustrious writers, might be added, but that we wish our 
papers to be judged of by their own merits, saving, indeed, where tbe local 
neighbourhood of the writers, as in the above list, entittei their {voduo. 
tions to a double share of attention. 
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THE WATERING-PLACES. No. III. 

** Flower of the deaert !•— *nild the mountaiiu rade^ 
Thy bloom seems lovelier Arom thy solitude : 
Spot in the waste ! where beauty made its rest. 
When winging onward to the fiirther west. 
Calm on thy sea* and sunshine on thy shor^ 
Be thy blessed heritage for evermore. 
And oh I when fate hath spent on me its ire. 
And age brings peace, to tame my spirit's fire. 
For me may such sequestered valley spread • 
Its cooling verdure for my weary head. 
Which, pulowed there, may cease to throb as now, 
When the poor heart beats wilder than the brow ; 
And o*er my Arame, when all its pains are pas^ 
May iod as dewy hide its faulU at last.*' 

Spirit of ffentld and all-noiseless beauty, which, hover- 
hag o'er the lonely Glenfinart, descends upon its ^acefol 
bmom in mild dews, nortaring sunshine, and reviviiying 
airs, could any invocation of mine win thee to visit me 
even in thy emereal person, I would bid thee hail ! But 
unto the solitudes of a city cell thou permeatest not, save 
through the subtile channels of the memoiy, which hath 
been staAiped with deep devotion to thy majesty and 
loveliness, even in the tba-iUinff presence of thyself. It is 
to remembrance, then, that I turn, and with the hasty 
and dim lines of a rude pencil, sketch, or try to image 
laintl;^ out some of. the 'witchmg features of thy many 
beauties, Ardentinnyl 

In sailing up Loch Long, just as your vessel may be 
said to leave the waters of the Clyde behind its wake, 
and comes fiiirly within the shadow of the hills which 
swell up gently on the east, but spring more abruptly out 
of the western shore of the Lake, you come to a minia- 
ture Dumbarton Rock — a promontory, that whilst it juts 
out distinctly from the shore, yet has its seaward face of 
a t^elving character, which prevents its niggedness of 
substance from giving it an aspect of sternness. Indeed, 
its height is not such as to impart any thing of the terrible 
to its look; but yet it forms a natural bastion which the 
hand of man would in vain essay to surpass in strength 
20 
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as in durability. Behind the shelter 6f this rock spreads 
inward the mlyer stranded bay— and backward from it 
rises the modest range of sylyan cots, school-house and 
ally-^yf Ardentiunr. 

Perhaps my readers will not recognise in this not nn- 
mosical name — ^to me it is full of sweetness— 4he more 
ei^onons Aranteenie of Tannahill, who, even without 
the sanction of popular abridgment, took npon him to 
alter the name of the place to what he thonght had a 
sweeter sound. To me the transformation appears some- 
what lack-a-daisiod and raapEidlin; but perhaps it was 
needed by the rhythm or the rhyme of^ die delightful 
song in which he mtroduces it. At all events, hi^ the 
liberty taken been even greater, he and his kindred co- 
adjutor, Mr. R. A. Smith, who has married it to such 
sweet sounds, have more than repaid it by the celebrity 
this lovely lay has conferred upon a spot which else had 
been but known to the few devoted lovers of nature who 
seek out its most sequestered nooks to worship in — ^until 
steam-boats were invented— and it became, although still, 
thank heaven, only so by some lichee of interpretation, 
a Watering*Place. 

When Tannahill visited it, he went as I fiist did-— « 
disinterested admirer of its beauties, and prepared to 
suffer nrach £Ertigue and inconvenience in searcning out 
and paying honu^ to them. It was not tiie luxurir 
of a sail under the awning of a gaily painted galley which 
cleaves through- the cafan waters, unruffled by a brealb 
d wind, that first tempted us to ex{>lore the sequestered 
gien of the Finart No, no ! the enjoVment of such con- 
veniences may not now detract from the feeling of lofl^ 
and enthusiastic enjoyment with which I still- can thread 
its mazes, but it was the simple love of nature, in its 
sweet and untainted solitudes alone, that first wooed me 
there. 

Tannahill^ with a similar feeling, had penetrated into 
tiie dell ere steam-boats were, and, overtaKen by a day of 
comfortless drizzle, which, it must be confemed^ does 
occasionallv' make even this spot disa^eable, found a 
Highland lassie, the daughter of the umkeeper, whose 
kindness and spirit within her firther^s house, more than 
compensated to the bard the want of warmth and sim- 
shine without. In one of these moments of generous and 
unhesitating enthusiasm, whidi minds consituted Hke 
his ever and anon give way to, he composed this beautiful 
song, " The Lass o' Aranteenie.^' Common individuals 
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are a^ to tbiiik fhat such borsts of Bentiment, mrtamed 
by the exp^eiace Of past disappointments in the estimates 
made of mdiyidiial character, whether they are expressed 
in verse or the warm language ot compliment and praise, 
are but the result of hypocritical, or, at besl^ worthless 
complaisance. They Uttle know how much sincerity is 
often felt in giving expression to sentiments they think 
exagfgerated, sometmies because they are conscious of being 
unwotthy of l^em ; or how much pain the revulsion of 
feeling occasions, when he who has uttered them discovers 
how greatly their fervency was beyond the merit of the 
object It was so with thii bard of Renfrewshire. He 
came back to Afdentinny; but he discovered, on his 
second visit, that its " flower " was, although a moim* 
tain daisy, but a oonmion-place specimen of her class — 
indeed, a very womian. 

But let me resume. The etymology of Ardentinny, I 
believe, there are sundry grave speciuations concerning; 
but as I never trouble myself about Celtic derivatives, 1 
certainly shall not annoy my readers at this time by 
transcribing any of them. 

A ferry has been long established here across to the 
isthmus of Roseneath, and from thence there is one to 
the mainfand of Dumbartonshire, and hence the existence 
of an inn, and of a road leading up the glen. Let us 
follow it. Above the inn there is a uttle tangled copse- 
wood of dwarf oak and birch, springing up from the roots 
of trees long since cut down, and througn its umbrage a 
wall: 6{ rock is seen to peer, from the top of which were 
is obtained, ratiier from its site thim altitude, a pretty 
view of ^e bay aiid hiUs which hem it in. But let ns . 
desdend to the beach — so pebbly, yet so smooth. Beneath 
the shelter of a line of trees, there stand the humble 
dwellings of contentment — at least, of health, and, 
judging by their aspect, of some degree of comfort. 
Nets are on the beach, and boats beside theuL Fishing, 
then, is the avocation of some of the inhabitants, and the 
six fresh herrings you could, and I did eat to breakfast, 
reader, bear testimony to their skill The boatmen, whose 
labour is when we sleep, are in bed; but the stillness of 
noon is not made ueeper from that, for see ^ that 
swarm of kilted urchins escaping with almost winged 
glee from the neat little school-house, which yet the 
rogues hold to be a prison in this fine weatiier; and 
there, in tartan coa^ is the worthy dominie of the 
district. We shall salute him. Hail and good-bye are 
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pasty and onward up the glen go we, till we come to thai 
part of tiie road where the overarching trees make 
shadowy the path. How cool on the ear the sound of drop- 
ping water comesy in such a gratefiil seclusion. Here is the 
silver ribhand of its fiill into the sculptured basin taste has 
placed to receive the cordial drops that wearied thirsty 
widiout its treasuring aid, might long wait for; and there, 
from out its cavemed reservoir, runs on the limpid 
streandet, hastening to dally with the flowery meads that 
wait to fondle it before its brief but happy course is 
ended in the loch below. It passes dose to the house of 
*^ her, the lady of the ^len," as Rogers has prettily called 
the lady Susan Hamilton, sister to the JDuke of that 
name, and wife to the Earl of Dunmwe, the owner of 
these hills and this sweet vsdley. It is like its noble 
mistress, beautiful in its simplici^, dignified in its seclu- 
sion, happy-like amid' the happiness it spreads around it. 
These waUcs, those arbours, every climbing plant that 
wreathes the garden front, bespeak the taste that planned, 
as much as does the comfort and cleanliness of the 
yilUffe, and the happy inteUigence and decent clothing of 
its children, the benevolence which wastes not all the 
sweet sympathies that the nurturing of nature's inani- 
mate creations excite, in merely tenoing these, but can 
turn the stream of kindliness that rises, as it were, amid 
the solitudes of its beauties, towards the habitations of 
the children of men — gladdening and refreshing them. 

Now, follow who will the lovely road which inward 
leads to where you dimb the hill &at looks down upon 
Loch Eck — ^pass the romantic bridge, or pause and sketdli 
its picturesque outline if you please — I must return, for I 
have promised to take an early dinner with the only 
resident family visitor at Ardentinny, and whose presence 
alone confers on it a title to the hackneyed name of 
Watering-Place. Its beauties are yet unpro&ned by the 
vulgar throng — ^but it has all the comforts of the place of 
most crowded resort — and what without a dinner would 
be even the cell of 

The Hermit of the West. 



SPECIMENS OF A SERIES OF NEW READINGS 
IN BAILEY AND JOHNSON.— iVb. IX. 

Pain. — -The primum mobile of existence, since, to escape 
from its incessant pursuit, is the secret of all our actions. 
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Partridges^ twinged aiiiaak: EngrKah Squires shoot 

Pheasants.—- J men, that they alone may shoot them. 

Pomii^.— The only employment of Time, and evidence of 
Its existence. 

Pay.--The only action which some feel any difficnltv in 
performing. ' 

J3%«c.— Any preparation which we swaUow with reluc- 
tance, at the bidding of our fears or physicians. 

Pickle.-^ A term applied to what we put on meat, to pre- 
serve It; and take with it, to destroy it. 

QaacA.— A title which the Faculty assume the power of 
confemngr on aU who kiU without their permission. 

Quaiified.--See the above.— In some places it only means 
havmg as many acres as will serve to supply waddimr 
to your fowling-piece, and birds to shoot at. 

Question, -4.— The only thing that is easier asked than a 
favour. 

Quick.'^To the snail the pace of the worm— to the worm 
the stride of the man— to man the speed of time be- 
tween the hour of receiving a favour and the day of re- 
tumingit 

QmiT/.— The lever of Archimedes. 

Qi«>te.--The present quantity of copy for « The Ant " 
from its Lexicographer. ' 

Quotation^-^Forma no part of these definitions. 



THE SETTEE. No. I. 

Scene— ^ Bzirs Parlour in the Holy Land, 

Interlocutors-^Mias PENSIVILLI A CERULEA DUN, (who has been S8 
for the last quarter of a century,) and CHARLES HERON. 
C.H. — True, Madam, the ancient and venerable nnmr 
Miss P, — O, Sir, it is not the antiquity of the name I aJlude 
to, for of that I cannot of course spedc; but its euphonous su- 
periority. 

C IT.— I perceive, Madam. Questionless there's a rhythmical 
beauty in Settee, which neither So&, Couch, Ottoman, FateuiL 
nor any other term appUed to that agreeable seat which does not 
niggardly circumscribe the breadth of space you may occupy, nor 
yet exclude such agreeable companionship of contact as I at present 

hare the happiness to be permitted to enjoy with a fair friend fthe 

lady 6om;*)— can ever possess to one whose delightful associations 
of compliments softer than those cushions, smoother than tius 
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silken coverings and mon efegmt tliui fiiAse embroidered orna- 
meoti-«-are inaepanbly connected with it and the tea that has 
been sipped wbiie seated there. . 

Miss P. — (^Engagingly,) — Your picture, Mr. HeiV>ny is not 
altogether a fitncjr one» I conftss. I am glad you agree with me 
in liking the old— >previonBly-ftahionad— able, I diould say— name of 
this article of fnrmture* 

C, ^.— And in receiving pleasurable sensatbna of elegant and 
literary ease and enjoyment in its use too, Madam, for both of as 
seem equally pleased with its name and its purpose. 

MUa P. — There is certainly a charm and fascination about the 
one and the other. Here I have doated on the pages of Richard- 
son; and just before your enW, I was wrapt up in the latest 
number of Brewster*s JoumaL 

C, H,'^{Bowing very prof<mndly,)^'lake the fashion of the 
seat itself, on it one may combine the luxurious yet elegant ease 
of administering to Taste, with the solid advantage of attending to 
the laws of Science. 

Miss P.— -Do you know, Mr. Heron, that yon remind me of a 
very curious paper in this number, upon a newly invented instru- 
ment, called the Kaleidophone, which can at once give out the 
sweetest sounds, make the most graceful motions, and leave the 
prettiest traces of these in correspondingly beautiful outlines of 
figures. 

C, H» — You flatter. Madam. (jilsMfe.— And you remind me, 
£uth, of the paper on Wire Drawing, in the same place, where we 
are told of the gold-phtting on metal being attenuated till it is the 
ten-millionth part (^ an inch in thiekness !) 

J/tss P. — Flattery, Mr. Charles, should occasionally fidl bom. 
the lips of the sex whom men habitually instruct in the art. 

C. H, — But when accomplished women condescend to use that 
weapon, like yours tiieir flattery should resemUe that wire described 
in the work we speak of, which is drawn so fine from a ruSy, 
(penetrated to the extent of one twelve-huodredth part of an inch,) 
that its presence can only be feU, but is to the eye invisible. 

hLiu P.— Of such tenuity had better be the safety wire-«n«ens 
there proposed to be hong between the actors and the auditory of a 
theatre ; and then, without intermptiqg the view, one might sit 
and look at the prettiest of the daughters of Thespis, without being 
scorched by the flash of her eye — on Sir Humphrey Davy's prin- 
ciple— or hurt with any moral contagion, on that of the newly 
discovered property of wire-gauze, which is found to sef infection 
at defiance. 

C, ff.^Jside, — O Lord, shell overwhelm me!)— By and 
by. Ma'am, I presume our ladies will be wearing veils of golden 
wire, if it can be so finely spun, and is so useful. 

Miss P.— Too many of the modern day, Mr. Heron, have 
brazen fiices, to shade them with golden veilf !— He ! he ! he ! 
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a H.^Hft! lift! ha!^Exc«B«ttt, Madam, (^nde.— Your 
cast-iron coantenance wUi not need i^t protectioti !) Besides, 
men. Madam, are already sufficiently addicted to looking at women 
through a golden medium ! 

MUs P.— I protest, Mr. Charlefl^ you resemble those glass 
utensilB in the Shetland Isles this excellent number make^ us ac- 
quainted with, which give out musical sounds without any thing 
visible touching them. 

C, J7.— You forget^ Miss Pensivillia, that it is supposed they 
only echo some music : so I but give back the sounds you create. 
(Aside^ and wiping hia mouth, — It will be long, I suspect, before 
your tumblers give auy musical jingle !) 

Miss P» — You appear thirsty, Mr. Heron; and it is little 
wonder. Would you, choose any thing to refresh you? lean 
recommend some delicious butter-milk. Bell! Some sour milk 
for Mr. Heron. 

C. H. — {Drinking and "^eiOTn^r.**)— Delightful ! Thick as 
a Connaughtman*8 brogue—soft as a Kerry beauty*s lips in kiss- 
ing ! (Aside, — Butter-milk! I wonder if it was safe batter 
that left such sourness behind it !) 

Miss P. — Why, Captain de Capel Brook does not rave more 
enthusiastically of the richness and flavour of rein«deer*B milk-<— the 
finest lacteal beverage in the woiM, Mr. Chdrles. ' 

C H, — He indeed speaks with any thing radi^r ^an coldness 
of warm milk at the North Cape* But I ci%ve leave— an en- 
gagement calls me. 

Miss P. — But you have not yet jtold me a single WQr4'0f liter- 
ary news. Hear you of any thing new in preparation in our 
quarter ? 

C, ^.-— O yes. Madam, even within our own circle. Our 
friend Chambers, the traditionist, is by this time in the wildest 
parts of the West Highlands, collecting oral, and written^ and 
hitherto unedited materials for his History of the Rebellions of 15 
and 45. 

Miss P.— He is well fitted for the tasky^-erudite, enthusiastic, 
and inde&tigable. 

C. Ha — True : and there is at present pateing through the press 
of Oliver and Boyd the sheets of a volume of original poems, by a 
new candidate for the bays, whose claims to a seat on Parnassus 
are not likely to be disputed. Fame will, by and by. Ken a day of 
reckoning with the writer of **; The Diamond Ring.'* 

Miss P. — And so Mrs. Dodds has come forth with a second 
cottrse— or new edition of her " Manual." It is the only cookery 
book a woman of any mind can look into. 

C, H'.— -Or a man df any taste submit to eat from, now that it 
has the French, English, and Scotch systems in detail. It ex- 
hibits a '' Holy Alliance" of an unexceptionable kind now. But I 
am reminded by it of my supper engagement. A d 
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MisB P.— Stay but one moment. Is it tme that *' llie 
Spate" haa leeeived the high commendation of one no lew cele- 
bnted than Alaric Watts, and its author an invitation to send up 
papers for the next '' Literary Souyenir ** ? I think I may anrely 
rely upon a proof copy, if that be the case. 

a JJ.— ( ffUh kit hat devoted to hide hU UtfsA«s.)--Good bye, 
dear Miss Penaivillia. I shall be late I fear. If I get to the 
SouTenir, the Souyenir shall get to yon. 

[Gfoe» off in a hurry.] 



AY, THESE WERE NIGHTS. 

Ay, these were nights of high delight, 

So thrilling, yet so calm ; 
When Time unnoted winged his flight. 

But seen, when dropping balm. 
Ay, these were nights ! — the brightest day 

Seemed tediously to last. 
And even December's briefest ray 

But all too slowly past. 
Ay, these were nights !— whose darkness beamed J 

Bright with tiiy speaJdng eye ; 
And, near thee placed, I almost deemed 

That heayen itself was nigh ! 
Ay, these were nights ! — when passioned thoughts 

Found burning words to tell 
Tlieir meaning ! — Still my memory doats 

On every minute's speU ! 
Ay, these were nights ! — they've past — ^we*re changed— 

Nor wish them now returned : 
Our hearts are cold, or, worse, estranged ; 

Our love in pride inurned ! 

TO CORRESPONDENTS. 

The venea of the ** Constant Reader "—(we have fifteen hundred of 
fhese)— are pretty, bat uneqaah— Somebody in Kilmarnock, calling as 
«< Dear Sir." with a condescension we cannot be too gnteflil for, has sent 
us verses sisned ** W. K." He should have put E A between these letters. 
—The gentleman who, at a certain Watering.Place, was so lavish of his 
abuse of last number, without bavins read it, has our best thanks. The 
praise of such would be— ^* censure in disguise."— The lines on ** Darkness** 
have both feeling and power, but, perhaps Arom the nature Of the subject, 
are obscure, and want distinctive features, 
i^ Next Saturday, our Twenty-First No., whoDy made up of Original 

matter, will appear. The Twenty-Second, with the usual amount of 

SelecUons, will be published on the following week, and we shall so alter. 

nate a No. of each description, tiH our Twenty-fiOxth, and then close our 

labours. 

' Printed by James Curll, 55, Bell^reet, and sold by aU Booksellers. 
PRICE THREEPENCE. 
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THE WATERING-PLACES. No. IV. 

'< Out of the world and into Lurgs.**— OU Sam. 

** I sing the sweets of Largo*! vale.*'— JoAii Camegie, 

** Q it iiiBt iB:— Health, quotha 1 wgold too have me go and seek. 
Near Folly's temple, for the shrine of Health ? 

Zm Jtofi^tf.— where air is balm, like breath on beauty's lip. 
Where Phosbua leaps across the eastward hills. 
And lingers on the occidental pealu 
With lovers' ardour, and with love's delay, 
O say not Folly dwells. 

Yet not for health 
9eA there, where lurks the death of many a heart. 
Ready to shoot flrom eyes of mom's own Uae i 
—I've ta'en a wound which— 

GimvudL • Change of air win cure.'*— 7%tf Law t^f Largo. 

The metropolis of Scotland is, perhaps, more happily 
situated than any other laige city in Britain, in reffara 
to the picturesque beauty of its immediate yicinity. The 
noblest attributes of an imposing landscape hem it around, 
na^ , ahuost form part of itself; and the walks in its 
neighbourhood are not more interesting from their classi- 
cal and historical associations, than from their intrinsic 
beauty, as portions of that great combination of charms 
which entitle Scotland, however rugged its climate may 
be, to rank next to Switzerland, Italy, and Greece, in the 
estimation of the lovers of the unadorned beauties of ex- 
ternal nature. Roslin, Laswade, Ibwthomden, and the 
hills of Pentland and of Braid, are all within the compass 
of an evening's walk from Edinburgh. Glasgow is less 
happily situated. The lovely villages of Govan and Cath- 
cart are close to its suburbs, but Camlachie and Shettleston 
are closer stiU. Fine as is the public Green of the one, it 
is not to be compared, as a landscape feature, with the 
CflJton Hill of the other ; and if we can hardly be too proud 
of the majestic Clyde, that washes the ancient city walls of 
BalGlutha,and also divides, into nearly equal portions, the 
modem Glasgow, we must not forget that the mighty 
sea may be seen in aU its summer beauty, or its sterner 
21 
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gnndeur, witUn five minutes' walk e£ the Post Ofl&ce of 
Edinburgh, aod that its glorious bosom may be cksped 
by the man who, fifteen minutes after, shakes hands with 
you in PrinoeVStreetk 

But if you come to compare the advantages the rival 
aueens possess in the tracts of country, which, at a greater 
oistanoe, are still easily accessible, within the compass of 
a day's excursion to their inhabitants, the amazing differ- 
ence in favour of the western lady w^ be obvious in one 
moment. Where can the Solicitor to the Supreme Courts 
bestow himself on a fine Saturday afternoon, like the 
Maker of Mulled Muslins? He may eat his dinner at 
" The Hunter's Tryst," or measure the longitude of a 
degree in the streets of Kirkaldy; but what are these 
enjoyments to a sail^ along the whole extent of the finest 
lake in Eun^ie— a ride to near the source of the noblest 
stream in Scotland— a pil^frimage to the summit of one of 
the hundred hills which lift up their green heads around 
us — a voyage and portage to Inverary by Loch Bck, or 
Loch Goil— or a tnp to Helensburghr-^an escape to Gou- 
rod( — a navigation to Rothsay — a disembarkation at 
Dunoon— or a descent on the sunny and smiling shot« of 
Largs I 

Whether or not the associations of boyhood's happiness, 
with the first draughts of that deep love for nature whidi 
( there inhaled, make me partial to Largs, I will not ex- 
amine, but, at all events, I am sure its charms stand in 
Heed of no such alliance. To those who have not seen it, 
it would not be eas^ to convey an idea of the universaliHf 
of a beauty whidi is so distributed that no feature of it 
detracts from the effect of the rest; and to those who 
have, it would be needless to remind them of what, tf 
they can forget, they would feel but litde pleasure in hay- 
ing recalled. 

When hist I visited it, evening was closing in, as, gently 
restraining rather than urging the speed of the horse of 
a friend whose kindness does not stop at that point where 
so much nrofession abruptly terminates^— namely, at 

** but 1 never lend my mare or dennet," — I silently 

descended from the elevated plateau which comes so close 
to the sea, as to leave only a stripe of land beneath its pre- 
cipitous supporting-wall, and gives occasion to the poetical 
exaggeration of my proverbial motto. The solemn and 
gloomy beauty of toe M'oods that skirt its base, and even 
climb through the crevice of its glen, as if ambitious of 
crowning its very summit, filled my mind witii a pleas- 
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ingf inelancholf, little akin to the feeling most people 
experience in approaching to one of fashion's favourite 
haunts. The prospect first obtained iartibier up, but now 
obscured, where, upon the ample bosom of a bright green 
hill, the dark woods of Kelbum are studded in batallia- 
like array, and the singular but picturesque bartiaans of 
Lord Glasgow's mansion peep out, while beyond them 
stretches the frith, whereon, at evening, the Cumbrae Isles 
seem, like vast galleys, to ride at anchor, the hills of Bute 
to float like clouds, and- the loffy, truncated, and serrated 
peaks of Arran's frowning mountains appear guardian 
ffenii of the scene, had elevated my spirits into buoyant 
rorvency for a brief space ; but as night closed in, and told, 
in its rapid encroachment, tiiat autumn was at hand and 
winter would follow, I felt a sedateness which not even 
the glitter of signal lights from the yachts at anchor in 
tiie bay, that shortly became visible, could dispel or 
illuminate. It was in this mood I went to bed, — but with 
the cheerful mom I rose a cheerful man; and its earliest 
beams beheld me onee more placed u{>on my favourite 
seat — the summit of that partly artificial mound which 
stands dose to the Gk>gar bum, and, from its ^rpetual 
verdure, without reference to the astronomical mlliu*s on 
its top, is endearingly termed *' The Green Hill." 

This place has alwavs been agDeeable to me. It is sel- 
dom visited — it is easily reached — it commands a complete 
panoramic view, not only of the village and the coast, 
out of all that stripe of level ground which lies at the 
mouth of that opening, that has Brisbane House so 
beantifrilly situated in its centre, and is called " Largs 
Glen." 

Seated, then, here, and soothed by the murmur of the 
rapid Gogar mshing past, there can be few enjoyments 
more congenial to a Permit of Society, than while his 
visual ken takes in so much of what is beautifrd in nature, 
and that is comfortable and el^nt for the use of man, to 
figure out to himself a series ofpictures, the living groups 
of which he places, as suits his fancy, upon the dilferent 
positions beneath his eye, peopling these with the realities 
ne may have seen in the society of the village beneath him, 
or in the world at large, and concentrating circumstance 
to a point which may attain effect without sacrificing 
probability. I am fond of this sort of creative and ani- 
mated landscape painting, and often like better to arrange 
the crowds that tnrong scenes like this,.in such a manner, 
than to mingle in their bustle. 
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• Tnrniiiffy then, to the eastward, there rise, steeplyy hut 
without abmpinefls, thoee lovely pastoral hills whidEi hem 
in the Tale or largB. No livings thing, save the peaoefol 
croppers of the sward, is seen upon their sommit. This is 
as It should be. Their velvet carpetung, yerdant to their 
ridffe as the floor of Titania's paJaoe hall, should not be 
trod by any but the lonely lover of the spirit of silent 
Beauty, who can dimb the steep at eariiest dawn to meet 
that mountain nymph. But tnis is to be a landscape 
with figiuies, so let me seek for level ground to place them 
on — even, perhaps, on that flat terrace just beneath die 
hiU, where the fiuitestic architecture of what is to be the 
'' offices" of an anticipated Mansion, serves all the pur- 
poses of that, meantime, while the proprietor rests satis- 
fied with the grandeur he means to lavish up<m his horses 
and poultry, discovering, perhi^ that a very huge house 
be worse even than a very huge stable. There is 



a pleasure party disporting about that pavilion, so prettily 
placed upon another terrace, just o'erarching the garden 
which shelters itself and seeks for sufficient depth of soil 
in this odd comer of half bidden land, that the bum 
has, with lover-like inconstancy, forsaken for a Airless 
beautiful meander. It wonld not make a picture equal to 
Watteau's, this garden scene ; but still the bird's eye view 
of the groups descen4Jnfi^ tiie sloping bank to pillage 
the tiny hot-house, would make a pretty enough scene. 
I know not whether the Tea and Toast pavilion be taste- 
fully fitted up, but I trust there are no ship-head figures 
pbiced to adorn it, as seems to be the case m the gutlen, 
whose centre figure of a Flora or a uj^mph has something 
about it like that which was once the pride of a ship-car^ 
penter's building-yard. Even if that Dower be beautifi[d, 
however, it coiHd never seem to me so much so as the 
grotto which is hid among the trees, more to the south- 
ward, and upon the fs^e of the steep, before the little but 
sweetly situated house of Hailey. That was indeed, to 
my boyish fancy, the very palace of the Nereids, with its 
rocky walls, and roof of purple shells, and glimpse of the 
broad sea beyond it. It is desolate now; and the taste of 
its fiiir contriver has turned to the embeUishment of ano- 
ther Quarter, which she has made more beautiful in the 
abstract, although it can never seem so lovely to my 
eye as that which first gave me a faint idea of the stately 
beauty of the old style of laying out the grounds around 
the mansion of a gentleman. 

Following the line of the Hills to the north, we shall 
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next see, on the slope where the level swells up to meet 
these as they sink to kiss it, another mansion — ^beautifully 
placed— but bare and unornamented. Here is space for 
twenty villas, and as yet there is but one erected; while 
nearer to the shore, but with a more circumscribed view 
of the sea, houses are huddled in the close contact of city 
companionship. Onward and the vale narrows, for the 
lofty shoulder of the Knock Hill, with its cairn-topped 
peak, shoots forward, and guards the opening of the pass. 
Beneath it, and upon a little eminence above the brawl- 
ing but beautiful bum, named from that mountain, sits the 
broad and lofty front of Brisbane House, commanding a 
fine southward sea view, and of the whole manor of its 
Lord, and surrounded by woods which climb to the very 
top of the hill^. It is a lovely scene all around it, 
whether you lean over the parapet of the bridge you 
must cross to reach its doorway, or wind up the water 
side to Whytlaw Bum or the singular and insulated 
mound where, probably, the ancestors of its master had 
their former home, although the fortalice must have been 
a small one, from the name it still bears of ^ Castle Hill." 
> Returning, by the Gogar's course, to the mouth of the- 
glen, the shore, and the large and lofty bridge, which 
strides the bum just before it ceases to have existence, 
is dose to us. When I first crossed its waters, it had 
to be by fording; but now, steppin^nstones are out of the 
fashion. The road that crosses it to the north-west, 
winds beneath an apparently perpendicular face of rock 
and soil, clothed wim trees of recent growth, yet, even 
from this point, a keen eye may discover the little rustic 
temple placed by the before-named lady in a prominent 
point ofthose delightful walks she has scooped out along 
that brow of the eminence upon which is placed, in a 
commanding site, her father's mansion, oddly termed '* The 
Quarter." To wander there, and look down upon the 
surging sea, would be a delight that makes me wish it 
were my quarters now and then. That fo^-covered hut 
is a thie hermit's cell : I believe it contains an album. 
When kst I traveUed the walks, it was, however, closed; 
but, the fit beiuff on me, I scribbled some lines suggested 
by the spot, and left diem there. It was a balm to my 
vanity to be afterwards told that they had been transcribed 
into the book within. 

Following the circle, which must bring me to the point 

^ from which I set out, I next notice a low neck of^land 

stretching far out, and having a rude hut at its extremity. 
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B u a fisher's hovel-— once a fisher's cottagpe. I remei&« 
ber, when a boy, that its mistress had the most eztraordin* 
ary propensity' for one in her situation that could be 
ima^ned. 6he was the most insatiate devourer of 
novels, or ** novells," as she termed them, that ever I 
met with, and heaven only knows where she then pro* 
cured them, for La^gs, in these days, had no library I 
Be that as it may, "^ The Mysterious Mother," and ^ The 
Monk," « The Mask," and '' llie Murderer," et hoc 
genu* omne, would there be found in dose contact with a 
basket of sahpon, or a string of whitings. Her cottage is 
deserted now ; and I know not whether she be alive, still 
in idea to breathe the air of palaces amid the smoke of a 
Scottish cot-honse. But die distant Towart faintlv seen. 
Mount Stewart half-hid in the rich glow of sunshine, I 
come now to the beach of Laigs^-'HMlee the field where 
Haco was defeated — ^now the arena of fiishion and dia* 
play — the place of exhibition for summer costume and 
pretty aades— the fiel4 of flirtation— -the centre of gossip, 
^-4he point of lan^Bnff---and, alas! too — the scene of de-* 
parture, often in the orizzle of donds and eyes that weepi 
in sympathy. 

The manse passed, we come to a range whidi looks 
more like an infantry barracks than a creseent at a wateiw 
ing-plaoe, and reach a lod^^inf utiiere waves a silken pea- 
BOii on a flaff«8ta£ This is &e siffn that its occupier is a 
member of me Yacht Club, severu of idiose fantastically 
rieged vessds are at andior in the hay, with their masts at 
an angles, and their stock of si^;nals stning up, resembling 
a painted alphabet. They are, like their owners, in a state 
of repose to-day ; but the movements of the one^ and blue 
jackets and nautical airs of the other, as well as the ad- 
mirable use to which the national and delightful amos^ 
meot that they addict themselves to, may tend, are well 
worthy of a s^acate notice, forming as they do, in the 
meantime, no part of Lai^, but a verp' great ornament 
to its beauty, and addition to its gaiety. The parish 
church is a pretty enou^ object at this point Perhaps 
the genfiemen of the Regalia, as the Regatta has been 
naore than once called in my hearing, are listening to their 
burly diaplain, not its stated pastor, within its walls, ex- 
patiating on the wonders of the deep, and wishing, wi^ 
Tom Bowling, that their '* souls may go aloft." 

There is enough of attraction to sermon in the dborch 
of Laigs for even the most listless, I should think, were 
it oaiy fi»r the many lovely faces there to be weekly 
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seen — ^that one that maived wy demotion last week, for 
example, whose owner was j^^rayed in iilk attive, as varied 
in its nues as the play of her own sweet Saxon featores,-*- 
without making it necessary to call in extraordinary 
talent or novelty to attract an auditory. I shall not have 
time, I fear, to sketch one of the ffroups of Gentlemen 
who are wearing diecked shirts and channel pumps, nor 
even single oat any one of the throngs who may be so 
vain of blistered hands, as to cut a travelling compani<^ 
whom he may meet there, after having traversed the soli- 
tudes of the north in apparent oordii^ity with him, because 
he was not down at the racing-matofau These can be 
fended lounging at Underwood's coach-house, or lolling 
at Strahan's door, in blue jackets, irtraw hats, and wide 
trowsers, by any one who knows the localities, move 
easily than I can describe them. I would much rather 
cross that wooden bridge, and ascend that terrace which 
so much resembles the parades of English waterinff- 
idaces, and, as I walked along tbe ^nt of its scattered, 
out, excepting the pye-crust-battlemented castle, pretty 
lodgings — ^though they are not yet in the true crescent 
bend--delineate that beautiful group of six or seven fine 
little fellows disporting in their sailor costume. They are 
all in blue — ^from the boy of three to him of thirteen, and 
with a fistther whose delight and pride seems only to be to 
make them happy. 3u^ omitting even the a«semblage on 
** The Green," overlooking the group at ** Captain Morris's 
door," and the party who are stationed beside the few 
frail sticks and spars they call a '^ wharf," though its tim- 
ber would not make a comfortfible &re, I must bitten down 
to a call which all obey, at one time of the day or other, 
namely, to brealdksty which h indispensable even to 

Thb Hermit op the West. 



A BREAM. 



I dreamed me a dream : O metbought tb^ pf^ r^^e, 

That vies with the lily £ur, 
And in leafy June luxuriant blows, 

And perfiime^ the summer tar. 
In my dream I beheld, and the goddess of flowerp 

Told me that 'twas pale in hue, 
Because she had washed off its bright bloom with showers, 

To give it all to you I 
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MethoQght I tlieB asked why the Stan were pdey 

And the dew had k« of balm ; 
Why no freshness to me had the morning gale ; 

Why the music of echo was calm ? 
And was answered — Thine eyes the stars outshone ; 

On thy lip was the balm of the dew ; 
And the sweetest of music was thy yoioe's tone. 

While the mom's od'rons breath was round you ! 

I awoke — ^yet the dreams of my heart are reali 

For thou, thou unto me 
Art as &ir as if Nature had set her seal 

Of perfection upon ihee ! 
O ! I dreamed again— and methought thou wert mine. 

And thy heart to mine own I drew. 
And we met and thou lored— >(long my love had been thiney) 

— Ah ! shall this dream be true 1 



THE MIDNIGHT HOUR. 

The midnight hour at length is come 

To close the weary day,— 
Another item to the sum 

Of suffering I must pay ! 
"Us come, and with it silence brings,. 

But not its sister, sleep, 
To shade me with its heavy wings :— * 

Doth have then vigil keep ? 

The midnight hour at length is come ; 

The festal throng is glad ; 
There be no tongues that there are dumb ; 

No heart is there that's sad ! 
And who, amid the smiling throng. 

Smiles gayest ?— Heavens 1 'tis she : 
Hear the wUd joy-notes of her song. 

In this, Love's vigil see ! 

And this is woman's boasted Love, 

Creation of the Sky ! 
Hiat of my dog is fer above : 

It keeps me company ! 
Thou midnight hour — thou pale disease, 

'Tis well the lore ye've taught. 
Shows that the pride that all would please 

For one deep Love cares naught ! 

Jaspkb. 
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THE MARCH OF DISCOVERY.— STRIDE I. 

Our Local Literary Announcements were of a kind to ex- 
cite attention. We tnerefore did not wonder at their haying 
done so. The public of Glasgow were not aware, imm 
^ The Ant" informed them of it, what intelligence lav 
slumbering in its capacious bosom, ready to be ca&ed fortn 
by any warmth of public fistvour shown to the first hardy 
adventurers who dared to plant a shoot froM the garden 
of Letters in the ungenial soil which is trodden into hard- 
ness by the eveivpacinfi^ foot of busy money-making. — 
But ** The Ant '^ reached its Sixth rfo., amid the smiles 
of the fair, and the patronage of the patrician, when, lo ! 
one of its succee^bg pages groaned oeneath the load of 
promise, whidi, in the estabhshed periodical form of 
" Litenuy Intelligence," it was auth<»ised to hold out by 
authors warmed mto existence by the sunshine reflected 
from the hillock it had reared. And now, even before 
the full fruition of these important contributions to the 
sciences of Ge<^raphy, Natural Philoso^jhy, Astronomy, 
and the Art of Gunnery, have appeared in ^e '* Journal 
oi a Cruise made on board vie St. Andrew Steam 
Boat," a mere precis of which, or little more than an 
outline of contents of which, has already been printed. 
Murray, bookseller to the Board of Longitude, has 
outbade Colbum for the cop3rright of the Quarto, which 
is to comprise the full details of this important exploratory 
expedition. But .while we rejoice at these auspicious 
omens of Glasgow becoming as famous for composition as 
calico, and as distinguished in metre as in muslins, we 
cannot forget that it forms but a small portion of ^' the 
wide world," and its inhabitants but an inconsiderable 
series in the yast sum of its population, and with that eye 
for proportion, which " if we naye any propensity in the 
world, we loye to show that we possess — we patriotically 
relinquish our intention of giving forth some further an- 
nouncements of works on hand, or in the state of gestation, 
that we may enable our readers to measure one of those 
strides, which a small fraction of the world will have the 
other nine hundred and ninety-nine thousandth parts to 
believe that they are perpetually making in the great 
** March of Discovery." 

Were ever the pompous announcements of extraordinary- 
invention, orthestatements of philosophioalprojects, whicn 
occupy so large a portion of the pages of our periodical 
.literature, even but half fulfilled, we should certainly, by 
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this tune, haT« been Uie happiest, as veil as the most 
extraordinaiy people upon the face of the earth. Coughs 
and ooasamptioiis would have now been almost nnkaowii, 
or known but hj tradition, had any one of tiie ^ wnter- 
proof compounds," or ittmluable ^ Bairns" and <^ Elixks," 
so frefuently disooyered, possessed but n tithe of thn qua- 
lities asngned to it u we eould haye preyailod aa. 
the patentees of the « New Steam Boat" plans, ow^ to 
put them in execution, a trip to London, or a call at the 
Palais Royal, would haye been only the oeenpation of the 
spare time of a leisure hour; and a jaunt to Constantanople^ 
w the Pyramids of Errpt, llie employment of a fine hoii* 
day. Witii Sir Oeoige Cayley's appanutus, had it succeeded, 
yoyages to the moon would, by this time, faaye been eyery* 
day occurrences, ** things of no note and standing," and 
haye excited no wonder. ' It is really somewhat remark- 
able, and withal, proyokinr too, to think that marinnrs 
will stiU perversely aUow raemselyes to be drowned, not* 
withstandmg the multitude of cork<jaoket li£B-preseryeta 
and air-barreUed lile-boats; and that MLyentnroustcayeflera 
eyer die of hunger or thirst, when so many yahiabie and 
portable compounds haye been inyented for dieir use. 
It may be man is a peryerse animal, ^o delights in all 
sorts of risks and pnyations ;•— or else there may be some 
truth in the opinion of those who consider a thorougik- 
paeed projector — ^your man of plans and patents, as poa* 
sessing more imaginatiye bmnps on his eramum than the 
yeriest poet or mad dramatist of ancient or modem timea. 
The life of a projector is a dream-~4fae elements he 
esteems but as instruments of his will With a &yoarite 
plan in yiew, he is happier in shoes minus the heek, uad 
a coat whose appearance is as outr6 as his puipose, tfaaa 
the rosy-nosed Alderman, swathed in fieeej hosiery, whcna 
inhaling the odour of green fiit, or listening to the silyery 
tones of Sir W. Curtis' yoice, in prc^osing the healdi or 
his Majesty^s Ministers on a Lord Mayor^e day. Hie 
projects bear no proportion to his pocket; for his nehes 
consist in *' the idle coinage of the brain,"^^«iot a legal 
tender in a commercial countiy, since it has not the ea- 
balistic letters W. W. stamped upon it, nor does it emer«e 
from beneath the die of Pistrucci. A true projector woiudl 
be a good rider in a steeple chase, for no wstade diemays, 
or appears to him as insurmountaUe. He has tittle of 
^ the milk of human kindness" in his bosom; for his pn^ 
jects are in no wise shackled by the ties of tendmiess ; 
and he neyer thinks of hmnanity imposiiig any shaddee. 
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To him tlM laws of cwtoffi seefm hat 9U^ for Ym d^ 
ximoa-'-he l^qgh9 at partialities; aa4 if Do^sessed of a 
fayouritQ clvu^er, would QOfm(m him, without a reffret^ 
over to thjO dog kennel, to fill nis place with a *' Veloci- 
pede," or « Tnvector." 

Poetry, if poetnr consists in a lofty mixture of ima^nar 
tioa and &ucy, of ^' high thoughts" and seerlike Tisions, 
is his staple production. His dreams are wilder than those 
of Mr. Coleridge; and Christah^e, or ^ The Ancient 
Mariner/* are soher prose and plain truth to At« reveries. 
A patent of nohiUty, imder the great seal, would please 
him less than a patent of a plan, or a partnership in a 
scheme for a steam-moving roasting-jack, or a self-impelled 
shoe-hrush. He would give more for a glance at the damp 
sheets of a specification in the Repertory of Arts, than he 
would for the first reading of another Ivanhoe. Were he, 
hy ac(!ident, to open a volume of the works of Campbell 
or Byron, he would forget the subject of it, and immedi- 
ately begin to muse upon the best method by which t^es 
migal^ by the agency of steam, be made to dance into 
w<di-measured idexandrines, or flowing and harmonious 
blank verse. He would prefer an introduction to a German 
professor of. animal magnetism, to a visiting acquaintance 
with the nine Muses, or a standing iuvitation to the hill 
of Hndua. He would give the palm to Mr. Wyatt in 
preference to Apollo, and with some reason too; for his 
journal, for the last twenty years, contains more of the 
productions of wild and imfettered ima^nation, than anT 
^ Lays from Fainr-land," or than is displayed in '* Ki(- 
meny," or " The Witch of Fyflfe." Were he ever to pass 
Lochlomond, he would consume no time in gaaing on its 
beauties, and, perhaps, never look at it except to conceive 
a cheap method of havinc^ it drained. If he ascended to 
the siunmit of the ^ Lofty Ben," he would neelect the 
glorious prospect of '' the flood and fell," for a cdeulation 
of the expense of levelling its surface, or forming it into a 
Chinese terrace, afiker wmch it might be advantageously 
feued out for cabbage gardens I He is intimate with every 
brother in folly, yet does not know the face of his next 
door neighbour, and recollects the name of the patentee 
of the latest " Fire Escape Ladder," but forgets those of 
his ;^ouugest children. He has several plans for the re- 
duction of the national debt, and an in&Uible nostrum for 
the total abolition of poverty and poor's rates. If he has 
not already Rumfordised every chimney in his house, he 
will now block them up aua heat his apartments with 
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steam; and he wffl gravely assert that miich fad miglrt be 
sayed were we to oook our flesh meat in the Abyssiiiian 
method— betwixt the horse's back and the saddle. 

l%efoUowmff Patents have recentfypassed the Great Seal, 
aUhough not yet speeifiedmthe Bepertoiy ofArts:-^ 

For a nevljr-inyented gw nngeing machine, by which ladies may 
nmoTe all aaperfluona haba firom the face, throat, and arm%. 
with as little trouble as a cook rids poultry of its down previoaa 
to roaitiBg— and for an asbestos net head-coyer, by which £Uae 
curls and wigs will be secured from the effects of die gas, with- 
out the trouMe of remoying them. 

For a method of illuminating direction-posts and mile-stones, by 
either rendering them transparent, or throwing refleetions upon 
them by night, as wearied teaveDers do by day. 

To Bernard O'Beilly, of St. Margaret's Pkuse, for a new steel 
teasing card, for raising the nap on csst-off garments. — (Tliia 
discovery is by a citiien of our own— of whom we may be josUy 
proud.) 

For a method of restoring salt butter, however rancid, to its cniginat 
state of pure cream, and Dunlop cheese into fresh milk, for the 
use of voyagers and other adventives^-by passing it a second 
time through the same cow. 

For a new lotion for changing the colour of the eyes to any tint^ 
from the pale blue of a lovely Saxon, to the deep lustre of « 
Circassian beauty, by merely wiping the pupil witii a spunge 
dipped in the preparation. 

For the discovery of a fiftk Element, and an additional Sense. 

For making silk purses frcmi sows' ears. 

For an infallible method of stopping Time, until the possessor is 
ready to make a good use of it. 

For an automaton aactioneer, which will sell every -description of 
property— flourish the hiAimer— -nod at every bidding— and 
knock down a lot with the utmost grace and precision. 

For training spiders to weave cobwebs to any given pattern— and 
for bleaching and pressing the same. 

For adapting the pUn of the Venus fly-trap of Botany, to the 
destruction of bugs and fleas. 

For a varnish to be applied to the timbers of ships and the walls of 
fortifications, by which all missiles aimed at them will be driven 
back with xedoubled force on the heads of "tiiose who let them 
off. — And, 

Finally, to our distinguished fellow-citizen, John Johnston, late of 
Punch's Opera, foot of Stockwell-Street, for an improvement in 
the composition of his fly-water, by which it' will be made to 
bury as well as kill these insects — thus removing the objection 
of grocers to Its use, that, for every one whish it killed, 80 come 
to the funeral. 



ORIGINAL. 203 



FROM THE GERMAN. 

Light from blue eyes, and song firom lips 

That lent their sweets to sound, 
And notes from fisiiry finger tips, 

Had timers light footfalls drowned ; 
And hours that brought but bUn, I thought, 

And came to soothe the heart, 
Led in their t^ain their antidote. 

Since we but met to part ! 
Yet, e*er that parting. Heaven's high dome 

0*erarched us, clear and bright; 
And lovelier shone the path to home. 

Beneath the lamp of night. 
Of blue-eyed laughing Wilhelmine, 
And gentle-natured bland Christine. 

" This is a night,*' ezcUimed the one, 

** To woo the Muse of Song ; 
" These hours, when garish day is done, 

"To Poesy belong!" 
" And that inle light," the other said, 

** Is Love's own gentle torch ; 
" Of lover's looks its flame is made, 

" To light them to Heaven's porch. 
" Go, then, if e'er you touched the lyre, 

*' See inspiiiation there, 
" Or never dare again aspire 

" The laurel wreath to wear ! " 
— Thus spake to me in smiles, Christine ; 
Thus strove to rouse me, Wilhelmine ! 

In vain — in vain,— >the lyre unstrung 

Will never sound again ; 
In vain— >in vain, — the heart that's wrung 

Will echo «nly pain ; 
And he, to whom 'twas bliss to look 

On heaven's star-written page, 
A sullen sorrow slow must brook. 

That withers youth to age. 
Or seek, 'mid throngs and empty noise. 

Some echo to out-tone 
The trickling drops of conscience' voice. 

That turn his heart to stone. 
For ah ! for him lives no Christine, 
Or glowing-bosomed Wilhelmine I 
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NOTICE 

OF AN 

IMPORTANT AUTO-BIOGRAPHICAL WORK. 

This age is not less remarkable for the number of its 
aathors than for the desire they exhibit^ like the writer of 
the work we are about to notice, of letting tiie public 
become well aof uainted with the drcunistances at- 
tendant upon their first lapng aside the pinafore, and 
other important eras in their existence. Freddy Rey- 
nolds, Tom Dibdin, and ^ James Henry Lambier, late 
Cantain in the French Imperial Mameluke Horse Guards, 
ana now trayellxmr diis Kingdom under the denominati<m 
of the American Slant," hare equally distinguished them- 
selves in this important department of letters. To the 
work of the latter elevated character — ^which has unac- 
countably escaped the notice, probably from the loftiness 
of the subject, of our elder and bulkier brethren of the 
broad sheet and the folded — we mean to direct the at- 
tention of our readers. It is, however, a happy peculiarity 
oi our tribe, not merely to have a pn^nsily to treasuring 
up excellence, but also to seek it out from tiie comers in 
which it may have accidentally been buried, and to gamer 
it up in fittmg receptacles where its superiority can be 
obviously seen. 

This modest auto-bioj^raphical work, then, is, in contra- 
distinction from its subject, styled, ** A Short and Correct 
Aocoimt of the life," &c. and this veij hunuGty of pre- 
tension forcibly impresses the reader with a sense of the 
candour oi its author, and prepares him to receive with 
unhesitating confidence the otherwise startling statements 
which he afterwards comes to in the course of perusing^ 
the book. Secure in seven feet, Mr. Lambier scoms 
the hw ambition of eking out, by all sorts of silly 
gossip about every body and any body, a ponderous 
volume or two, merely with an eye to the cheap celebrity 
of beinff the author ot '' a big book," just as if there were 
in modem times a counterpart to uiat nobleman com- 
memorated by Menage, who invited literary men to his 
table, and gave them precedence there by the bulk of their 
productions — the author of a folio sitting at the right 
nand of the host. True merit is distinguished not less by 
a consciousness of its existence, than by a wish that that 
should not be ostentatiously exhibited to others. James 
Henry Lambier would Qi his own accord have placed 
himself at the foot of the table of this graduating patron 
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of letters, as is proved by bis compressiiiff all that can be 
said of his own vast bulk into this smiul tome. It was 
different with Count Borolowski. This tiny tenant of a 
pye-cmst— for, like 6eoffi*y Hudson, he mig^ht have been 
comfortably housed in a pasty— nxnild not, forsooth, reel, 
until he liad given to the world a volume as bulky as 
himself— at least far more heavy, and immeasurably 
duller. But the self-denial of rnent ever brings its own 
reward. Ko one has ever been found hardy en<High to 
make affidavit that he read through the memoir «« the 
man three feet three. We have perused every sylliU>le of 
the life (tf Lambier — ^hnng o'er its too brief pages with 
fixed interest and wnipt delight — and we hasten to enable 
our readers to participate in the pleasure, and to become 
masters of its mteresting contents, which, brief as they 
are, we must, however, necessarily abridge. 

It is thus the hero introduces himself— not merely, as 
we are assured, to the readers of his memoirs, but to the 
gazers on his portly person--tiie aristocratic purchaser of 
She one, and tne plebeian payer of a penny w gazing on 
the other, being, m the spirit of true politeness, equally ad- 
dressed : — ** Ladies and Gentlemen, — Allow me the honour 
to inform you, that I am tiie ofispring of an ancient Scottish 
fiunily; m^ forefathors, of the name of M'Dougal, were 
oiig^iudly inhabitants of tiie Highlands, in Argyleshire, 
until the troublesome times in 1745, when they became 
exiles of Scotland, and emigrated to America; when they 
took the name of Lambirth, to inherit a large property in 
the West India Islands, left to my grandmther, by the 
will of a distant relative;" — and why, thinkest thou, 
reader ? oh! because he who destroyed and elevated dyiuu»- 
ties, condescended to alter surnames,—'* Napoleon having 
named me Lambier, in my commission as a Captain in the 
liameluke Horse Guards." Lambier's parents were not 
remarkable for stature; but in another respect tliey cep> 
tainly'distin^ished themselves Ifrom the mass w the 
world's popiJation, by adding twenty-one to its number, 
for such waiB the extent of their oftsprmg, the most of 
whom were about " seven feet high, and uiirty stones in 
weight;" at least so says their brother. He was himself 
a twin; and the 29th of June, 1783, ushered the bulky 
pair, of which he was the half, into the worid. We find 
him, in 1802, all at once ingratiating himself into the 
flood graces of no less a personage^ than the sbter of 
Napcdeon Bonaparte, and if the memoir abnrotiy arrives 
at ^ioB interestug part» it no less abmptiy leaves it at 
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A tangent There is an air of oourdy mjatery about 
this portion of the oonfessions of this great man, whidi 
either in^cates the possession, on his part, of the most 
oonsomraate tact in authorship, or the most admirable 
finesse and skill as a courtier and a man of intrigue. 
Suffice it, that this fityourite of princesses — ^more fortun- 
ate than a Trenck or a Beigami — through the kind 
offices of Madame Le Qerc, procured a commission in the 
Mameluke Guards, but witn the enviable priyilege ao- 
oompanving tiie honour, that he might " continue at 
sdiool, aluiouffh then ** twenty-fiye years of age, seven 
feet high, and Airty stone weight," — ^nor need to fight in 
Egypt with Roustam, or any of his bearded oonundes. 
He still, however, nourishes tne Mameluke moustache, as 
we are assured by a young lady irho confessed that he 
had fiiirly eclipsed, in her estimation, even the splendid 

whiskers of a C-- — or a K . We fear, however, 

that although Mr. Lambier ^^ studied physic four years 
in the college of San due Argu de lu Vigo, in Madrid, the 
capital of Spain," that he has not seized the true Castilian 
accent and orthography, for, although he dedares that he 
fought at the battles of Talavera de la Reyn^r, High- 
lanora, and the *' heights of Ciudad Rodrifo, &c we are 
not quite sure that he and the Duke of Wellin^n agree 
on these points. Perhaps it is owing to this discrepancy 
in spelling, that even after the battle of Waterloo, where 
*< he lay some hours on the field, but by the aid of a 
noble JBritish officer, a brother freemason, was enabled 
to join his re^ment, which, without loss of time, pro- 
ceeded on to Paris, and afterwards escorted the unfor- 
tunate Napoleon to Rochford, where he embarked on 
board his Britannic Majesty's ship, Bellerophon, com- 
manded by CaDtain Maitland," that ne refused to serve as 
a Captain unaer Louis XVIIL even allowing for his 
chivalrous explanation of ^having taken tiie oatii of 
allegiance to I^apoleon, his heirs and successors, never 
to serve under any other monarch that mi^t reign over 
the French empire." 

We next find him a planter in America ; but, says he, ^ in 
an unguarded moment I lost by cards, £ 6000, and in order 
to liquidate this debt, (a debt of honour, as it is caUed^ 
was, oy the advice of the friends of my deceased parents, 
obliged to make over the produce of my property for the 
term of seven years." Until the lapse of this period of 
penance, he resolved to visit Great Britain, ^ haviiuf," he 
goes on, ''previously got my friends to procurefor metotters 



ORIGINAL. 209 

of int]*odactioD to noblemen, to intercede with his Royal 
Highness the Duke of York, for a commission in the 
Bntii^ Horse Guards." Arrived in London, on the 1st 
of August, 1819, he put up at the Salopian Coffee-house 
in the Strand, where he remained some days, when he 
was taken to the Horse Guards, and personidly introduced 
to his Royal Highness the Commander-in-Chief, who 
gave him to understand, that in consequence of his being 
an American by birth, and an officer of rank in the 
French service m time of war, together with the dilBB* 
culties of the times, and the number of British officers 
who were on half-pay and the peace establishment, his 
Ro3ral Highness could, not, in justice to his otvn feelings, 
(noliiing else, he solemnly assures us H recommend him 
to his Majesty for a commission ! ! I Tne result was — ^not 
that he blew out his brains, or pined in moping melan- 
choly and a shabby surtout — no, more heroic and philoso- 
phical : ^ I theretore," says he, with admirable coolness, 
'^ immediately went to Brighton and commenced exhibit- 
ing myself I II and the first two gentlemen who honoured 

me VFith a visit were his R 1 H ss the D- of 

Y , accompanied by Colonel G — d — ^n. His R-^— 1 

H ss was pleased to express his surprise on seeing me 

in the line^-o£ an exhibition, and, on my giving him a full 
explanation of the cause and nature of my distressed situ- 
ation, his R— -^1 H ■ ss was most graciously pleased 
to extend his benevolence by presenting me witn a han^ 
some present, and retired from the caravan 1 1" But the 
interest thickens as we proceed, for a few evenings after- 
wards. Colonel G — d — n entered a second time, and took 
him with him in his carriage, at 12 o'clock at night, to 
the Pavilion at Brighton, for the purpose,, as he under- 
stood, of visiting a Colonel of the Guards, when he was 
introduced to a corpulent gentleman, who received him in 
a most princely style. After an audience of two hours 
and a half, ** during which time," says he, '' I was enter* 
tained most plentimlly with the best port and claret; but 
then considered that any longer stay would be an in- 
trusion, and requested leave to retire, at the same time 
requesting to be informed from whom I had the honour 
of receiving such a princely entertainment, when the cor- 
pulent gentleman held forth his hand, as I supposed to 
shake hands with me, and at the same time gave me to 
understand; thai^ on retiring to the carriage, my request 
should be complied with. I i^ook him by the hand, and 
returned thanks, when I was surprised to find a purse of 



210 THE ANT« 

sovereigns left in my hand :"*«>Msrk the emphatio doaei 
<< I bowed, and then retired ! I ! On gaining the carriage^ 
Colonel G— h1 — ^n informed me, that me corniilent genu»> 
man was no other than His p ^t M— v. ' 

The transition from this scene of royalty and munifr^ 
cence is, however sudden, admirably charaGteristic and 
bold. It is ia thesiD manly and yet polished terms 
our auto-bio^pher condudes : — " On the 3d of July, 
1821, 1 exhibited at the fair of Greenock; and afterwards 
at Glasgow, Paisley, and Stirling, and proceeded on to 
Aberdeen, in the North of Scotlai^, and then returned to 
Edinbuigh. And have now the honour of presenting 
myself before you." 

We have thus brought our pleasant labours to a dose, 
»nd performed an important dut^ in lajring before the 
pubhc these materials for court history and philosophiGal 
conclusions. Henceforth, the name of James Henry 
Lambier will rank with the Gibbers, the Reynoldses, the 
Holbergs, and Lothian Toms, and John Cheap the Chap- 
mans — as a contributor to the Sdence of Man, and a 
first>rate writer of *' Memoirs, by Himselft" 

p. S.r^mt as we had finished off the preceding paper, 
judge of our affliction, sympathetic reader I on having 
placed into our hands the Glatffow Chronicle and the 
Paisley Advertiser of Saturday hut, each of which con* 
tains even a more humorous and derw artide than ours, 
upon the same subject I Yes : the importance and dig* 
mty of the theme, and the sympathy of kindred genius, 
have led each of these Editors to the same great source 
of inspiration I True it is, that the^ choose t4) exhibit-*— 
and most laughably the^ do it — ^this eminent individual 
in rather a ludicrous position : t. e. stretched out upon a 
wheelbarrow, and gazing upwards to the blue firmunent, 
although drunk — ^thinking, with many other distingmsbed 
writers, that to make the hero of their stor^ a viUaiii, 
scoundrel, braggart, and fighter, is to heighten its interest^ 
and deepen its pathos, and point its moraL We lean to 
the more amiable school, and must still say, that we 
mther love to repose our imaginations upon James Henry 
I«mbier as a Captain of the Mameluke Guards of Ni^<^ 
Won, than a captive of the police officers of Paisley— 
rather as a lingering remnant of Iqfty chivalry, and 
eagaUed power, and elevated sentiment — ^than a dirty, 
drunken, swaggering sot; bullying the public, and beat* 
ing his wife ; even although, in sober truth, he may be all 
that these hard phrases indicate. 
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THE CONTRAST. 

Thou art not here — thou art not here — 

Who once gave life and grace 
To what for thee I yet hold dear, 

This still love-hallowed place ! 
O where art thou — O where art thou— 

Whea memory and me 
Are all this chamber tenants now ?— - 

Enough ! — these summon thee / 
Thou yet art here—- thou yet art here- 
in these thy harp*s cold strings. 
Now wet with more tbao mem*ry'a tear. 

And stiU tb£ «dbo rings. 
With that dear voiee that peoples space 

Again with love and bliss ! — 
Away !— Ae past's half worn-out traee 

I fancy new in this ! 
She is not here^-she is not hen^— 

lliat^Benseless shade is all — * 
Pale ghost — that haunts love's gloomy 1 

In this, its jEestive hall ! 
Born-«-nurtared — blessed ! where now e«i I? 

Behold it here inhumed ; 
— But did I say that it could die— 

*Tis Uviogly entombed ! 

Ivan. 



QUESTIONS FOR DEBATING SOCIETIES. 

New Series. 
Sib, — I regret to perceive that you have departed from your 
promiee of giving a series of questions for the use of those ad- 
mirable institutions for the employment of the organs of speech 
which are vulgarly termed ** Debating Societies; " and beg at 
once to remind you of that pledge, and hand you some 
materialB for redeeming it, if it is from lack of these that you 
let it 1^ m pawn, 1 shall expect their speedy a^pearanee in 
your series, or you may look for the displeasure of 
Yours, " as you use me,** 

Gilbert Gabby. 

[Our friend Gabby shali have his way, if he promise to 
be silent ; but our serious and decided sentiments In fiivour 
of these societies, needed not his voluntary assistance or com- 
mentary.— S. Savkall»] 

• Her Picture. 
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Questions in lateraiure and Philosophy, 

Who was the author of " Leper, the Tailor,*' and << Moll 
Y]axkAen'^ **— Authorities : Beloe; Heber; Dibdio's " Typo- 
graphical Antiqultiet/* and other writings, passim. 

Is the " Humoars of George Buchanan '* a genuine anto- 
biographicai work? — See the MS. Collections in the Lodge-my- 
Loons Library. 

Which has exercised the greatest influence over the idiosyn- 
cracy of the British nation — the street cries, or the street 
ballads ? —See ** Annals of the Entries, and Chronidea of the 
Closes," '' Recollections of a Life passed in Goosedub-Street,'* 
&c. 

Was it a communication from the Cabinet of 1812 that led 
to the suppression of the ** Memoirs of Bell-Geordie, written 
by himself; '* and is there any probability that they had been 
perused by the author of ^' Cyril Thornton,** preyious to their 
de^ruction?— See « Memorabilia of Blue Thumbs and Mr. 
Smaleolm.** 

Was it an ancient peculiarity of Cork costume to have 
breeches buttoned behind ? — See the *' Adventures of Paddy,** 
in Thomas Duncan*8 collection. 

Historical Questions. 

Was the cruelty of Mrs. Brownrigg to her apprentices the 
result of large Destructiveness, or bad gin? — See the Museum 
Papers, vol. XCIX. page 487, 2d col. 

Was it a M'Keggie or a M'Fadzean who first introduced the 
use of cold brochan as a national dish ? 

What has become of Bill Soames and James Hardy Vaux?— > 
See Hints from the Hulks. 

At what period of our history was the Provostship of Pol- 
lokshaws instituted? — See Retours, Scots Acts, Hallam's 
Middle Ages, Brodie*s British Empire, &c. 

Is there any evidence of a Highlander settled in the Low 
Country having ever given a preference to a Sassenach when 
there was a competition with a Celt?— See Campbell*s Essay 
on Miracles. 

Is " Stane Meg** a descendant of the ancient Amazons?-— See 
Tooke's Pantheon, and Sir William Drummond*s Origines. 

Who invented Broom Besoms ? — See Beckman's Inventions. 

Questions in Political Science and Economy, 
Should the Elective Franchise be extended to Steam Looms 

and Tambouring Machines? — See Cartwright*s Works, and 

" The Spirit of the Union.** 

Is the Capital of the Barrow -Women of our City fixed or 

circulating? — See Loudon*s Political Economy. 

Would a Tax on Gibraltar Rock and Everton Toffee ma- 
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terially affect the valae of West India Property ?—Se({ an 
£nay on the Use and Abuse of Black- Man. 

Wliat has been the influence of the Macadamized half of 
West Clyde-Street upon the understandinfft of Its inhabitants? 
-^Consalt George Conningbam, Mr. Lochore, or any other 
good Cordwainer. 

Is any Newspaper, saving the North British Adrertiser, 
safe from the Tisitations of the Libel Law ? — Fee any stand- 
ing Counsel. 

Scientific Questions. 

What real difference is there betwixt a Mnirkirk Pig of 
Iron and a Dumfriesshire Pig of Pork ?— See a Kail-Pot made 
of the one and filled with the other. 

A man can walk twenty miles in fire hours on two l^;s ; 
how many hours would he take to perform the same distance 
on one ?— >See Morrison's Compendium of Arithmetic 

Would not Stamped Paper be useful in cases of Diarrhcga 
being of a binding nature ? — Earl of *s edition of a Trea- 

tise on the Promises. 

Would it improve the melting and resolving powers of 
Cold Punch, to substitute Sulphuric for Lemon Add in its 
composition ?—*See Culinary Chemistry, by the ** Western 
Qub." 

At what inclination is the Facial Angle of « The Major's " 
face ?— See Mackenzie on Raising the Dead. 



CONTENT. 



I ask not for grandeur, 'twould rob me of peace ; 

The mantle of splendour may cover for me 
The heart where the worms of Remorse never cease 

To riot and revel ; — and Monarchs may be 
As great and unhappy as ever they've been. 

What care I^ since with wealth's pride pain's thrill may be blent, 
As often around me with scorn I have seen : 

He is Messed above all who is blessed with content ! 

The young, in die flash of new hopings, may smile ; 

The veteran in wishing, in vain still may sigh. 
Could the heart of the proudest be stripped of its coil. 

The scars of Ambition would seem thus to cry. 
In the voice of fond warning, ** Behold this seared soul, 

Probe the gashes in conscience, see Duty's bonds rent. 
And kam, mortal, learn the stem bliss of control, 

Then treasure the one priceless jewel.-> Content } " 

D. R. 
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The Hazimist. No. ▼. 



M FuH of wise laws and modem iiutancea.** 

Women ftd u deeply and lore aa long^ as men ; bnt not witii 
the same continuUy :— in one hour they can fSeel the deepest grief, 
be tickkd with the merest foHy, and return to sincere sadness again. 

It is easy enough to extol merit or admit superiority, ao long as 
it does not come into direct and immfdiatft contact or omnpariaon 
with one*s own qualifications^ even although they be of a totally dif- 
ferent kind. 

What books a man reads are no more to be taken as a criterion 
of his bent of mind, than what indiriduals he shakes hands with is 
to be rqiarded as a test of his character — without knowing in 
what relations of interest he may be placed. 

When we are prevented from shiring in anticipated pleasure, we 
not only become regardless as to whether others shall be disap- 
pointed or not, but almost wish that tbey may be so. 

As it is not the best arranged library the volumes of wbich are 
assorted in alphabetical order, so it is not the most powerful nor 
I3ie readiest mind wbich has its information and* ideas most 6b- 
▼iondy systematised. 

Timidity and impudence axe the two extremes of character wbich 
women dislike. 

If a prophet has no honour in bis own country, many wbo are 
not prophets arrive at consideration^-chiefly because it is not in 
their own country that they seek for it. 

We admire the fece of a fine woman most when she is present, 
bnt her figure most when she is absent. 

It is easier to pardon an injury than to forget a sligbt. 

It is not true that it is in every body's power to be pleasing ;— 
all that many can attain is not to be disagreeable. 

The best way of mortifying an author and gratifying your own 
spleen, is to praise extravagantly some piece he himself is aware to 
be trifling, and take no notice of what is really good. 



THE HERON CORRESPONDENCE. No. XV. 

CHARLES HERON TO HIS COUSIN MARY. 

Thy Coz., my Mary, hatb done thy bidding, and into the 
bands of Miss — the paequet with whieb thou entrustedst 
bim has been placed. She is so charming a girl, Mary, that 
it argues a wonderfal deal of confidence wometohere te Introduce 
me to her good graces— which I have actoally noade some pro- 
gress in— or I am an egotist ! What an imprecation ! She, like 
every body else at Largs, however, could talk of nothing else save 
the R^atta — signals— loffing^tacking — gig — four oars— and 
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osmmedores. Unquestionably there never before was such a 
tveek aeen at LargB, the head-qnartere of tbe Yacht Club. 
Had tbe weather been at all tolerable, the whole maet hare 
had quite a Carnival aspect ; hot on the very first day, the sea 
nm flo high, that many a fair heart palpitated on the beach, as 
eaeh alternate wave hid the amateur rowers from their gazing 
friends ; and there were as many moist eyes as wet jackets for 
a time. The ball in the evening was well attended, and took 
place in the Bath hall. I need not say that the mnsio was 
good, when I tell you that Cunningham's band was there. 
Hie style ef the dress and dandng was, as might he e3tpected» 
aautical in the extreme. Another, and an unpremeditated 
btU took place on Friday night. It was so extempore, that, at 
ten o'clock, they were sending out for ladies, and imploring 
their presence, sans ceremonie. To their credit with me — if not 
with you, Mary*— they came even at the tenth hour : and, to 
reward their alacrity, the gentlemen got up some more rowing 
Inatches for their amusement on the Saturday-^and sat pretty 
late in the evening for their own. I do not know whether it 
was also gratitude that led them to procure such a treat as a 
s e a ocr mon for their edification, but if so, the bustle occasioned 
by aome one fainting, seemed to be seized upon by the fair part 
of the auditory, with even more alacrity than the invitation to 
the ball, to effect their escape. This was particularly the case 
with those who had " gone aloft,** as we were then UAd our ^ 
souls should, if we " steered our course on a right tack.**— — 
As for Glasgow, on my return I found it as stupid as can be 
conceived. Miss Noel, that simple and delightful actress and 
singer, is, however, arrived, and we shall have ** M'Gregor*s 
Gathering,** and " Bonny Braid Scotland ** from her. She 
has made them exceedingly popular in Edinburgh, and if they 
are worth rolling up, look for copies of them. Little Bland, 
who sung sweetly—he who played the Fairy King in " Obe- 
ron,'* when I saw it brought out, and pleased even Weber 
in the part— Is here also, and, appropriately enough, sings 
" My wee, wee Wife.** They bring as good houses as the fine 
weather — ^the Regatta being over, it is fine now — will admit of. 
To-day is particularly beautiful, and — it is as well for me 
to tell you of it as to allow another — I am going to the Pro- 
menade in the Botanic Garden, so soon as I leave the dinner 
and dessert table of the Horticultural Society. Their display of 
** Giant** gooseberries, and other fruit, this forenoon, was 
splendid. But the fine flowers, of which there were some 
vplenmd bouquets^ pleased me most. The judges had very pro- 
vokingly left magnificent peaches cut in halves, that seemed to 
say in every gash, " Who will eat me?** While upon your 
favourite topic, flowers and gardening, I have to tell you that 
the celebrated Dr. Hooker leaves us, never to return. London 
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hm dimwn him sway— and diera were more of our profenofn 
who were nothing ketbe to keep him oompeny, — ^bat that's 
onder a rose leaf. Bat be of good cheer, already there are candi- 
dates for die honour of teaehlng yoong ladies the Linnaaa 
Sjrstem. A ^refy promising young gentleman, whose name 
you know, and opinions in bread baking my aimt highly ap- 
proves of, (and yon and me haTO shown a similarity of taste 
when eating toast prepared on his plan,) is turning his power- 
Inl mind into the study of botany, with a view to the chair. 
Ho has inteilectual stamina for any thing. Another ezoeed- 
ini^y juvenile candidate, I know nothing oft Yonr mother 
and my aunt was heartily welcome to the copy of the new edition 
of M^ Dodds. I entirely agree with her, yon may say, in regard- 
ing it as indispensable to a good kitchen, as a well tinned stew- 
pan, or a good kail-pot. I should like of all things to dine with 
Its real authoress : the good cheer at dinner, and the originality 
and humour after it, pf which her yolume gives assurance, 

would beat once a culinary and intellectual treat. Your 

little friend, the arbiter of fashion, is off to its seat and centre. 
Tes, -«— is in Paris, and already writes me, and requests 
that I tell you that bonnets are made^ if possible, still larger, 
and that the prevailing colour is a curious shade of yellow, 
called after the other stranger in that metropolis, I mean the 
eamel-leopardalis,— Giraffe-coloured : Walter Scott patterns are 
all the rage in Germany. On his return, I shall, I trust, 
dearest, be found not to have been neglectful ** in the comnUa- 
aion line."— Thine, faithfuUy, 

C.H. 

P. S. — By favour, I am able to send, along with your 20th 
«• Ant,'* a copy of a very extraordinary little work which ap- 
pears here on Saturday. Its title is a startling one — *< The 
Confessions of an Unexecuted Femicide,'* — but if you are not 
iVlgbtened by that from its perusal, you will find, especially at 
the beginning, for it pitches on too high a key to be sustained 
easily, some very powerful language, clothing fearful and 
towering thoughts. It is, however, an odd enough present to 
a lady, but you are so biue, that you would not forgive a neglect 
that would shelter itself under some quibble of excessive nicety. 

C. H. 



TO CORBBSFOKDENTS. 
A dever Epigram, ending with 

•* And o'er the • Sofa ' spreads the wing of Esgie sod of Heran,*' 
is only too complimentarjr. 
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BLIND ANGUS. 



To have *' heard the chimes at midnight," was the social 
boast of one of Shakspeare's happy- heroes, when recall- 
ing to the memory- of his boon companions the hours of 
conviyiality whicm they had spent together. We, too, 
have listened to " Tweedside, " Nancy's to the green- 
wood jrane," ** The banks of Ayr," and '^ Roslin Castle,'* 
9s their notes pealed forth in the solitude of " night* s deep 
noon," as we have paced homewards that weary way which 
often lies betwixt the scene of festivity and the place of 
repose ; and we have blessed the maker of the beUs, and 
mattered something deservedly laudatory of our old musical 
preceptor, Mr. Weir, who supervises their " chimes," as we 
felt the insten that was wearied with dancing do its office 
in a freer style, while our pace kept time to the measure of 
these midnight notes, solemn although they were. But our 
homeward progress from festal merriment has been light- 
ened by other sounds and sights of captivating interest 
The One -Legged Bookbinder has, by the li^t of hk 
look, and the music of his stump, equally charmed our ear 
aikl our eye in these hours of else uncheered solitude; 

** Blessings be on Lim and perpetual peace," 

OS Wordsworth says. But we must not foiget another 
ministrant to our pleasure, when we almost h,ncy that we 
' have seen its last twinkle die away in the socket. N ever did 
we turn our homeward step past the statue of the saviour of 
our Gonstitution^f it was not later than twelve o'clock-* 
but we have heard, coming along the silent streets, near or 
remote, the lonely music of blind Anffus's whistle I Min- 
strel of midnight I melaoicholy man! what brooding in- 
miration seats itself upon thy darkened vision, biading 
tnee, with stealthy, but yet undeviating pace, wander 
along the streets, which, but for tha^ would echo only 
.tfie half-hour grunt of the watchman, or the fitful voice 

revil doers? In summer or winter — ^moonshine or 
99 
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mirk — calm or storm — heat or Cold — sdU, constant as 
night itself, is whistling Angus to be foond penunbuliUii^ 
the streets, and whiffling out, so lowly, yet so distinctly, 
the wild and straggling notes of a music which he com- 
poses as he paces along, yet which has, even in its irreffu- 
Wity, so much of character as to speak of pibrodu, 
laments, or love-lays, from the hills of which his spirit 
seems still a denizen. 

Let me picture him forth. Just at the foot of Nelson- 
Street, and immediately beneath the light from the Police 
bunp, you may perceive — ^for it is half-past eleven — ^the 
point of a stick projecting slowly, as if, like the Irish- 
man's fowling-piece, it were made to torn round oomor& 
It is Angus's ; and in a minute and a half you will see 
himself follow up the discovery its tip has just been mak- 
ing ; namely, that the path is ^ all before him where to 
choose." Hear the indescribable ckurm and chimip of his 
everlastmg whistle; and now, bdiold the man I Be- 
neath the true Skve or Moidart bonnet of the aboriginal 
shape^blue, and without a cheque in it — ^the m<Meni 
innovation of some Stirling tartan weaver,)— and having 
that slope <mtwards and upwards from the brow, till it 
forms, with its abrupt descent to the slit and ribbon at 
the nape of the neck, an angular head covering, which 
curiouu V sets off the small and sharp features of the na- 
tive Celt — ^you will see a set of features that indicate 
uncommon pladdity, with no little shrewdness. The eye- 
balls are deep sunk and lustreless; but is there one can 
tell how they became so ? For my part, I never had the 
heart to fathom the mystery which, in my apprehension, 
has ever dung around tlus Homer of the nineteenth cen- 
tury. You will remark that Angus is substantially and 
comfortably attired in the blue plaiding which, more than 
holiday tartan, is the material of Highland costome, let 
tiie Celtic Society do what they wilL Yet Angus is a 
mendioant j — I cannot bring mvself to say beggar, for 
though he will intermit his whistle if you place a penny in 
iBoa pabn, there lives not tiie man who ever was asked for 
alms by this JSolian wanderer. He feels that the appeal 
of his plaiative breatii is all tiiat is reqiured, and is oob- 
edous that if he has received from the midnigfat passen- 
gers sums that have enabled him to hoard up a litde re- 
serve to meet asthma or otiier calamities, he Ium fumished 
tiiem with an equivalent in recalling to tiie Higl^mder 
the music and the associations dependent upon it-^of his 
native glens and mountains; to toe dvio I^wlaniwi^ Ito 
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reooUection of nigbAa whrni: he b^re has beard him in 
his lonel^r rounds, which, with, light heevte and headis^ 
loaded stomaohs, and fascinating companimis, can nevev 
return ; and to the Studrait of Charactei^ and tiie Heiw 
, mit of Sooiety, a picture unique if not bold, curtoua tf 
not unporaUefod. 

There is something in th^ simplicity of Angus's charao* 
tor and demeanour wnich protects him from insult. Those 
who fire him nothing at least pass him by with commis* 
aeration. The harum-scarum bon vivant, whether he bo 
as debonair as was Peter M'Naughton, that Toby Toss* 
pot of our first bibbing recollections, or as riotous as — ^, 
whatever wit he may think lurks in breaking the huU 
tern or cracking the crown of a watchman, never suspects 
that it would be a good joke to capdse M Angus* Kten 
the drunken ootton-«pinner or beoaised carter, the lushy 
butler and rolled up baker, seem to veffard him as d^ 
oidedly not a belligerent, but entitled to all the priTilege» 
of a neutral, and haying a right to pilot his way througli 
the streets, however toey may deem their breadth insuf- 
ficient for others besides themselves, and think that they 
alone should " keep the cantle o' the causey" — when 
half-seas over. — " Eh I — ^ho I aye, — de-deevil tak' me, 
Geordy, if there's no Angus, wh-whi-whifflin' awa' as 
weel as if hk breath woii'd ne'er gang dune I Ha'e ye 
fUjs a thing as a penny left to gi'e the body? 'Od m» 

maun— (d ^n the ^tter I V-I min' o' him whi£iuig.the 

night ye were married, an that's no vestreeu^ Here^ 
Angus; gi'e us ' TodUn' but and todlin bi-be^ben.' " 

. One mav often listen to an oration like this addressed 
to Angus long before he can hear it himself; but as for 
the eoncludinff request, he can only give one of his quiet 
smiles in reiSy to it, for regular tune or repetition of 
pvedaely what he had before whistled, is out of the 
question with Angus. It is from inspiration, not from 
menuMTj that he l£>ws, and in this he is honourably dis* 
tinffuished firom the herd of ballad-singers and street 
fidaburs. An historical inv^tigation into his musings 
would be a contribution to the science of mind; a series 
of hift reminiscenees, a collection of street anecdotes and 
convivial sketches of unrivalled interest Has he not 
whistled when Prince's-Street was the cientre of good 
eatinf^ and drinking, and perambidated when Jemmy 
Hamilton of G^tbamlook limped his laughing way 
tlwongh streets made vooed bv his tipsy cheers? Ah I < 

' ' he tell the fortunes and the fate of the hundreds 
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wlio hare listened to his breathing lays — ^wliat a picture 
of mutation he could furnish ! The ^d youngster whom 
he nighdy passed at the Tontine Close, sleeps in an early 

¥ ■are— what matters it whether in the ishmd of St. 
homas or the crypt of St. Dayid ! The lonely orphan 
eirl who hrouffht her beauties to the Trongate mart, and 
has wept amid her heartiess g^lee when she saw even the 
mendicant wend to a home that waited him — for she had 
none — ^has festered into dust, corrupted eyen to a loath- 
someness the yery worm rejects ! That jolljr old toner 
who neyer exceeds his two tumblers at the Post Qmce 
Club, but neyer misses them, has met Anffus eyery night of 
this the nineteenth century; and I too haye now b^x>me 
so accustomed to his notes, whether I hear them through 
the cahn of a summer night or the fitful breathings of a 
December storm, whether pacing homewards or seated 
in my cell, that when they shall echo no more, I cannot 
choose but deem there has passed away a wanderer 
and brother anchorite to 

Thb Hermit of the West. 



TO 



Long yean have sped nnee on ihy fiice I dared to bend my gaae. 
For ah ! 'tis past, the joyous time, when, rainbow-like, Hope's rays 
£3ione clear amid the murky gloom of penury and scorn. 
And I thought a noon of cloudless bliss would follow life's drear mom. 
Those clouds lower dark and darker still around my deyioua way, 
Tet one joy is mine — thou'rt happy, and no ills thy steps waylay : 
Be it ever dius ! — ^and round thee, oh ! may gUidness still entwine 
Her flowery bands that wither not, though thou shalt ne'er be mine! 
Thy form, where grace and beauty vie, is still my musing's theme^ 
In the hour of pensive silent thought, and stilly midnight's dreaan ; 
Thy raven tresses round my hesrt's for inmost core are wound. 
And my mem'ry hoards thine eyes' dark flssh — thy voice's i^ver 

sound. 
Ah ! when permitted on those charms— then but in hufont bloom-— 
To look^my heart for all its bliss had not enough of room,— 
-—But now, when near I pass to thee, I seek to shun thine eye. 
And hide my wan, yet hMtic cheek, and stay the coming sigh ! 
Yet — may I — dare I utter it ! — thou'rt unforgotten still. 
Though the reverence of timid love curb in the buoyant wilL 
— How can I, when the rich and gay I see around diee pressy 
Intrude an humble gkiice like mine ?-*yet they may love thee lev ! 

Jastxb* 
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MORE MISERIES. 

Groan 7th. 

Having been deluged with rain during a short pleagure ezcnr- 
sion into the country, to perceive every symptom of settled weather 
exhibit itself, from the " rise cf the glass,'* to the blowing of dust 
in at your bed-room window— on die morning of your return to 
business. 

- Groan Qth. 

Having sent a letter, by a private hand, to a friend, from a re- 
mote watering-place, stating that you have drawn upon him 
for £25, which en putting itself into a coat pocket, fifteen days after, 
discovers your letter very safely deposited tiiere. Your draft is, 
in the meantime, embelliidied in a fearful scrawl with what, yon 
are informed, means " no effects." 

Groan 9th. 

Being told that there is an article in a paper which it nearly 
concerns you to see before departing with the nudl, and waiting 
till the last blast of its horn upon a person in a cofiiee-room, who 
has said '< In one moment, Sir," for a quarter of an hour. 
Groan 10th. 

Receiving a £ftvour from a stranger gentleman, such as the loan 
of a top-coat, as you are about to start on the roof of a stage-coach 
on a cold morning, when you relied on an inside place, and for- 
getting to ask his address that you may return it and your thanks 
together. 

Groan llth. 

Discovering that you have carried in your pocket ht thirteen 
miles, the wrong volume of the '' Traveller's Guide," and 
stumbling upon a description of Tweedside, when you want to 
know in what direction you ought to travel to Tyndrum— and 
your dinner. i 

Groan 12th. 

Coming in on a Saturday morning to breakfast, and discovering 
that your " Ant" has been intercepted on the way to the parlour, 
and that your sister will not be half through its contents before you 
have finiisjied your tea and muffins. 

Groan 13th, 

Having reserved no second copy of a sonnet to your mistress^ 
which cost you as many hours' hud work as there are lines in that 
species of composition— discovering that you have lighted your 
cigar, instead of your mistress's heart, with the thoughts that bum 
in it. 

Groan lith. 

Needing another misery to fill up a page of your catalogue of 
them, and not being able to find one hiii so bad as that very ne- 
cessity. 
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C, H,'-^W^btir could hare compoMd another Frleichatz on 
die theme. What a pity it is that he did not live to Yicit the 
Highlands ! 

H, W. — Did you hear Bland, when here, sing his " Soena," 
as Rodolph? 

C, J/.— Tes ; and he pleaMd me as much in it as lie offended 
in <* The Young May Moon.'* He is a rising, although he 
will never he a Jofty performer; and, I am glad to see, is en- 
gaged by Price; but he must take care of Glasgow punch 
before soTen — and a warmer liquor is better after eleven. 

U, W. — Our Noel is a favourite here. Her benefit was well 
attended. 

C £*.—• Tea ; but I beseech yon to persuade her never more 
to try to be impudent in the " White Sergeant." Miss Foots 
and Madame Vestris one can pardon when indiscreet, but Miss 
Noel is lar too reserved and too unpresuming to succeed in the 
** dashing." She wants even fire for passionate passages, 
although I thiak she has deep feeling. 

H. W, — By the bye, are we to take your theatre bills as a 
spedmen of your dramatic literature in Glasgow; and, if so, 
pray what new glee is the ^ Choughing craw " ? 

C H. — They have of late been wretchedly printed; but 
you and I know how gently errors of the press should be 
judged of. There was. In the very last number of *< The 
Ant," immaculate as you must admit that, in the typogra^l- 
cal department, it usually is, as well as exquisitely printed, a 
very provoking error in my letter, which escaped the corrector, 
although similar to, and yet the reverse of one that occurred 
in some copies of the first number. *< You and m^" we Soots- 
men perpetrate often enough in conversation, but the eye 
detects the error at once» and substitutes another /. " Placed " 
would have been better than " situated," too, in the first 
page; andthe deuce was, that it was from the early thrown- 
oiF and inaccurate copies that the Herald and Chronicle copied 
the extracts whish they made. 

£r. fr.— Poh! The thing was a trifle, and not worth a 
thought to 3roa or any one who knows that haste in printing 
is inseparable from a weekly publication, and the ehainc€ of an 
overlook inseparable from haste. 

C if.— -It is well you remind me; and can pardon my 
abstraction for a few minutes. Fill another cup» while I run 
over the proof of No. XXII. and write a brief 

NOTE TO CORRESPONDENT& 
•* Axcansm *' may have back his MS. It would fill nearly Uuee numbeis. 
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THE WATERING-PLACES. No. V. 

It is dag^nlar, but true, tliat.the very discoyeries which 
iagenioiis men make, or are the fir«t practicaUy* to deve* 
lope, are often the means of indiytdoal injury to them in 
amiofit the same ratio that they may benefit mankind. 
Blorton was decapitated by the Maiden; Guillotine fell 
hjr the instrumentality of the madiine that immortalized 
his name, if it «^7t£ne</ his corporeal existence; Sdiwarts 
was blown up hj his own run-powder; Crompton ruined 
by his own jennies ; and fienry Bell impoven^ed by the 
general introduction of steam ia riyer navigation. 

This remark may, to some, seem somewhat out of 
place, as introductory to a sketch of the Wateriuff-Place 
of Helensburgh ; to those who are familiar with thenistory 
of that village, however, it will' appear sufficiently obvious, 
upon their stepping ashore from a '' Steamer," and walk- 
ing from the pier-head strait across to Mr. Napier^s Ton- 
tine Lon, instead of proceeding for half a inile to the 
eastward, and bespeaking a bed-room from the inde&ti- 
gable Mrs. Henry Bell, at '' The Baths." 

The name of that lady's husband is as inseparably con- 
nected with the history of Helensbuigh, as it is with the 
introduction of steam-boats into the river Clyde. When 
that place was one, and the most &shionable, of the only 
three Watering-Places then frequented on the western^ 
coast, with a q^irit and enterprise which he has al-. 
ways shown, if he has not been always able to regulate, he 
biiilt» at the eastern entrance, or Glasgow end, what was 
then reckoned a rolendid hotel, and suite of baths, for the 
use of visitors. It was ^ placed as to intercept the eques- 
trian or vehicularly tnmsported throngs, which, in tnese 
days, came by land from Glasgow to this coast. Many 
Tears after this he built a st^un-boatF— others followed 
his example— and now nobody comes to the place but by 
tbese oonyeyanoes; when the temptation is, of course, 
23 



THE AKT. 

strong, to report to the inn nearest to tiie plase of landing; 
the existence of the other, indeed, bein? unknown to 
many passengers ; and thus, certainly without making a 
fortune by steam navigaticm, he has lost the chanco he 
otherwise would haye luid of realizing a competency. Those 
who know IMbrs. BeD, howeyer, will cheerfully walk half a 
mile, even although it be to the homeward point of thecoma 
pass, to be under the care of so worthy a hostess. Atleast, 
this, without a moment's hesitation, we did upon stepping 
ashore from the Chu^nce steamer, on a fine Saturday 
evening, not above a twelvemonth since. 

We are ashamed to confess that, lingering over the 
ioed daret, the disonssion of- which followed that of as 
fine a dinner as any hotti in Glasgow could produce— 
albeit though tbe. waistooat of the steward was none of 
the cleaiie8t---4Hid seated in the cool room of that beauti- 
ftil boat, we were at Helensburgh not onlytaefore we 
were aware, but before wo 'wanted to be. The preprie- 
tors must either make their boats sail idow^, or dieir 
dinners and wines less inviting, and the oompmues who 
partake of them eveiy Saturaay afternoon at hatf-past 
four, less good-humoured. . Two hours and a half itf pon- 
tively too little time to swallow a fair share of the one, 
or enjoy the companionship of the other. But ashore we 
are, and Mr. Breugan's well-known visage is smiling a 
welcome from his own shop-door as we advance up the 
slippery and sedge^festooned foot-trap whidi they call a 
pier, where manorial lords have no peers, to induce a 
wholesome rivalry in well-doing. Inuigine the compla- 
cency with whieli, as we passed l^e residences of the 
happy triumvirate of brothers who supply- Helensbui^g^ 
in the district of Lennox with, the comfinrts of life, 
and the means of preserving the body and keeping up 
the spirits, we heard that the handsome first floor of 
^he best of these tenements was to be, next year, the 
residence of a fHead of ours, whose hospitality is 
proverbial. Here 4ras a vision of dinners! and this re- 
minded us of supper. But before we eat it-^your arm, 
]^eader^-«we shall take a stroll alonf the vfllage green,-^ 
westward, perfaiqis, as far as ^ Lord Johis's Gate." Hd- 
ensbmigh, you ]>erceive, is unlike either Goarock or 
Rothsay, in that it is built on a flat line, of ooast» indented 
by no bay, and has in rear of it a considerable extent of 
pUdn. Oa the eastward side, this level is bounded by Ae 
nobly swelling breast of !E^n-a-Bowie, or the ¥<rilow 
HilL This eminence is so named, to some ^fitt bave k. 
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from the qtiantity of broom which flourishes on its Plcm^ 
tagenatedfUAey but, as I am more inclined to believe, from 
the brifffat aud golden hne which, at sun-set, the refraction 
oflbe- departing rays of the luminary of day, from behind 
the wild peaks ironically termed '* Ar^yle's Bowlinfi^- 
Grieen,*' mffuses over the summit, and even spr^s 
far' down upon the lawn before the white-washed 
mansion^ whose name is corrupted into ^ Camis £s- 
kan,*' brightening, with contrasting radiance, its grass- 
grown wafics, brier-tangled paths, deca^ns; bridges, and 
neglected trees, the only eviaence of which being cared for 
is the presence here and there of placards posted upon 
them with the ominous words " iNotice " and ** Iaw," 
in characters of prominency. From certain points of 
view, the serrated and truncated peaks of which 1 have 
- s^ken, appear, with the majestic Ben-Arthur or the 
Cobbler in their rear, to form the westward boundary of ^e 
vale, so l^dually do the heights, which, in contrast to them, 
can onlv be termed eminences, rise up from the level, hav- 
ing Ardenconnel on their side, and tne Row Church and 
Ardencaple Bay on the one hand, and Shandon Lodge 
on the dther, at their base, while the blue and beauti- 
fril expanse of the Gare Loch separates the hills on 
the Helensburgh side from those of the lovely penin- 
sula of Roseneath. The greater part of the houses 
of the village are built in a line with the shore, but in 
those linpaved openings, here and there, which lead 
tile eye at once into a field of oats or barley, incipient 
streets are to be traced which have existed, together 
witii other ones parsdlel to the shore line, for the last 
twenty years^^upon paper. For aught I know, in- 
deed, the ground-plan may have laid down a Colquhoun 
Crescent, or a Dixon Row, even round the disputed 
nook of ground that John Grant the mason's wife used 
to embemsh and tend with a taste so much above h«ir 
station^ or to' three miles up the vale, where commences 
^e strath of Glen Fmin which bends its silent beauty^ 
inwards towards Loch Lomond, rather than lets its 
limpid waters seek the sea-weed-tangled shore of Helens- 
bnigh.' 

But let us not forget that it is Saturday night. In- 
deed it win not be easy for us to be oblivious on that 
head, for at every door we pass there are symptoms of 
pi*eparation for a day when much is consumed, and 
nothing edible, can be replaced. The neatly apparelled 
and obuging widow,' iu whose clean though crowded shop 
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the muurtem loaves of Glaa^w and tbe quarto yolnmea of 
the Helenabiirgh libraij are equally accommodated, is 
qnite in a busSe, handmg Miss Lavinia Lanrashlong^s 
serFant the catalogue of a selection which has liardly any 
trash in it, and therefore nothing for her mistress — and 
yet, just because all its volumes are of such well-lmown 
merit, absolutely unreadable to such as me, even upon a wet 
day— which Miss Lavy dreads to-morrow will tiun out to 
be; and her assistants are dispensing London bottled 
porter and rolls of fresh butter to the emissaries of those 
mmilies whose heads have unexpectedly brought a tail of 
guests along with them to share to-morrow's roast mutton 
and cold punch. Every sho]), savins that of the ingenious 
Craiff, is in a bustle, and his wouH be so too if he sold 
snuff as well as his own beautiful snuff-boxes. "Mis. 

^'s little establishment at the comer there, whose tiny 

window presents an epitome of her dignified stodk, in 
'^ Sweeties, Shorter Catechisms, and Dunlop Cheese," is 
crowded to the very door, where a randy quean is 
delighting the giggling girls that wait their turn to be 
served, with a m^andimy baUad, screeched out in the 
voice of a Stentor, about a ^ true love who did die," and 
which begins, 

^* 'Twas on a winter day, when &8t fell down the snow, 
And many stormy tempests did very loudly blow.'* 

The latest boat not having yet arrived, although tea 
can be no longer postponed, several ^oups are parading 
the ^een in front of the quay— either to enjoy the 
evening breeze, exhibit their latest summer-striped 
eown, or tight stranped trousers, or show the intensity of 
their matrimonial, ntial, or featemal affections. In those 
houses where the expected have arrived, as where these 
beautiful children are caressing their fond father in the very 
wildness of glee, the muslin curtains will soon be drawn 
— ^the telescope removed from the window — ^the urchins, 
their weekly gift of fruits and sweetmeats from papa de- 
molished, sent to bed, and Mr. and Mrs. will find them- 
selves seated alone, or nearly so, while Miss devours ^ The 
Ant" of the day, and young Master hesitates whether he 
shall try if Lockhart has fitted hun widi his drab bomba- 
sin trowsers, or make up for a week's idleness hj read- 
ing both the Times and Free Press at the same mstant. 
By-^nd-bye they will slyly withdraw, to ask Peggy, who 
comes down with the master every Saturday to wait the 
table^ if she has brought no letters with her; and their 
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thrifty mother will hint to Mr. Worthy wig^ht, that a five 
pound note would not inappropriately fill up both a gap 
in the discourse and her pocket-book!. Two of them are 
given, and, in the ffood humour of the hour, the tumbler 
of toddy being finished at a gulp, man and wife recollect 
that they must go to Row Church to-morrow early, — and 
moTe up stairs to their bed-room; while we, the terrace 
now deserted, turn to the sapper Mrs. Bell has, no doubt^ 
ready for us. The morning will be fine : if we can possi- 
bly ffet depth of water enough at Jura's Steps, without 
wamng half across to Greenock, we must be afloat in ten 
feet water by seyen o^dodc, so will not mix up more than 
one tumbler, and then for No. 22. 

If we durst sketch upon a Sabbath, the pictures we 
could make of the groups moving to a church whose 
distance, in fine weather, mres only to attract, would 
animate and relieve our delineation of the Italian 
beauty of the peninsula and palace opposite it, and of the 
sunny shore below ; but in tne little modest church where 
Reuben Butler preached, and the manse where Jeanie 
Deans presided — ^whither we mean to g» to-mnow — 
thoughts, and feelines, and aspirations, I trust, wiU occupy 
and animate us, of another kind than the merely pic- 
turesque and graphic — at least such is the present devout 
resolution of 

Thb Hermit of thb West. 



THE LAMP OF LOVE. 

The lamp of love may sbine as bright 

In humble straw-roofed shed, 
And throw as bland and pure a light, 
To cheer the gloom of fortune's night, 
On some forlorn and hapless wight, 
As round a monardi's head. 

Loved one. 
As round a monarch's head ! 

How bright in youthful hearts it burns ! 

How fills tifts young fond breast 
With pangs and pleasures, when ihat spuma 
The sordid thought that oft inurns 
'Dor noble soul ; or, while it mourns, 

BeUeves that 'hoiS be blest 
At length; 

Believet that 'twill be blest! 



THE ANT. 

I ASK not; wealth. 

I aAc not wteld^ I nek not fiune, 
I pant not for ft dcathloM name ; 
Thae longuga onee my boeom tbriUedy 
Tet novr w«ro wnrOiless if fulfilled. 
One wiah alone my heart now iioaida— - 
One tyrant-paanon o*er it brda ; - • 
That paarion *8 Lovn— that wiah ia thiay ■ 
*< Be MyrrhA mine ! "— that, that weiebliaa! 

That wish is vain ! For pomp and %une 
I onee dared hope;— but nurse a flame— 
A passion cherish mow, which spurns • 
At hope, yet bright despairing bams i 
The heart, its altar, shares the fire'; 
The past — the present fiirm its pyre f 
Thoughts like o'erbnbUiug lanf nth 
0*tt memory, and all hopings cmsh ! 

Tet, would I boy — its price these paina— 

Unruffled peace ; — unloose these chains, 

And bid my heart unthrobbing rest 

In laogoor in my 'stoic breast. 

No ; no ! — for that alone could be 

Won, Myrrha, biit by shunning thee ! 

In joying grief, then, let me pine^ 

Blest even to gaze on her that never can be mine ! 



TO THE NOEL. 

Oh ! there may be rapture in battle's wild strife* 

And a cure for chill sorrow may float in the bowl ; 
The lay of the Poet may lighten our life 

Of half of its woes ; and the friend^p of soul 
May rival in lighting our path^way o*er earth. 

The thrill of the lover— the pride of the free— • 
But a pleasure more exquisite far hath its birth, 

While I list to the warbliogs, fair Syren, of thee I 
But it is not alone thy sweet Toice that I prize. 

Though 'tis as the hymnings of seraphs divine ; 
Tliere's a munc of beauty that beams from thine eyes, 

That awakes in the soul — at least kindles in mine 
An echo of rapture that ever shall swell 

On the ear of my mem*ry — so Phoebus once wanned 
The cold marble of Memnon to Music. — FarewelL 

Oh ! how dead was my heart till by thee it was charmed ! 

A TovKo Pi;Ar-GoBK. 
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SKETQH 

OF THE 

ORIGIN OP THE HOLY WaR IN PALESTINE, 



It is a natural, noble, and romantic feeling that prompts 
OS t4> iioli in i^yerenoe the very soil wmdi illustrious 
men have trod; and the scenes amid which they have 
smduraed. The external faCie of nature seems to speak 
Of 1;heniy and every Irock appears to have a conscious 
rememlMiiipe of thdr' presence. lUustrious iand impor- 
tant events 6€tosecrate tLeit Idealities. Aliens and Rome 
are but heaps of ruins; but Demosthenes fulminated be^ 
neaththe porticoes of the one, and Tully ihundeted in 
the forum <tf the other. 

If the McoUeetions associated with patriotism and 
titeratarei then, are so animating, h^iT much more noble, 
lofty^ and' nnpressive must those be which have their 
flouroe in^tibe religious feefings of our natul*e; in which 
onr reason, our gnititude, and our admiration mingle. A 
race of watrierSaad kin^ may render a scene niemorable, 
hat faiths arte more durable than dynasties— a present re- 
ligioas fedi^ more powerful than any recollected worldly 
asBOoiation. The Capitol and the Acropolis are remem- 
bered ^the'^mount of Olives and Gethsem^ are revered. 
JeruiSalemis the home of the heart; Palestine the mother- 
country of Christiiins; ' 

« Over its acres walked those blessed feet 
Which, eighteen hundred years ago, were nailed. 
For our advantage, on the bitter cross." 

QoA waa flesh within its bounds; its paths have been 
paced by the world's Saviour ;^ " the voice of the Etemaf 
hatli pounded on Its shores I " Sentiments of deep attach* 
ment to the Hol^ Land have prevailed from the earliest 
ages of Christianity^ St. Jerome tdls us tliat-pilgrimii^ecr 
to it, prompted by an exaggeration of such feeBn^; begiffil 
to he phictisted immediately after the Ascension; and^ 
according to St. Augustine, even its dust was* held in 
holy reverence in foreign cjimes. 

Palestine, a hakreh rocky territory, one hundred and 
thirty^ve miles fn lenglii, under a scorching 'S«^,"d6sti- 
tnte of fertilityi and abnost without vegetation, has yet»' 
from t^e associations connected with it, been a fkfdimt^ 
residence of Christians, since their masteEi^s time, > Jeru^- 
salem, its metropolis> about the eightieth' ye^r' of t(be^ 
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Christiaii era» was destroyed by Titns. Fifty yean after, 
it was rebuilt by the emperor Adrian; and the shrines of 
Venus and Apollo were worshipped where the incense of 
the Levites and the prayers of the Christians had ascended. 
The latter were, however, tolerated within its walls, but 
tiieir faith made few proselytes till it was embraced by 
Constantine, and until his mother, Helena^ losited the 
holy places of the oft devastated city. By her command, 
the rubbish which enveloped these was removed, and the 
wide bounds of a spacious church circumscribed and pro- 
tected them from the ravages of time and the gaze of the 
vulgar. The fourth centivy saw Christianity triumphant 
in the Hebrew ci^ital; but in A. D. six hundrea and 
forty-seven, it was captured by the Saracens. Altematdy 
imder the dominion of the caliphs of Baedad and of Cairo^ 
for nearly three centuries it experienced the usual £Bite of 
conquered territories which become a subject of conten- 
tion : chan^ of rule was but variety of oppression. In 
tiie year nine hundred and sixty-nine, the Egyptian dy- 
nasty remained in possession of it, but was m its turn 
dispossessed by the Seljuk Turks, or Turcomans, a wild 
race of hardy mercenaries, who had been summoned from 
tiieir native nills by the caliphs of the Abassidian race, to 
wage war against those who were the descendants of 
Oimur. When success crowned their arms, with the fiuth- 
lessness characteristic of mercenaries, they turned them 
against their employers — and were victorious. In the year 
one thousand and ninety-four, the Egjnptians dispossessed 
them, and in turn gave way to the hordes of Ghengiz 
Khan. Forty-four years before that period, the Chris- 
tians had erected a temple for their religious service, widi 
an hospital for the reception of the pilgrims who stiD 
journeyed to the sacred spot. During the enlightened 
reigns of Al Raschid, Almamoun, and Motassem, ^e 
Cfanstians enjoyed perfect immunity; but tiiat dynasty 
was dethroned, and its empire eventually overthrown. 
Hakem, a succeeding emir, in the wantonnesss of power, 
destroyed the church and tiie sepulchre; and the haughty 
Turks, who had not the same fondness for Hteratore as 
their Arabic precursors, judging of all Christians by the 
weakness and effeminacy of their neighbours the Greeks, 
took every opportunity to oppress and trample on the 
believers m that fiuth. Nevertheless, palmer-bearing 
pilgrims, from every country in the world, thronged to- 
the Holy Land ; — ^what had at first been voluntary devo- 
tion, came at length to be deemed a neoessary sacrifice. 
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and every tribe and kindred of Christendom had of its 
numbers some ^ who crowded around the undiminished, 
self re-producing, " retd" cross, the discovery of. which 
^had been announced to the world; or when that palled 
on the credulity of Europe, who thronged to light their 
tapers at ^the.pretendedly miraculous Same which then 
mpeared, and, I believe, still appears on the vigil of 
EasteTy with healin^^ power in its lambent flashes. The 
'^ift of tongues woiud nave been useful to the ministering 
impostors, but Venetian gazettas and Greek byzants 
formed, in those days, a language universally understood. 
Even women flocked In crow£, and Ingulph tells us of 
a troop of seveu thousand individuals oitbotn sexes, who 
journeyed with scrip and' staff to and from the Holy Se- 
pulchre, many of them endeavouring to bear from ^rales- 
tine, on their return, something more valuable than relics, 
in the shape of Turkish paras, in exchange for the mer- 
chandise they had carried thither. 

The Christian sojourners were, however, often shocking^ 
ly used, and infamously robbed by the profligate Turks, 
who, in turns, possessedthe city; but the pious Mussulmans 
respected their motives, themselves holding Jerusalem in 
as much reverence as did either Jew or Gentile ; and the 
mosque of Omar, as the latter the hill of Calvary. Triip 
vellers are prone to exaggerate, and the accounts which 
they gave, on their return, of their sufferings and treat- 
ment at the tomb of Christ^ attracted genersu sympathy. 
Twenty years aftpr the establishment of the power of the 
Seljuk Turks in Jerusalem, and when the miseries of. the 
Christian sojourners were at their height, Peter of Amiens 
paid it a visit. In his youth, as a warrior, he had served 
under the banners of Eustace de Bouillon, and had been 
married to the descendant of a noble house; but being 
now old and poor, he sought, in his advanced years, for 
happiness, honour, and distinction, in the character of an 
anchorite and priest. From his affectedly solitary life, he 
received the apj^ellation of ** Peter the Hermit : " but 
the bustle of society was, in reality, preferred by him to 
the quiet and tranquillity of solitude. He was meagre, thin, 
and emaciated in person, and diminutive in stature ; but 
his imagination was strong^ and fervid. He fancied himse)f 
an envoy of heaven, and aeclared that he was called upon 
by the Most High, in a vision, to go forth into the world 
as an apostle and a pilgrim. Clad in russet weeds, he 
arrived in Palestine, after a painful and perilous journey; 
for. 
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''A true devoted p%rim ie not wtery 
To joeaaiire IdDgdoiiis with hie feeble s|q^'' . , 

aid^ with the patriardi Simeon, communed on the op^ 
fvenions that ma bretbren suffered. 

The support of the CSiristian nations of €kb wod4 At 
was thoagnt \ry these venerable £i&ers, weald AstabMah 
^ir faith on an impeipshable foundation, and cauao tibe 
eitisens of Uiese states, in fafure, to be respectfiodly tra&M 
by their Pa jnim foes. The Ch:eek emjNeror • ANnrims 
GOidd afford no assistance; but Latin nations ponnsed 
both tbe wfll and the power to aid them. An VLraakm^ 
Palestine was determmed on, and Peter repaired teHiie 
socoessor of the ambitious Gr^oiy to the Papal chair, 
and implored his countenance in the scheme of preachings 
through Christendom, for the purpose of rousing the nar 
ttons to arms against the enemies of the cross. The idea 
of the war was not altc^ether new, for so earl^ aa the 
year nine hundred and eighty-six,. Gorbert, ardibuhop of 
Kavenna, afterwards Sylvester IL addressed lettelrs to the 
^' Church Universal," urging its members to the prosecu- 
tion of a similar scheme ; but with no other result than a 
wedatory descent of the crews of certain > barques* of 
Pisa on the Saracenic shores ; and in one thousand and 
seventy-three, Manuel Commenus, the seventh Greek 
emperor of that name, supplicated the then Roman 
Pontiff, Gregory, to aid him m the defence of his terri- 
tories. Fifty thousand men were equipped, but the -ex- 
pedition never reached, nor, indeed, saued for its destinap 
tion, Constantinople — for Palestine was not its aim. 

Urban II. received Peter with open arms, and after 
communing with Bohemond, prince of Tarentum, a baron 
of Norman descent, he acceoed to the requests of the 
Hermit The latter, dressed in a coarse woollen iriikt, 
and hermit's mantle, with a cord round his middle, trap 
versed the greater part of Europe, preachinff to the people, 
and exhortm? them to arm against the infidels of the 
Bast His eloquence was will and fervid; and it was 
listened to with the most gloomy enthusiasm. Its Hame 
was already kindled, when, in one thousand and 
ninety-five, the Tuscan and Lombard ecclesiastics met^ 
by order of the Pope, in general council at Placentia, 
and added dignity to the force of that sentiment Two 
hundred bishops, four thousand ecclesiastics^ and thirty 
thousand seculars, there met the ambassadors of Alexius 
Commenus ; and were unanimous in their opinion as to 
the necessity of the contemplated war. Towards the 
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dose of the game year, a still larg^er and^ore (dnflkusiastic 
assemblage todk'pisioe at Clermoiit, the emltal x^ lower 
Auyergne. Indiyiditals' from ' ttll partd 'or Franbe and 
Germany flocked to thedetiberationsx i^hi<ih Wdre held in 
an open square, for no apartment could cohtain the 
throng, the crowds, indeed, oeing forced to abide in tents, 
&c. On the eighth day . of their sitting, the Pope ad- 
dressed them from an elevated platform, and by his forcible 
appeal to their piet3r and their passions, wrought up tiieir 
enthusiasm to tne highest pitch. When he had concluded, 
cries of «Deus Vi3t!" « Deus le Vult!;' " Deus el 
Vult I " resounded from every mouth. " It is the will of 
God I " was re-echoed by all; and Urban ordered Uiat it ^ 
should be their battle cry. *' God wills, my children, that 
you should redeem his favoured, land from pollution. The 
weak and infirm will remain in Europe, the rich will 
succour the poor, and my benediction shall attend you. 
Let every one wear on his breast or back the sign of tiie 
cross of our Lord, for he who tak^s not un his cross and 
follows him, is not worthy of him." Tnus concluded 
the head of the visible church, and groans, acclammations, 
tears, and applause, were the responses of the throng. 
The multituae knelt. Cardinal Gregory petitioned heaven 
for their prosperity, and the Pope absolved and blessed 
them. Adhemar, bishop of Puy, was the first who re- 
ceived the sacred badge ; and the proceedings conduded, 
after declaring the Truce of God perpetual fi*om tite 
evening of Wednesday till the morning of the succeeding 
Monday, and receiving the announcement of the acces^ 
sion or Raymond, Count of Thoulouse, to their cause. 



AN INN. 

FBOM AN OLD PLAT. 



No, Tom ! an* I had from the empress Fortune 
A roving license to go sail and seek 
The galleon Pleasure, o*er the world's high sea, 
Believe me, I*d content me to cast anchor 
I*, the land-locked harbour of a ooxy tavern, 
And bring her in with topsails to the wind, 
Upon a spring-tide of such gallant li^or 
As right Geneva,— NantsB Entire— or, may be, 
The blood the cane of isles i* the Indian Sea 
Yields— like the Spaniard of the rich Peru 
By squeesing ! 
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By the rood ! an* your hoiue were a hotliedy 
Where pleasures grew as rife as chickweed, Tom, 
I*d raiber seek for joy within a hostell ;— 
For, to he worth the winning, you must get it 
With less of trouble in the seeking for*t 
Than a good liar has in telling out 
His &ncy*s coinage ! 

Line but thy doublet's pouch with ducats^ man ; 
Fboe thee thy toe before the bUusing log; 
Pull down the curtain to keep t» the light ; 
Cry " drawer ". in a laughing lusty tone ; 
And if as much of pleasure's dear ubiquity 
Be with thee not as e*er thou had'st at one*— 
Soon as the foaming or the smoking jug 
Sails gaily in — I am then, Tom, indeed, 
A shotten herring, or a skinless eel ! 



THE MOORISH CHIEFTAIN, ABDARAMAN'S, 

ADDKXSS TO THE 

First Palm' Tree introduced into Spam, and transplanted, 
at its fuU growth, to Cordova, * 

Like me, a stranger in this land, my country's spreading palm. 
In thee I see my exiled type, though round thee breathing balm. 
Even Algarabe's delicious airs come, kissing as they woo 
Thy top that heavenward climbs, howe'er thy root be sheltered too. 

Yet tiiou, though e'er so rich thy soil, thy stems though spreading 

free. 
Would shed the drops of bitterness, if thou conldst turn like me 
And backward look upon the time that never comes again, 
And the home that both have left, for aye, across the sandy plain ! 

But thou feelest not the wrongs of Fate, while 'neath thy kindred 

trees. 
Whose roots the Forat's waters lave, I've nursed the heart's disesse, 
And wept my cruel fortune when the Abbasides more stern. 
Made me forsake the land for which I yet so fondly yearn. 

These palms have other leaves, that stream another rolling wave 
Than what o'erheard my sighs, or bore my tears to their ^p grave^ 
Like them, my country, thou retain'st no memory of me. 
But silent shall this tongue be ere I cease to mourn for thee ! 



* See Southey's Sketch, Foreign Review, No. L 
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;letter 

TO THE 

HONOURABLE THE LORD PROVOST, 

ON THK 

Condition of Public Amusements in GlasgoWy particularly 

with reference to the Drama. 
Mt Lord, 

That I address you on the topics which the title of 
my letter points out, is certainly not because I presume you 
to have any predilection towards unbending from tibe cares 
and dignities of your high office in the enjoyment of those 
species of amuseme\it wnich are usually termed public. 

Although, from principle, I may almost say, as weU as 
from taste, a tolerably constant mquenter of the resorts 
of these, when they j^romise to yield gratification to the 
one, without interfenng with a tolerably systematic at- 
tention to the dictates of the other, it has not often been 
my fortune to meet with yon among the throngs wluch 
occasionally do fill our Theatre and concert rooms, either 
before or since you attained the office, which no one 
more readily than myself will admit, you confer as weU as 
receiye an honour m>m sustaining. 

Whether this, in the former case, is to be accounted for 
by your being a happy and domestic man, and, in the 
latter, by the rigid attention which you pay to the very 
minutest part of your civic dut^, I know not, but regard- 
ing your Lordship as the ostensible leader of the town, so 
long as you hold an office, which, in ScotUnd, implies the 
right to so much more of aristocratic dignity and^/SuAtonafrfe 
influence than even in the only two cities of England, 
which permit their chief magistrate to prefix the title of 
Lord to that of his ciyic name, is eyer accorded to the 
holders of it, — I beg permission, with eyery possible re- 
spect, to submit to you a few facts and considerations, 
which, I trust, I shaU be able to show, are of importance 
enough, in so far as regards their subject, to render it 
neither inconsistent with the grayity of jour station, nor 
yalue of your time, to condescend to notice them. 

The duvacter of a yast city's ponulation, it will not be 
denied, must, in no inconsiderable aegree, be modified by 
the influence of those pursuits with which it occupies the 
leisure that all in a greater or less degree possess. If that 
portion of time is, in the grc»t majority of cases, employed 
m purely intellectual pursuits, the charocter of the popu- 
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Ifttion will be proportionaM^ elevated, and intelli^eiioe will 
spread, and useral discovenes will be made, while health, 
oomfort, and tranquillity will generally prevail, however 
dense the multitade of numan beings congregated there. 
It is possible to conceive that what many have hitherto 
regaraed as an Utopian dream, may yet be realized, and 
that onr native city may attain this pmlosophical character 
for all its inhatMtantSk But it is in the meantime sorely 
worthy, of consideration, whether that portion of them wbo 
tape as yet unable totally to elevate themselves above that 
cvaving for jnepose or an amusement, which shall but g^nHyt 
stianilato themtelleot, or excite the pbyslcij energies, that 
seeaM so natnnd after »ew^re labour of either mind on 
body, sbaidd not hmr^ ^pfioilbunittes tonished ihaa of 
flsperieneing these jigcaeable s^asalions in a manner 
whieh shali at odm be dieapest, or most easily obtained-rr: 
peKmanentfy' aatisfjring*^and least deteriorating to the 
uiteBiBGtoal'end bodily. strength of the individual, ami coa-^ 
•eqaent general chaiacier;of the population. 

Of that general diaracter, ^rou are the ostensible cons 
SBTvator, my Lord,.net mendy in that you are at the head 
of our civil and eriminal police, but because we have been 
acoostomed habitually to regard .our chief magistrate as 
also our chief man. The amusements of your fellow- 
oHiaenB, tfaeD, nre.'Kot'tuiwortfaf.of your magisterial pa- 
tDinage and superviabn^rfor, bekeve me, if more remotely 
and /less obvioiKbfr, yet not less surely wiU Uiey have, an 
inAaence-upeiii gvnesal deneanour.and appearance, but 
avenepon'partioiiar eramples of interference or«oinoi* 
dsBce with the. public peace, as great as the KegulatioBS 
f(>r*Pot«Hon8e8, or Sabbatb-day's .traffic in spiritupjos 

What, ihen^ is the present ixniditioa of those places set 
apart for tiwmore^laborsKto'.species of public diversion ? 
- Although yieldingareveiiiie.:tothe city, 1^ of coarse, 
will not even grlanoe at themid-aanmer exhibitions which 
«e^ n»w permitted io> creep into the character of aui- 
tomnalresortsi or .their €aleaonian prototype in vnlgaxitv 
and filth'^'Hior wiU > I =«omplain ;tfaat Qoa is. .obstructed 
Fives fosliiddlen,:£hidbBt-jealottsly watdie^ Bwim^ 

ing vonfined tgt^the«8ooty part of. the population, for want 
of I due • aeeonuncvfatlMi, - aiooe these come not within, my 
fange. I shall nt once and bri^y advert .to the Ejchibio 
tii»JofiH-the >€kmcn ia * f ■ t he Assemblies^^aad the Plays of 
CHIasgow — for under these^ as'wehave neither horse nor 
boat races-»4:eviews nor «piHi*air spectacles of any kind^^ 
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our brief Hst of puUic diyersi<»is, to which either g«pitiUty 
or taste can resort^ is easily oomprised. 

Our oiily exhibition, connected wkh the fine arts,- aife 
uresent is — a tawdry daub ai the Battle of Bannock- 
Dwmy &c. which sends round its compartments ,aAd its 
sickening^ puffs in regular peristrephic— rl.belieye thul 
is the word-^and daily revolution. Wht^t^haii become Df 
the *' Institution for the Encouragement oi the Fin0 Af^ 
Uk the West of Scotland ?"— Where be its titled patronehr- 
— ^its formidable committees — ^its list of subscribers — ami 
its eleffant and convenient hall? The latter is now a mag 
onough attic dwelling, and the former are, I must pr««m|ke^ 
truly Jto'c too. But as a Dilletanti Societyr it is said, 
has recently elected itself into existent, or been callea 
into being by some spirit that has moYed.tqM)^ our. chaos 
of indifference to art, I shall say no more Upon the:,tob^ 
jeets, of which we must -suppose them to be oonversafft, 
than that their name is a sounding <me-*«nd the pubUc^ 
when they hear it, will naturally look for evidenoe of its 
being also pdtent. I shall wait« 

Our C<mc«ts? — Have we any, my Lord? — Could ail 
the efforts of Mr. Archibald Hunter, add other scientific 
anmbeUrs, keep up the subscriptions for one poor series of 
six per annum ? When individuals tried the sp^cuiotioti, 
t)ewar and Seymour's > exertions did not succeed abetter 
than the machinery of committees in generating ft taste §dv 
music, abote mere balladnsinging, in: Glasgow. We first 
heard the strains of Weber in a eolaceist given by the mem- 
bers of one spirited professional &mily alone, And. ;^.&r 
pur Assembbes, my Lord, although X hate seen your |»re^ 
decessor.dauce with both .^ace and glee, I. have not .yet 
had the pleasure of witnessmg any jsaltato^j^ort of jronrs, 
ioTi in sober seriousness, aOla^^w Assembly is fur too 
heavjr an affair wflUngly to be encountered b^ any <ine 
who is not admitted into the half4<l2en ogieriesbf M^hiph 
it' is made up, or who oannoit dance *^ Oowcuddy," as I 
hlive seen it performed by a favourite yitSig^ ito the i^r of 
** Come to Kippen, Da^*" But ev^n his &eakft it seeius 
cduld not attract the laoies last winter, for,, on one occa* 
sion, there-were -but six. on' ithe> floor an hour alter the 
dancing was to have begun, i 

. I come now to adved to the condition of our Theate^e. 
In brief, then, it is ruinous and dilapidated-r-neglected^od 
49amfiortle8»*-^ttd> of consequence, our theatrical, attend- 
ance and our taste are on an equality of apathy and wretch*- 
edness. As^or our amusements, they only astonish me^in 
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being' so good under snch auspices. The present manager 
is indefati^ble— but not a magician. It would need the . 
lamp of Aleiddin for him to restore the edifice he has to 
periorm in to a tenantable condition, without the support 
of the wealthy and the powerful, even if the proprietors 
were to let hun have the use of it for nothing. On^^inaDy 
ill placed, should the Exchange be moved to near its site, 
that objection may be in part done away with, although it 
can never succeed, as it would have done, if situated in 
the ffreat thoroughfare of the city, when its expenses 
wouM every night have been paid by casual passengers, 
who dropped in at half-price. But the owners of the pro- 
perty have lost too much already to expect that tney 
should risk another shillings without the guarantee of a 
return, in the shape of adequate rent for it ; and how, then, 
is this to be obtamed, white the size of the house, and its 
cheerless aspect, neutralizes all the efforts of the Manager 
to keep a tolerable company, even with the assistance 
derivea from working in two places at once, like a drudge, 
and embracing the whole of the western circuit, whust 
Alexander, b]r possessing a house of manaqeable extent, 
and in a centnod situation, contrives to realize money, if 
not to acquire empty respectability, in a mischievous 
rivalry with the regular and legitimate drama, which alone, 
even in the best of times, we oould barely support in 
the condition it ought to be ? 

My Lord, I shiul best show my respect for you, by 
endeavouring, in the fewest possible words, to answer 
tills question which I have asked of myself. To elevate 
the character of, and give spirit to, the public evening 
amusements of Glasgow, I hold it to be essential to culti- 
vate and foster the chief of these — ^namely — ^the Dramatic, 
which, b^ bringing all classes of society under one roof, 
without inconvenience or disrespectful contact, creates 
sympathies, and excites community of sentiment, as 
highly to be desired as is that spirit of, and wish for 
enjoyment which becomes, in turn, the main-spring for 
setting in motion diversions of a more peculiar and 
select description. To effect this, then, my Lord, let 
your example be given with that effect the esteem in 
which you are held would be sure to pave the way 
for, in patronizing the Dnuna, and leadW Me public to 
regard the regular txppropriaiion of a smaU sum annuaUy 
to its support, as one of the most laudable ways of spend- 
ing their money. This can, in a single month, be done 
by one hundred gentlemen following your lead, and sub- 
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soribiiig six gfuineas, which shall secure three members of 
their own family, except sons come of age, admission to 
the Boxes on every night of performance, saying bona 
fide benefits — and by two hundred and fifty more subscrib- 
ing three guineas for the same priyilege, individually, to 
the Pit Fourteen hundred pounds, the original rent of 
the Theatre, when it was in its most high and palmy 
state, would thus be secured; and, upon the pledge of this, 
the proprietors would, undoubtedly, put the house in a 
thorougn state of repair — Slower its ceiling, by cutting off 
the one shilling gallery — diminish the height or the boxesh^ 
furnish a complete and splendid suite of stock scenery, 
wardrobe, and properties — and keep the house in that 
condition, and regularly and beautifully lighted, and, for 
their own security, insured. I am supposing all this sum 
to be annually giyen as the equivalent for ute house and 
its accommodations. Mr. Seymour, then, would only 
have to provide a company, whose merits sJiould be of a 
kind» not only to attract strangers in the ci^ to visit 
wha^ at present, not one of them ever thinks of; although 
there can never be fewer than two hundred and fifty m 
town, and induce those whose visits were formerly so 
'* few and far between," as to make it not worth &eir 
while to subscribe regularly, to come, €U least, their former 
average number of times,, while the scheme would thus oc- 
casion those who systematicaUy'supported the Theatre, to 
bring others, either directly, by accompanying, or, indi- 
rectly, by attracting them, to a place whicn would be always 
more than "^ tolerably well attended." He would thus be 
able to pay to these respectable salaries, and secure to him- 
self a fair return for his exertions and his risk. His obvi^ 
ous interest would stimulate exertions, and secure civility 
and zeal, and his extensive circuit would occasion the 
year's amusements to be spread over its whole surface, 
and not concentrated into one season of unintermitting 
nights. ^ " 

On every evening of performance the manager might 
safely calculate (after having, for a time,retained a company, 
and produced novelties of excellence sufficient to re-awahen 
the taste for the Drama, for which Glasgow was once dis- 
tinguished) upon drawing, in cash, an average of thirty or 
foity pounds, from which occasional temporary new 
scenery and dresses, salaries, and printing, and postages, 
would alone have to be provided ror. A summer benefit 
for himself, of £150, and a winter one of ^^00, would be 
sure to mark the sense of the subscribers, if his exertions 
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pleiged tfaem$ and Hie profits of Ins oirciiit, iMek tbe 
drcumstaiioe of his otty compaajr bein^ thut k€»t .con- 
staatly together wonld so matenally aid, woakf.ffo to 
yield an 'industrious, spirited, and intellig«iitnMm.» hand- 
some, and, ahove all, a certain inoome. 

Under snch an arrsngemeBty my Lordy it is impossihle 
to doubt that the Drama would flomrish m Gnsgoiri 
the general character of tiie amusements of its young men 
—too often at present debasiBg, or wretchedly iifle and 
extmyujiant — ^be improved; the po^ouse become .less 
resorted to by tiie wearied mechanic; the tayom less &»• 
quented by the &g|ged clerk; and the puach-bowl receive 
a briefer homage m>m the masters of these. 

Music and dimdng, and even arts of a nobler kind, have 
often before been invigocated and refined from the source 
from which, there are writers who will have it, Uiey ori^ 
ginidly^ sprung-^the sta^; and yet these may own. the 
obligad<Mi even in the city which has been scornfully but 
unjustly termed a Boetian suburb, but which mora truly 
rn^t be stj^ed the << Venice of the West" 

The Doge of that Italian n^mhlic yeari.jr honouved 
the pageant of wedding the Adriatic to his city. Your 
setting your suooesson the example of annually;, uniting a^ 
care K>r the amusements: of the thousands pmned unaer 
your control^ with the more .obvious jmd important 
business of your dign^ed station, will be a new^honoiur 
and boast to even a fimitly in which tiie higher dvio offices 
have been made hereditary, by the regular descent of ta- 
lent and integrity. 

I am. My Lord, with the most profomid respect, your 
Lordship's most obedient and y«*y humble Servant^ 

Philo-Dbamaticus. 



LINES 

Written in the prospect of the Re-opening of the Glasgow 

Theatre^ after a long swpension of Perjbmumces^ 

Again ahall we belioM tint lonelf fane 
Reaitid to the Siiter Muses and ike Ood 
Of Fbesy and Song— >yet» ah ! by them 
But transient visitod— since round' its gates 
Few, few and xealleis^ae tin wonhij^rs 
That not in niffhtfy but in yearly round 
Bductant congvegate^-«haU we behold 



The altar rneed anew within iti walb. 
On which the dew of tean-rthe balm of mirtl^* 
The iire of lofty pasaion ronaed to song; 
YeaN-'a&d.die,hcart-^tfae human fleshy heart, 
Stript of the cerements of cold pomp and pride. 
In which tiie world btiriet it — and waked 
To natiTe enei^, haye offered been, 
Touch'd by the Promethean torch of Genius? 
Agaiii diafl.allits pillared porttooes 
Be draperied with fair faon, whose bright eyes 
Shall beam with gUdness — or swim to our hearts. 
In witching conquest, on pale Pity's stream ? 
Xtft«ica-<*-^ia]l it peopled be once more 
Withthe grey sage, ajud fiery essence youth; 
With those to whom the Drama and its sons 
Speak of remembrances worth gold untold, . 
And the green years of boyhood ; and wi& them 
To whom the stage is yet the Muse's shrink, 
The land of ^ottng romance and airy dreams. 
Who deem a night spent in its magic sphere 
As one whose hours sweet Mem'ry buys to treasure 
Among- its richest—most heart-soothing stores? * 

Yes! that deserted and forgotten fane 
Again shall echo Shakapeare's godlike thoughts. 
Or the rich music of our Otway's lines ! 



SONNET 

ACCOMFANTING A C0F7 OF 

'* Pout and Virginia;* and '* The Exiles of Siberia:' 

Thetouching stories which this little tonu 

Enclose, fair lady, paint the varied hues 
Our lives may wear, or wandering or at home — , 
Whether we sojourn calm, or frequent devious roam. 

If either. Oh ! what chance and change acerues! 
The sunshine of Virginia's in&nt hour 

Was gloomed in tempests : whilst she yet was young, 
The gentle Muscovite's sole wealth and dower 
Was exile and misfortune ; yet that power 

Which blesseth in its chastening, o'er her hung. 
The panoply of innocence to guard. 

And gave that beauty which all hearts can win. 
— Thine these are, lady ; Oh ! be't heaven's award 

That thine, too, be the Uiss pourtrayed within, 

With nought of iS^i alloy too oft to joy akin > 
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THE HERON CORRESPONDENCE. No. XVL 

CHARLES HERON TO HIS UNCLR 

My Dear Uncle,— In obedienoe to your wish, I haye 
made every inqairy regarding the new arrangementi in our 
Gramniar-School coarse of etudy, and find tliat you are already 
in poeseieion of all the information I can give, since yon have 
the newspapers containing Mr. Cle]and*s abstract of the alter- 
ations intended to be adopted in the High School of £din- 
bargh, which, it would appear, our authorities are indined, 
with that timidity in every matter literary which we gratify 
the Eastern Magi by exhibiting, implicitly to follow. 

Tet, my dear Sir, if I might be allowed to faaxard an 
opinion, I would suggest that my little cousin, since you 
wish him to be a procurator in Glasgow, " tliat hot-bed of 
lawsuits '* as you term it, allowing none to practise bat they 
who have been reared in the place, should not take the *' op- 
tional" branches of education in the Grammar- School here, 
since I can neither admit it to be fair, that the masters of tliat 
academy should seek ta monopolize the whole details of educa- 
tion, nor likely that men who have devoted their whole lives to 
the study of dead languages will excel greatly in the sciences, 
or be able to simplify the mathematics to tiie coaa^rehension of 
boys with the same ease as Mr. Wallace, who hu bent his 
whole energies to the task« Will Mr. Sanderson or Mr. 
Lyndsay Instruet their pupils with less effect that they are 
not part of a corporation who do not altoffether rely apon their 
zeal and industry foir their annual income ; or is the principle 
of utility in the division in labour refused to be recognised In 
the business of instruction alone? I feel assured, my dear 
unde, that on your adverting to these considerations, yoa will 
agree with me in the propriety of even allowing John to '< walk 
fh>m George's Street to his other classes,** the more that the 
play-ground of the boys is now too much circumscribed. 

The question as to the Poor Rates of the city, still agitates 
it, and divides public opinion. My own leaning, like yoursy 
is in favour of a modification of the present plan, which has 
been advanced by Mr. Cleland, in by far the ablest paper I 
have seen from his pen, and replied to with no less talent by, 
I believe, a gentleman whose legal skill in drawing up a 
marriage settlement I should like exceedingly to put to the teat 
in a short time. 

The paper on the Cotton Trade, in the Edinburgh Review, 
is from your friend Mr. M'CuUoch*s pen, and much of the 
information in it is at once new and important Mr. D. 
Bannatyne*s article in the Supplement to the Britanidca, how- 
ever, forms the basis. In Brewster's Journal, there was lately 
a very curioos essay, demonstrating that the ** fine linen*' of 



ORIGINAL. 245 

Scripture was in reality cotton faliric, as Mr. M'Cullocli sliows 
that the " Manchester cottons*' mentioned in old works were 
woollen.-^- Mr. Pollock, the gifted author of ** The Coarse 
of Time," which your friend. Sir John Sinclair, so highly 
praised, is about to proeeed to Italy for the recovery of his 
health. He was in town this week, but was little seen ; for 
the magnates of our city expend too much on fh>nt doors, 
showy side-boards, and state parties, to have any real daily 
dinner-giving hospitality. The grouse Tom sent, were 
capital, and of the true moorland gusto^ as much so indeed as 
if they had come from Strathnaver, and without the tame 
flavour of Eaglesham or Meams.— Believe me, dear Uncle, 
yours affBCtionately, C. Hebon. 



THE LAY OR THE HOMELESS. 

[« The Algemeine Zeituiig» under date of Switzerland, July 84, 
furnishes a painful account of a class of persons called the Heima- 
ihloteny whose case has occupied the attention of the Swiss Djet. 
The meaning of the term by which they are distinguished, is 
' Homeless,' and the parties so described are individuals who have 
no legal settlement in any of the cantons, and cannot settle any 
where, but are compelled to lead a vagabond life. . We are sorry to 
learn that the late discussion of their claims has led to no fiivourable 
result; but we cannot help feeling that the condition of these 
* homeless* sufferers, in that land once so celebrated for the enthu- 
siasm of its people for liberty, affords matter not unworthy of the 
serious consideration of the p^ilsopher.*'-^XondltMt Courier, Aug, 
1827.] 

The Switzer loves the mountahi land 

For which his fathers bled ; 
He loves the very grassless rock. 

With Austrian blood ence red. 
But dearer is his goat»herd*8 track, 

Upon the verdant hill ; 
And his cot, howe*er unknown to song. 

Is dearer to him still. 
Tet Switzer though our hearts and hands, 

Our blood though flowing free. 
Oh I must we turn to other lands 

Where thefe no mountains be ! 
The happy love one fiivourite spot- 
Alas ! the outcast knows it not ! 
Aud dear's the nook that holds a home ; 
But, the £retnuiM2o»e9», he must roam ! 
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Onn IB tlie tongue that abonted free, 

Upon Montgarten's peak ; 
And jret the self same mountain words 

Our children's children speak. 
We stride with still the lofty pace 

Of freemen past a slave ; 
Our brows as high, our eyes as bright, 

Our hearts, we trust, as brave 
As those from whom, like yon, we've sprung. 

Whose names, like you, we bear. 
Whose notes of triumph we have sung. 

Whose broad-swoids yet we wear ; 
Our fiithers bled when Gesaler Cell, 
Our ancestors have fought with Tell ; 
For this you have your quiet home, 
Ah ! must the HeisntMosen roam ! 
Tour Idnc feed on the Alpa' green side, 

Or low &r down the vale ; 
Your cottage sends its nwming smoke 

To heaven with grateful tale. 
The fruits are at your doorway path. 

The flowers dasp round your siU, 
The mountun yields its pulse and pine. 

Tour bam to build and filL 
Tour little ones climb to the latch 

When stealing out to play, 
Or seek the sheltering eave of thatch. 

When closed their too brief day : 
Where cropped our goats, where biased oar fire. 
Where danced our brats in rain and mire 
To-day may ne'er, once more be done, 
The Hamathloaen home has none ! 
Oh ! shame upon the Sivitmr law ; 

Oh ! shame upon the land 
That neither shields nor shelters those 

Whose name's their only brand ! 
Te Bui^hers ! there is room enough 

Upon Mont Blanc's broad breast 
To deniaen ten thousand more 

Than seek a place of rest. 
But if there be not, there are lake^,*^ 

Whose waters broad and deep 
Could hide what vengeance yet may work 

On you who aleekly sleep. 
Make room ! make room ! the world is wide ! 
There's space for peace as well as pride ! 
But for a resting-place we oome ; 
The Heitnaihioten nuut find home / 



ORIGINAL. 247 

SONNET, 

WRITTEN IN ST. PAUL's CATHEDRAL. 

Where Gothic arching» cla^p the lofty space 
Within their bending^ with a calm embrace, 
Rearing their solemn lightness— rl have knelt 
With jtremnlous wonder, and have deeply felt 
That awe which portals* adorations thrill. 
Yet is lete nol^ ; but beneath this dome 

TaAX, not less solemn, doth my bosom fill ! 
Yet here no chill of fear doth slowly come. 

Where noblest thought 's embalmed by highest skill 
Into immortal forms of classic grace. 

In the dim aisle the penitent may kneel, 

The tear of anguish may bedew the Choir, 
But, O ! when anthems round these pillars peal. 
My worship *8 fonder, and my love is higher. 



BY THE HOME OF MY YOUTH. 

By the home of my youth like a vision I past, 

But its scenes were all desert and bare ; 
And the loud howling storm, and the chill wintry blast, 

Blew wild as the voice of Despair. 

Ah ! how altered each scene since my boyhood's wild prime. 

Scarce, their features I now recognise ; 
For the grim march of Ruin, and proud step of Time, 

And Decay— each has made them his prize. 

Those broad branching trees, where, ft light-hearted boy, 

I have oft sought a shelter and shade, 
And gambolled beneath, in the fulness of joy, 

In the dust whence .they sprang low are laid. 

£*en that one,* wliich the stem; hand of Time long had spared, 

— -*Twas the monarch of all those around,— 
Whose summit to dimb, oft in childhood I dared, 

Is low with Ae rest on the ground. 

So the love which beneath their green boughs first awoke, 

And the vows that were pledged by its side, 
Have passed like a dream — or have bent or have broke. 

And are laid on the altar of Pride ! v 

Pe&cival Potts. 



•The big tree. 
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The Kazimlst. ITo. Vl. 

'* Full of wiae saws and modern instances." 

Nobody despiMs fiicility in any accomplishment, except those 
who fieel that they can never attain it— 48 none panegyrise simpli- 
city of style Hke those who can never think beyond the line they 
are transcribing: — the bald-headed allege that curled hair is in- 
elegant. 

When travelling, never trust to your being called in tiie morning 
by " Boots,** or any other domestic, unless you want to lose your 
place in the coach or boat, or, what is as bad, be within one 
minute's time of doing so. 

Gentlemen with largfe feet ought to wear that description of 
trousers described by the names of two towns in France^ that they 
may be ather half hidden or apparently diminished by the effect of 
contrast. 

Check shirts are a fine, free, easy, and comfortable costume; 
but to carry them under a black coat and waistcoat is to be as 
absurd as the king of the Sandwich Islands, who wears a general's 
uniform, but insists on going barefooted. 

When a sarcasm is indirectly aimed at you^ such as a sneer at 
those of your profession, with an air that means an individual ap- 
plication, the best way to disarm 'it is, to coincide in its justice, 
and follow up its bitterness. 

A love of parade, or of extravagant effect, is often mistaken for 
originality of mind, although the exhibition of it is the best evidence 
that a man can furnish of his being really destitute of that ; just as 
laboriously to eulogise virtue is presumptive proof that you speak 
disinterestedly in its praise. 

Next to the man who never hits upon a mischance is he who 
can most immediately apply a remedy for one. 

All men originally love' external nature. Indifference to its- 
beauties is but the effect of exclusion from their observation. 

It is a pity to spoil the pleasure one might receive from con- 
templating a landscape, by perpetually asking whether the eflfect is 
happy, the shadows fine, and if it would make a good picture ? 



TO CORRESPONDENTa 
We. Solomon Saveall, are a bachelor, and therefore it is too much to ex- 
pect that we should insert a song ridiculing the fraternity.— The very some 
answer that we gave last week to ** Arcanam " is suitable to " A K** and 
the piece with the motto from Waller.— If the writer of the friendly letter 
without a signature knew experimentally the variety of tastes we have to 
cater for, he would not wonder at the inequalities in our subject matter — 
The beautiful and thrilling lines of ** Z." shall find a place in their fittest 
AttHmi— ou]r heart of hearts. 
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TIT FOR TAT J or, THE, COQUETTE CURED, 

An Anecdotical Recollection, 

Mr. Save ALL, — I have the ground-work of a ffood 
story, and a long one; yet possess firmness enougn to 
impress my materials into an anecdote, judgioff that the 
«xeellent moral which I seek practically to inciUcate will 
have the more effect the sooner it is got at Well, then : I 
was once a young fellow, and am as yet but a middl&4iged 
one, and although caring less about the smiles of the mir 
tiian fonnerly, yet not whoUy insensible to them. It 
matters little, then, whether it was fifteen years or fifteen 
months ago that I met with a lady whom I always ad- 
mitted to be pretty, but knew to be pert — a townsu^oman, 
for beyond seyenteen, and as well known to me as a 
hundred rencounters could make her — ^where, think you ? 
r— on board that little steam-boat which acts as a tender 
to its more ^ Majestic" brother, and carries passengers 
£rom the pier he«ul to the larger vessel in the Mersey. 
As it moved into the stream, I was not disagreeably sur- 
prised, even at my age, at feeling a fair lumd clasp my 
wrist, and seeii^ a familiar, if sun-burnt, countenance, 
in^loringly bend its gaze on mine. The a^tated Gian- 
ettar^for so I shall Itfuianise her name — seeing a known 
fieice among strangers, hesitated not to implore its owner 
to procure the stoppage of the boat until her brother 
should arrive, else he would lose his passage, and she her 
guardian. To effect this was a task which theprofusion of 
thanks it called forth well enough repaid. We spot under 
way — and the lady got sick; but not until her black 
» eyes and Doric liveliness had induced a young Cheshire 
squire to assume the amiable. She reposed on his upper 
Benjamin — and he in the assurance oi a harmless flirta- 
tion. Recovered, she was all that was engaging and— 
forgetful; — I need not say to whom. The brother was a 
24* 
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g^entieman of infonnation — ^the sister with a memory, 
sig^ht, and temper equally limited ia longitude. We did 
not exchange looks on the passage — ^but I gave her some. 
Arrived at Greenock, I left the two Majesties, and never 
saw the one till I had the opportunity of prescribing 
the cold-bath for the elongation of these essentials. 
There is a little chapel a mile— at least two miles — ^from 
the '' Westend." It once a-year becomes the haunt of 
fashion — because then the resort of genius. Gianetta, 
thou£;h she loves to hear herself and a Cheshire squire 
spes£ — if in the shape of a question — likes next best to 
hsten to Dr. Chalmers. It was a fine Sabbath when she 
walked in, a threatening one when she walked out, 
and a pouring one ere she had run much farther than the 
lenffth of her own memory. I had a roomy umbrella 
with me, and a friend's houise hard by. The draggled 
beauty took refuge in a gateway, with about fifteen other 
resortants to this '* Refuge for the Destitute." She was as 
far from home as was the day from giving one symptom 
of a change for the better. I went up to the " dose" 
with an umbrella under my arm and one over my head. 
The shower-bath had strengthened her eye-sight and 
given activity to her memory. It did so to mine too. Be- 
side her was an old w(mian who was a perfect stranger ; to 
her I gave the spare umbrella; to a young man near, 
the spare arm and the shelter of mine own awning; to 
Gianetta a look of remembrance; and now, to your fair 
readers, Mr. Saveall, I give an opportunity of each de« 
ducing his own moral from the narrative of 

Ben BiDB-A-WEB. 
Trades* Land. 



MINUTES 

OF A 

SEDERUNT OF THE CARELESS CLUB. 



Harry Harum-Scarum in the Chair, 

Which had, in conformity vnth the Laws of the Society, 

remained without a leg it had lost at last Meeting. 

The Minute-Book having been forgotten, a jotting on the 
back of a ruffled play-bill was ordered to be made by the 
quickest writer, without reference to legibility, and time 
was refused to fill the ink bottle, up(m application being 
made by the clerk, who therewith anticipated the order 
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of business by soff^esting' that the dub should instantly 
proceed to baUot for the election of Charles Heron to be 
a member; as he ^eged, that he knew of nobody who 
wrote so oarelesny, or upon su^h miserable scraps of 
paper. It was then agreed to, without any pause for 
consideration, that the fitness of this gentleman for the 
office of member should be discussed forthwith. 

Mr, Archy Throughither objected to the candidate, on 
the ground that, phrenologically speaking, his organ of 
order was very largely developed; but, on the other 
hand, Sandy Tidiless alleged that he was occasionally 
given to' procrastination, and then was of course com^ 
polled to depart from due order in making up lee-way. 
This was admitted as a counterbalance to the statement, 
upon Mr Combe's authority. 

JPeter Paidkplay then declined to support the candi- 
date's pretensions, on the score of his having been heard 
to boast that he never broke a promise or an appointment, 
or revealed a secret, but agreed to withdraw from any 
decided opposition, upon being assured that he contem- 
plated writing a tale, the title of which should be '* Five . 
I^utes too Late," and its chief incidents, it was sus- 
pected, would be drawn from his own experience. It 
was,. however, alleged, in regard to this, that Mr. Heron 
could only mean this peculiarity to be taken metaphori- 
cally, or in reference to a fate rather than a failing. 
Evidence was however furnished that he had repeatedfy 
been too late for a steam-boat, *' lost a coacn," si^d 
arrived at a fine point of view after the sun had set; and 
it was agreed to pass over this allegation, and allow the 
intention, (proved to have existed without being put into 
practice for three years too,) to write such a tale, to be 
neld as one qualification. 

Peregrine Pos^one-a^ay then objected to his admis- 
sibility on the score of its being notorious that he shaved 
once a-day, and was systematic in a love of clean linen ; 
but twenty voices were in a moment heard in explanation 
of this— one asserting that it was the colour of his beard 
that so much resembled his skin that nobody could guess 
whether he ever shaved or not ; another exclaiming that 
he had no beard at all; and the majority vociferating that 
it was well known he so often dreamed away his time on 
the '^ Sofa," or wasted it on a chair with a new maga- 
zine or novel in his hand, that many a day he left him- 
self barely time to huddle on a yesterday's neckcloth, let 
alone shaving a yesterday's beard. The most weighty objec- 
tion, however, which occurred, was that formaUy brought 
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forward by the Treasarer, Mr. Post'toO'laUy namelvi 
that the oonnectioD betwixt the candidate and w. 
Solomon Saveall, in the publicatioi^ of '* The Ant»'! 
was now perfectly notorious, as was afio the character of 
that work, at least in its Selections, for good order and 
seat arrangement, and so forth, while it was undeniable^ 
that, unlike any other periodical that had ever appeared 
in Glasgow, it has never been one hour behind the regu- 
lar time of publishing its successive numbers, but has 
actually anticipated the day of its appearance in every 
case, and in one flagrant instance, two numbers instead 
of one were actually published in the same week I 
. At this stage of the business, an unanimous vote of 
exclusion would certainly have passed, but for the. en- 
trance of Frederick Flickerjlighty, who, in an eloquent 
speech, advocated the claims of his absent friend, produc- 
ing from his breeches pocket, in corroboration of his 
testimony, sundry notes of importance which Mr. Heron 
had sent unsealed, others written to ceremonious people 
upon outside sheets of foolscap, and others addressed to 
himself, which had been so carelsaly written, that neither 
he nor their author had ever been able to make out the 
full extent of their meaning, or decide upon some points 
of decipheration connected with them, even with IML 
Champolion's assistance. In condusion^ he produced 
not only some of the MS. '' copy*' his friend was in the 
habit of contributing to *' The Ant," which showed marks 
of having been written with extraordinary speed, in as far 
as illegibility could be regarded as indicating such, but 
actually furnished the club with some of the slips of 
proofs and revises of that work, at the latter of which it 
^vas obvious that he had never looked to see whether the 
mistakes inseparable from the former had been corrected; 
and concluded by producing as many stray numbers of 
that periodical as he . could gather together, having lost 

three-fourths of his own, upon which Dr. sund a young 

student had blotted marks at the places where they 
fancied that errors had occurred, to such an extent as to 
leave them no room for the commentary on its manifold 
beauties, which they had. already disinterestedly intended 
to con^pose ; summing up with pointing out, m a recent 
number, a me where an / should have stood, and produor 
ing Mr. Heron's own voluntary certificate, that nothing 
could surpass the painstaking and care of his printer, 
himself fond of the pursuit of letters.* 

* Query, Typet /—Printer's Devil. 
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After this, there could be but one opinion, and, without 
a vote, but with a truly *' careless " cheer, Mr. Charles 
Heron was admitted a member of the dub. 

The author of ** Virginius " was then proposed, but 
rejected on the score that his qualifications were more to 
be attributed to the abstractions of superior poetic genius 
than any natural aptitude for the peculiar distinctions of 
the society, eyen in spite of his haying put a letter into 
the Post (>£ce without an address on it or in it. 

The Sederunt broke up — and the chair broke down-— 
upon the laws of the Dunce Club hems placed upon the 
table, with a motion that the members or tnat body should 
be honorarily so of ours, because dull men, however sys- 
tematic, do as little real business and as much real 
mischief as even the most careless. 



MORE MISERIES. 

Groan \bih. 
Finding that your dictionary is complete in all its pages but one, 
and the blurring or stains are just upon the explanation you are in 
search of. 

Grwm 16M. 
After coming out from a cold swim, discovering that you have 
dropped your towel as you passed that part of the shore which is 
now occupied by a party of ladies bathing. 

N, B, —No boy within half-»-mile that can run to procure yon 
another, and the shore sandy. 

Groan llih. 
Carrying the latest Blackwood with you in a steam-boat on a 
west country day, and finding that two sheets of the same sort 
have been sewed into it, and one, whereon was printed the catas^ 
trophe of some interesting story, is a duplicate— elsewhere. 
Groan 18M. 
Being engaged in perusing an important letter, while a person 
keeps chattering to you and dove-tailing his own silly phrases, into 
your correspondent's pithy matter, which may then reistd thus :-«» 
« Jjidispensable to*' — " wet weather.**—" The moment that** — " I 
said no more,** &c. 

Groan 19/A. 
Having conceived something either in the shape of a sonnet, a 
groan, or a maxim, that, to become immortal, only wants to be 
written ; and finding that the best evidence of what you may trust 
to the strength of your memory is furnished by your having left 
Ae only sheet of paper within five miles of you— exactly thai 
distance off. 
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THE SOFA. No. VI. 

ScEMB — The gnmnd-floor parlour in M^Giaahan*s George Inn, 
Gourock, -» 

HARRY HARUBi-flCARUM, HERON, and a Quiet Gentleman. 

Heron, — Another jorum, Mr. M'Glashan. That is trans- 
cendant whisky, and we get here what is ancommon in the 
ceantry^water boiling hot^ 

Harum, — Hot water ! I'faith, no wonder. You have kept 
our worthy host in that for a month and more. Wliat the 
devil ailed you at him, to allow the Hermit to sneer at his 
house? 

Quiet Gen/.— Indeed, Mr. Charles Heron, this is the last 
place at which I should have expected to be asked to drink 
a tumbler of toddy with you. 

Harum. — Why, where could you get it better betwixt the 
Tontine of Greenock, and Underwood's at Largs ? But what 
brought you here, after all. Heron ? 

Heron, — That will do, Mr. M'Glashan. A little more 
sugar, by the bye.^The fact is, gentlemen, that I wished to 
spend another day in Gourock, and Mrs. — -« having left 
the place, I must needs go to an inn; and, whatever the 
grumbling Hermit may, in a hasty moment, have said, I 
know of no place better than M*Glashan*s. In truth, the 
old boy came when the house was crammed, and went away 
at four in the morning, half asleep, and wholly cross ; and on 
his absence in Skye, the literal growl of the morning was 
printed without the mellowing of tfie good day that followed. 

Harum, — But it was yon who made the second allusion. 

Heron, — I admit it. But I was provoked to spleen by an 
angry letter and some meddling go-betweens. M'Glashan is as 
commendable as his own whisky, and I should never have for- 
given myself if I had gone to another inn in Gourock. 

IToncm.— When does the Hermit visit Rothsay? 

Heron, — He has l>een there, and almost forgot that he is a 
■worn celebist. But Bute is too vast for a sketch : its beauties 
would require a volume to deecrU>e, and ** Attic Stories " has 
done all that indication can for them. 

Quiet G«n/.— You forget the toddy is getting cool. We'll 
drink the landlord*s health, if you please. — (AU drink,) 

Heron, — Whisky punch after dinner, and salt water before 
breakfast, are the two noblest of liquid substances. Did you 
bathe this morning? 

Harum. — Twice : and drank as much as I do now. Com- 
pare a plunge from the rocks beyond Mr. Rankine*8 with a 
squat, at the Dominie's Hole. It is wretched sport bathing in 
fresh water. 
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Heron. — Ay, By ! but down one fsthom, and brave a noble 
breaker as you rise— sport like a dolphin on the wave, or lie 
upon its breast as softly as on M'Glashan's snowy sheets — for 
half an hour, and then breakfast with H. at Hanger*emoat. 
What becomes of bile then? 

Quiei Gent.'^lt takes its leave, as I mast. Mrs. Pladd 
waits for me. What think you of Mr. Smith's plan of insa- 
lating the Flesher*8 Hangh, and bathing in the secure and 
graduated depth of the canal that effects it ? 

Hcarunu — It*s feasible, certainly; but let Mrs. P. wait, 
man, and we'll make you a member of our club. 

Q^iei GenL^O fie ! Good bye — {Exit,) 

Heron. — He*ll be an ex-officio— being an office-bearer in the 
*< Dunce." By-the-bye, I forgot to urge previous to my elec- 
tion, the "into" beside "me,** and at 337 " tolerably** soon 
was " somewhat** out of place, by putting itself into Us place, 
" Nearly full** might have been placed too as a dernier resort 
if all the other clauses had failed. 

Ifarum. ^Hardly, it would have been fiir-fetched. But 
what are you rummaging your pockets for ? — a book, and at 
-Gonrock ! 

Heron, — Yes: I invariably carry a small volume with me, 
generally of poetry. The last of that description that I made 
a vade-mecum of, a young lady now possesses, so I brought 
the ISHh of Constable with me. 

Harum. — Scientific, by all that's horrid ! 

J?eron.^Te8; but interesting to the last degree. It b a 
carious exemplification of the romance of physical truth. It 
i» surprising to see the fine genius and poetical temperament 
of the editor equally at home in science as in song I wish I 
had an air to his " One long thought of thee," I'd sing it to 
you. 

Harum, — I'll lay my life it is " se/timeZtal," and, to pre- 
vent you, will rather give a screed of a thing I heard on the 
street lately. It is an odd specimen of an almost forgotten 
sort of song. 

SCOTTISH RANT. 

Gude hae a care o* us ! what'U I do ? 

My head's turned tapsal teerie, O ; 
I now care neither for work nor play. 

And, in short, a*8 whigmaleerie, O. 

I canna read, I canna write. 

Nor do aught else but caper, O ; 
Or some daft rhyme like this indite, 

Sair to the waste o* paper, O ! 
Gude hae a care, &c 
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At night I canna bow my e'e* 

Or elae its bat to dream and gape ; 
In short, this life I canna dree, 

An* I fear 1*11 end it wi* a rape ! 
Gudesake preserve us, &c. 

I try to gang hame, but aye gang wrang ; 

I try to cease to think o* her ; 
But yet I would reckon nae journey lang, 

Were*t just to catch ae blink o* her. 
Lord hae a care, &c. 

I*d list, but there's nae French to kill ; 

I*d sail gif memory couldna soom ; 
I*d either bluid Or whisky spill, 

If 'twould but gie my heart nudr room ! 
'Od hae a care, &c. 

I*II ride on a mote, 1*11 dive on a strae ; 

1*11 dwarf to the bulk o* a bambee'a spang ; 
1*11 flee on a wish,— -*od what nudr can I do ? 
Gude feith, 1*11 sing an* I'll print my sang ! 
Deil come meddle me now gin he may. 

He'll no mak* me mair camstrary, O ; 
In daffin I'll ding him out p* his ain way. 
For I've tint my wits wi* my Mary,* O ! 

There. Will you get Saveall to garner up that ? 

iJenm.— No, indeed. You had better send it to « The 
Western Magaxine,*' which is shortly to be <' printed in Edin- 
burgh, with tjrpes cast for the purpose," and published for 
the benefit of us Goths in Glasgow,—*' as no periodical, 
having for ita object the diffusion of the lighter and more 
popular species of literature, has Existed for tome time in the 
Westof Soothind!" " 

Hamm. — I contribute ! Why, the wretches who wrote this 
seem never to have heard of the being of ** The Ant.** 

Iferon.— Which will repay them by never hearing of the 
birth of their bantling. 

Horum.— I must drink a bumper — to the health of Miss 
O* Brian — since you won't give her yourself— oor take her 
dther. 

Heron. — Harry, Harry ! — ^but here comes Mr. Placid. 
Draw the table nearer the Sofa. Ring for Mr. M'Glashan, and 
let us make a quartett over a new measure. 

[Enter warm water, the Quiet Gentleman, Mir, M'Glathan, 
and more whisky, and exit our inviaibU reporter.] 

Printed by James CurU, 55, BeU-SUeet, and mU by all Booksellers 
PRICE THREEPENCE. 
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THE BOOKSELLER'S WIFE. 

*' The shoemaker's wife is idways the wont •hod.**~~EngUA Proverb, 

** And she did roam amid the sarden sweets. 
Here plucking rosebuds ere oney burst to flowers. 
There ripping dew from off the daisy's lip^ 
As if the Ticegerent of Flora queen ! " 

The Comlip Gatherer, 

In spite of the proyerb which I haye pkced aboye, 
if I nad my choice of sex and situation, I should cerw 
tainly ask of fate no more fiiyourable destination than to 
be a Bookseller's Wife. She is the yeritable priestess of 
Apollo— the handmaiden of the Muse*— the wet-nurse of 
poesy — ^the presiding queen of song^ I I certainly do not 
mean to dehneate toe stately lady— only daughter, per^ 
haps, of ao opulent paper-maker, who has brought ten 
thousand pounds, ana eleyen thousand and one yagaries» 
to her husDaud's household ; that driyes in from her yiUa 
at Chiswick or Hampstead, to set down Mr. Duodecimo 
in Paternoster-Row, and go a '' shopping " herself at Dyde 
& Scribe's, calling again at four, with an eftpty reticule 
and a full chaise, to take up her husband. No; but I 
shall giye an interesting and pretty young woman — with 
a taste for letters, and an ayeraffe share of accomplish- 
ments, as well as of native ^ood sense— to a friend of 
mine, a bookseller ; and I will make her the heroine of 
my sketch — the subject of a cabinet picture of almost 
perfect domestic happiness. 

Loye and its afiairs are so much alike in all the grades of 
the same classes of society, that I may safely generalise, 
and, whether my bibliopolical friend be a cc^ney, of 
London or Edinburgh, or a more humble provinciahst, I 
may marry him at once ; and thus suppose him to haye 
already beffun to make an amiable woman happ^. Well, 
then : the hundred littie packets, and thousand tiny notes 
written on hot-pressed paper, or perhaps embossed, haye 
25 
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been sent, and deliyered — the nnnben at ^adnrood and 
the New Monthly have eome back firom their mission — 
and the paper-covered yolnmes of the latest novel, I shall 
sappose, are no longer transported to and from a remote 
part of town or country, but repose in quiet on die 
parloar table of the young floatron; tlie diatomce of whoa* 
former residence firom the ^ shop" was a source of daily 
vexation to the onromantic errand, boys, who were not so 
easily transported as their master. In short, Katherine 
ia— the Bookseller's Wife, and the subject of our eulo- 
gium, envy, and description. 

She is seated in Imr breakfiist psdonr, draased in a 
mominff gown, and with a morning cap on; but her hair 
i^ not hid in paper twistings, for she is not sufficiently 
blue to regard untidyness as a proof of superior intellect. 
The cap is of mosUn, with an edginc' of lace of the 
small^ possible breadth of surface ana size of pattern. 
The gown is close over the bosom; but not up to the 
chin, or hiding a neck which becomes more beaiiitifU 
when its swan-like arohings are increased by her being 
told that its fine iesby plcnnpness of outline is lovelier 
than aU tiie rigid contoor of more marble-looking beantieB. 
The robe — it is either of M onteith's finest bandanna, or 
lb*. SneQ's loveliest summer stripes, however remote 
the wearer may be from the seat <h the mannfaoture of 
these — ^18 plaited at the girdle, which gives to its skirt 
that iae and graeeful sweep that a ^unce may set €^, 
but is not indispensable to obtaining: but it Aa» one row 
of them — no more — of only suffident fkdnesa to heighten 
the effect of the black worsted stocking, and the jpr^tiest 
little, but well articulated, ancle that ever set off a Den- 
mark satin shoe. A small Canton crape shawl, of that in- 
describable shade of white, whieh the genuine productions 
of the celestial empire aleme possess, is lying easi^, bat not 
carelessly, over the arm of the sofii upon which its ftnr 
owner sits, with an inclination to one side so gracefully 
small, that it hardly approaches to leaning, and has not 
in its air one breath of langour or of lazmese. It is a 
quarter to nine on a beantifnl summer mommg, md 
tne cool air vrhich wafts the perfbme of the mignonette 
through the open window, assists the g^itle student to torn 
over without effort or the use ef the flat (sode of finger or 
thumb, the leaves of—- what i» it? it seems a p<Mt oo- 
tavo volume— beautifully boarded, to nse the technical 
term— and covered with a smooth brown paper, as yet 
uns<Hled by eoanler^ossing, or breaktet-buttwed fingers. 
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Slie passes oyer the pa^es with a pleasuig rapidit j-, which 
eridMiees at once the size of the type and the interest of 
flie subject. It must he " Cyril Tnointenl" And yet, 
for it is past the quarter, she can hj down the voliune-— aC 
tbe close of a chapter though— and wonder if any ihkkg of 
moment has detained Mr. CaterwelL On the bdowt 
tablecloth beside his chair, just at the comer from which 
€tke marmalade dish has been Mfted back to make room 
for it, she has laid a volume of the Life of Napoleon, 
which is yet wet from the hands «P the bookbinder, and 
beside it is the singular companion to the work, that 
booksellers can alone possess, m the shape of t^e volume 
of leaves for which others are substituted in sewing up 
Ae book. On the top of her piano, there lie the prool^ 
ifreets of a new volume of beautiftil verses with the lateal 
corrections of the author ; the forthcoming number of 1^ 
** Bfinstrelsy," which may not be out for a month ; and a 
large pile of MS,, the materials of an historical novel oi| 
the sulject of Lady Grange, wluch an author, who has 
not been able to get to St. Kilda, solicits her husband's 
professional opinion upon. She is not aware that on accoimt 
of a Sabbath intervening, this is magazine morning; but 
the entrance of her lord ten minutes behind his <H^iaary 
time, and with a handfdl of books, too thick for pam- 
phlets, and iAM> thin fw volumes, in lilao, drab, ydlow, and 
ruby coloured covers, at once eafpliuns and cmnpensates 
the delay. They are magazines — without a leaf of them 
as yet being cut, or the sacred dew of virgin sanctitv 
dried <^ or evaporated from one of their pages ! Their 
contents are preceded by announcements from Oliver k 
Bovd and BuMskwood, Longman and Murray, Colburu 
and Hurst, and the elegant Amsworth, too^ thavt, till this 
hour, have never seen the light of day — reserved from 
the vulgar crowding of newspaper columns, to exhale 
liieir .first breath in the literary and rarified atmosphere 
which surrounds the stars of genius, and is itself impreg- 
nated with the rich odour of near ^ Kew Publications,** 
and '' Miscellaneous Literary Announeements." ^ 

These very announcements speak of the Magidan being 
about to rest from his mighty spells, and for a time dis- 
port hims<^ in the nursery of his grandchildren — the 
sons and daughters oi the author of " Matthew Wald," 
and " Valerius I "--of a ffreat house at once preparing to 
let the eaters of Scottiw kail know the ingredients of 
the most exquisite consommSy and partake in the pleasure 
itself has in fostering riung tslept in more e&erial em- 
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amitioiis-— of Afisn Canniiigfaaiii bunryiiu^ firom Chaii- 
try's aielier to oonjnre ap ^e shade oi luchael Soott — 
ot another Alaric, who annually gives from poetry and 
rmnanoe the finest sahtects for the pencii and the burin 
— and of a literary ** fieqnest," of which the public may 
become the legatees whenever they please. Then as for 
the precious things, of which even these are but the 
coverii^i^, as if the silks of Persia wore enveloping tbe 
rubies of Hindostan-^why is there not a new poem ci 
Campbell's — another rainbow in the heaven of song ? a 
review by Sir Walter ? a piece where poetry and fiin are 
for ever married by Hooa? a prose tale — ay, even ^at, 
from Delta's pen ? a batUe scene by Oleig ? akjeu iTapni 
by Smith? and an article upon every thing that elo- 
quence can embellish or mirth adorn — m short, a *' Noo- 
tes" by Wilson? And, with the exception of their 
authors, four editors, six ccmipositors, and one curious 
printer's devil, who stands in gateways to read tlie 
proof^heets, there is not more t£in sixteen people have 
read one syllable of these, and of that number, five were 
Booksellers' Wives — nearer to the place of publication than 
our fair Katberine resides. Two hours is not an uncon- 
scionable time for a bookseller's breakfast on magazine day, 
when he is expected before dinner to be able to tell 
twenty-two inquirers whether there be any thing first- 
rate in the contents of seven separate excellences, each 
with as much type on its pages as there is common- 
place in a volume of Rae Wilson's Travels. He takes a 
slashing, but yet solid and pregnant article in the London 
—and then swallows a whole fresh herring ; a pretty tale 
by Miss Jewsbury " Magnetizes " him tul his next cup 
ox coffee is cold ; but he sips it with complacency as he 
reads a *' London Lyric," or wonders into what other 
shape of humour a Modem Pythagorean will next trans- 
mute himself. Breakfast over — ^ror until she saw every 
thing fairly removed, and that her husband and instructor 
did not roiget liie wants of the body in gorging the 
appetite of vxe mind, she would not open a page more 
tnan to ascertain what contributions L. £. L. and Mrs. 
Hemans had in the New Monthly— the Bookseller's Wife 
now admires the portraits in La Belle Assemble, the 
views in Ackermann, and the impudent ^lagiariams from 
the Sketch Book in the Museum; and, with the intuitive 
glance of good taste, seizes upon the best pattern in 
Townsend's Costumes, which sne will wear before the 
wife of the richest in the place has heard of its existence 
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--4Uid settles down into the more solid portions of the 
mental feast, while the bookseller himself tarns to the 
two business departments of these monthly miscellanies, 
balancing the severity of the London against the tender- 
ness of the New Monthly, to decide upon how many copies 
he should order of Vivian Grey's new volumes ; and from 
their '* price currents " and ^ anticipations of crop," as it 
were, fiuhions out in his mind's eye the probabilities of sale 
for the next month's stock. But beards must be shaven-^ 
and eleven o'clock will come — so, while the one is moving 
off and the other wearing on, the 9ookseller's Wife, in the 
adjoining parlour, touches a plaintive, and rattles off a 
lively air, equally favourites with her lover-husbaad. In 
the middle of the latter — '^ McLean's Invitation" — he re- 
collects that he has that morning invited six friends to din- 
ner, *' in an easy way." There is a distinguished musical 
composer — a rising artist — an amiable editor — a fiery 
poet— a successful dramatist — and a humorous anti- 
quarian to dine with him at four ; and so it is well that the 
Bookseller's Wife has already skimmed the cream of the 
magazines, as she must now look after culinarv opera- 
tions. However, she has Meg Dods, and a willing and 
hospitable but not ostentatious love of making the 
guests of her husband happy, by and at heart. At twelve 
she looks in to lighten his labour with a meridian smile ; 
sits amid the sacred confusion of the Muse's fane for a few 
minutes ; sees some more novelties ; suggests a new pat- 
tern in extra binding ; and goes to the Mutton Market. 
At six she rises from the table she has covered with fi^ood 
cheer, adorned with affability and intelligence, another 
husband surrounded with guests of a grade of mind and a 
concentration of talent no tradesman but one of whom it 
has been so happUy said, that to '' smell of the shop" was 
the noblest compliment that could be paid to him-— could 
ever call together, but at the cost of more wine and osten- 
tation than he could either afford in purse or commend in 
taste. At eight — ^it is the evening upon which M'Diar- 
mid's Courier and the Literary Gazette arrive — she is 
ready to entertain them with a cup of delightful twankay 
— an admirable trait of Scottish character and humour — 
a reference to an interesting book not to be ready for a 
week, yet ably analvsed — and a repetition of a touching 
passage from Miss Landon's latest. There are no orgies, 
even uterary ones, since the Bookseller's Wife came home, 
so, at nine, with all the complacency of a man who has 
just taken four glasses of sherry, a thimbleful of Glenlivet, 
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and three twnblera of mm peach, her hoalMttd tits down 
by her eide while she hems a new^ cravat for hite, ead 
reads aloud to her a long desiderated article by Jd&ej- o» 
some new and promising^ T<dame of poetry m an E^ik 
bitt^h Review— one copy of which only has reached tibe 
■bee. To-4BonH>w8hesetsoffforMcurgate, Newbavetiyor 
Kol^isay, with the means of ei^ying fine westher or of 
iomroving her time in bad equally at her oomnand. 8he 
wiU return when the night lengthens, £or then booie it 
too pivdous to her to be absent for a ai^^ evening «| 
cakn and candle-light hapinness : and thus glides on fie 
blissful eadstence <% to my own knowledge, maw «iete 
than one Bookseller's Wife I 

A Back-Shop Lo^n^sbb. 



THE STRUGGLE. 

** ThM MtolatMDs be made ia rerm hs bekl te be {MrtieriMiv 
eecnd."— I^ of Bmrnamme. ^ 

I can no more ; the tide of We 

Will not be longer eteinmed ! 
"Us swelling ap the bounds above 

With which awhile *twa« hemmed. 
The Geyser, *mid Icelandic snows. 

Boils o*er its brim in fire, 
And wildly thus the fetters throws 

That would have chained its ire. 

O when Is dl my Unanese now. 

My stoic wurs reaolfres ? 
The iron rigonr of my booir 

Jn filammy sweat diaBoires ! 
The nervw, late strung to bear er do 

Wh«le*er stern manhood may. 
Are tremulous aa ehurchjrard y^K, 

On winter'a gustieat day. 

Yet waver as ye may, proud wiH; 

Melt in the furnace-glow 
Of passion, resolution, still 

Learn tiiat I dare not bow. 
Ye only can inflict euch pangs 

As conscious demons feel ; 
Yet tiiete*s no wnom in yonr fa&g8> 

fiW 4lMit to which I kneel, 
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— Mysklf— -that is, mf coMciouMMia 

Of noble thoughts widnxi ; — 
The fealty that to cheriih leas 

To these, were deep to sin 
'Gainst honour, and the safegnards all 

Which wall a lofty soul 
From meanness : though my heart's thy thrall, 

I*his brooks not your control. 



To the E(Htor of '^ The Ant." 

SiBy-^I have often experienced delight in retunung to 
tiie perusal of the writiiigs of those periodical essayists 
who flourished during the Ust century, and I esteem the 
luufiorm edition of their papers, with the interesting 
biogni|»hie8, and Gomprehensive general index of ih% 
inde&tigable Qeoige Chahners, as one of the greatest 
ornaments of my luHrary, which, £6r Oksgow, is not coi^ 
temptible. I can also, with some comjjlacenoy, revert to 
the gJimcii^ over of the min<nr looal imitations of these 
whidh, dnru^ the first ouurter of this century, have 
Sttooessively appeared in Gdinbui^ and Glasgow, lonnff- 
ing an hour m ^ The. Sale^Room" — climbing to *' The 
A&c Stories" — BtroUing along the Trongate with *' The 
Wanderer'* — ntting down wiw *' The Enquirer"— andp 
whikt I " consider * The Ant,' " smiling good-humour* 
edly at its playfulness, and allowing myseu to be diverted 
wiuL its variety of contents. Diversified^ however, as is 
the subject matter of its pages, it has i^^peared to moee 
than myself as somewhat singular, even although its con* 
ducters obviously eschew an imitation either of the style 
or oentents of the works of their elder brethren, seeking 
rather to impart to their journal the variety and spirit 4« 
a newspaper, than to sustain the dignity of an essayist; 
tibat, throughout its nuscellaneous contents, there is not 
to be foufld, as yet^ one page, devoted to a species of 
descripto-didactic writing, first made fimiiliar by ita iUus* 
triouB predecessons, often resorted to by them, as wiU at 
a glance be seen by the aforesaid index, and laboriouslj^ 
imitated by every other of their numerous suocessora, 
I allude to tiie Alkgory — ^Dream— ^r Vision, the very 
names of which have not till now appeared in one of your 
numbers. 

I confess my pertiality for the method of conveying 
iastmctum inoicated by these, and have deriderated a 
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■pecimen ia yofor work. It has oGcurred to me, tbat, in 
oonformity with that, allow me to say, sillv- love of 
orig^uiality which chaiucterises the writers of the present 
day, you havepurposely^ avoided giving any Letters from 

Old Maids — Fathers with latrge FamOies — Bloods upon 
the Town — Members of multimrious Clubs, &c., or details 
of the Misfortunes of Sempronias — Loves of Eugenios — 
Opinions of Aldphrons— or Dreams of Somno, Seniors. 

If it be that your inventive faculties are defident, and 
that, though you can describe circumstances and paint 
character, you cannot invent incident or arrange situation, 
I would have cheerfully assisted you in this department, 
in so &r as a combination of minute portions from every 
dream of notoriety, between " The Vision of Mirza," and 
the foivi and ill-requited Persian allegories of the poetic 
and gifted Peremne Pic-Nio, with all of which, as 1 have 
said, I am famifiar, could have availed; and, believe me, 
much of what passes for invention in the present day, is 
bnt a kaleidoscopical combination of atoms detached itom 
bodies which have long had a distinct existence. I ad- 
mit it has often distressed me that I could not, after re- 
peated triab, actually slumber into wisdom, in the manner 
of these models. But I am now happy. Sir, that, without 
the slightest literarv insincerity, or needing to have re- 
course to the smallest assistance from imagination or 
preceding models, I am able to offer you the narration of 
a dream which actually occurred to myself — ^not after 
perusing one of your papers — discoursing with any one 
upon its theme— or meditating on a subject which 
evaded my waking aeuteness, but yielded to my sleeping 
perspicadty — the established preparatives for didactic 
dreaming; but that took place ia the middle of the night, 
and during a common-place sleep of an unusual soundness., 
superinduced by a day of unusual fatigue. - If its detail 
may want much of the obvious point and laborious terse- 
ness of the visions which have been invented while wide 
awake, all I can say is, that I have so much reliance on 
the force of simple truth, as to believe that the presence 
of that may counterbalance many other defects. On the 
succeeding sheet I transcribe a memorandum of what 
appeared to occur on the occasion in question; and, never 
dreaming but you will be glad to supply by a reality what 
was, even in fiction, a want in your work, 
I am, Sir, 

Your wellwisher, 

Sleepy Hollow, 27M Aug, 18S7. MATTHEW FaCT. 
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[The much respected Mr. Fact is as sio^kirly happy 
in his conjectures with respect to our motiTCs as^ we 
hare no doubt, he is accurate in detailing his instmotiTO 
dream. — S. S.] 



JOHNSON'S SECOND JOURNEY. 

I had for a fortnight cruised throughout the Ardii* 
pelago of the Hebridean Islands, and roamed along the 
rocky shores of those parts of the miunland lying nearest 
to them— one night perhaps reposing t>n the sofa of a 
steam-boat, another lying wrapped up in the doak which 
bareljr sheltered me from the inclemency that a Lowlander 
experiences in an open boat, even in the month of June, 
and on a third braving the dangers of a Skye coverlet, 
though without courage to commit myself to the ho^itality 
of sheets, damp if they were clean, or dirtv if they were 
dry, — ^when, on a Saturday evening, I laia myself down 
with a feeling of satisfied snugness in one of the dean, 
oozy, and even elegant cots of the princely galley not 
over ambitiously named ** The United Kingdom." Taken 
on board after a weary waiting for many hours in a 
little skiff, and on a dsmgerous sea, and welcomed with 
the kindness of long friendship by one whom I had only 
once met, I felt as comfortable as gratified wishes, disap* 
pointed fears, a good supper, and a pint of what, in spite 
of a fortnight's disloyal devotion to whisky, I still owned 
to be the tiege lord of my potations, coidd make me. A 
tolerable seaman, and a very tired wight, it may be needless 
to say that I was asleep in three seconds, and as soundly so 
as obliviousness could make me. How long I remamed 
in a state of apparent unconsciousness, I cannot pretend 
to guess, for it was only upon the magical words *' Cape 
Wrath " being articulated by some one who stood beside 
me, that I became aware that I had dreamed. Unlike 
professional visionaries, however, I perfectly remember 
that I did not, in the course of the night, for one instant 
suppose myself transported fr<Mn the place where I lay, 
for the purpose of seeing or hearing what I was after- 
wards to narrate. My imagination,, it would seem, par- 
took of the satisfaction of my bodily frame, and was too 
well pleased with my quarters to compel me to jchange 
them. 

The position of my cot was such, that one of the skirts 
of my coat, then lying on the sofa^ the seat of which was 
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w » levri witii «he tier of iN^ Aaft I skpt K had been 
dbttwnoBtotlMOOVBrletasIpMBediHrerrttobecL lathB 
■eAetef thJB wm a aiiiiiatiire e^tioft of tbe Joomal of 
Dr. Sanmel Johnsoa to tlie Western Islands, which had» 
together with more modem prodoctions rehidnff to these, 
bMn the only thWin the shape of books that I had seen 
fot many days. T had, first from a desire to master its 
contents, and compare its statements, and wei^h its 
"the very leealkies teMdin^ which tiiey 
a«Bmti<» 



w«re oonyemaBt; and, next, from adminitiiw ^ kb^mh 
IkoK^B wigaoTy and wonder at his adnuxtiire lof ennir uM 
aoeomen ; and, bstly, from having nothing else to read; 
pe tustd and re^rnsed every page of this celebrated 
woik aflain and. again during the two precediv weeks. 
I had idmest iMvon to fwiFet its arrogance, ana even to 



; iiegon to fwget its arrogance, i 
heoom« ^namonred of its pompons if massive and magni- 
fioeat style; and, iHiAe I longed in vain fo the hom- 
ialities which in his time were dMnmon in the H^gfalanfl^^ 
ithongfat them bntindiffiBrendy replaced by thosecnide and 
«IUn nnsnceessfol attempts at copying tfaie general conve- 
niences whii^ in the Lowlands, supersede the necessity 
«f these that I had recently had oipportunities of observing. 
In shorty I admired his book-— envied his introdnctiona— r 
and woidd even have soffBred a resemblanoe to Boswell, 
as remote as I was aiyself from Johnson, for companion* 
ship's sake, alter the solitariness felt in unint«an^ted 
disi^iipointments in weather and in wishes. From a spirit 
of retaliation a^^ainst dirty innkeepers— eactortiooatiBg' 
boatmen— -nndecided skippers— -and proud but yet igno- 
mnt chance local informants, I was nuposed to be some- 
what Mithnsiastic in the cause of the lexicographer, and 
severe upon the vulgarities in Ihe animadversieiis— oven if 
provoked — of the ^ Reverend D<Niakl M'Nicoi of IJs- 
more." In this state of mind, then, it was not wonder- 
ful, if not that the ghost of the great man itself should 
eomplacentiiy visit me, a willing, and devoted, and newly 
acquired disciple,— at least that I should beUeve, in my 
deep and ea^er slumber, that he actnally impeared to me 
in proper person, at the side of the verjr bed where I lay. 
This I Ihen as assuredly and distinctly did as I do now that 
I hold a pen in my hand and am awake to use it. With n 
shake that communicated a kindly feeling in its very 
roughness, he awoke me. At once I knew who and what 
he was. I could not mistake the person, which was 
** large, robust I may say, approaching to the gigantic, 
end grown unwieldy frein corpulency." The ''oaaa.- 



teAftnce» natomfly of Hie «a0t <if an luimeiit stiiue, but 
mmmwkat dy»fig|nrei by tk» soam of that evt/ whidi, it 
WW iarmuAr imaginei^ tiie.iojdl ionoii eonld ouw;" 
*^ ihe head, dbat aametioiefl sbeok with a kisfl of motion, 
like the effoets of a palsy;" nor the ** loud wee and 
sieir and daliherate mtteraace, M^iich no douht gare some 
additioiial freight to the steriing metal of his oeayeraib- 
tion." * '' He ware a fuU suit of plain brown, clothes, 
with twisted hair buttaos of the same oelour, a Uu^ 
hashy grey wkt, a plaia shirty black worsted stocking^'* 
benaath traFelliiBg boots, and over his ann casried the 
identiosi bnon^ ^th greateoat, which had the poeketa 
that were so wide as almost lio have held the ^ two f<^ 
r6kawm of has dietiiwary." f In his bead he wielded an 
English oak stick, bnt whether the same that he had 
stolen from him in Skye " lor the sake of the timber," f 
I am not able to say, alithough I think it anlikely that it 
was ever retonied when» firewood is so scarce. 

iJber a moments hesitBtion» he began to speak, msd his 
words wene too em^atically imprinted on my memory 
to be easily forgotten. He said— -^ It has come to my 
knowledge, Sir, that yon have made it a business, and yet 
hare fonad. it a pleasuiw, to compare the observationa I 
made and reoonied on the condition of the Western 
Highlands and Islands of Scotland, and of their native 
popnlation, with those opinioaa your own limited cmpor'* 
tunities of remark have eliabled j09, to form. Sir, i am 
glad to learn that one of your years has had spirit enough to 
e<mcei\ie, andindastrv sufficient to execute, even a portion 
of your j^an. He who forms a project, and sets earnestly 
about its execution, gives evidence of pow«r as well as. a£ 
wiU, although he may not be able to fiiMl it. Intel* 
ligenee may be aoeumnJated by reading alone, but wisdom 
can seldom be ac^^uined but through the media of com* 
panson and i^per&ence. I learn &rther. Sir, that you 
nave confessed something like astonishment at fibaoinff' 
mnch that yet is accurate in my remarks, notwithstanf 
ing the lapse of four-and-fifty years, and the changes that 
have taken place upon the surface of society. Sir, you 
hare doubtless done involuntary homage to the substan- 
tial truth, if not to the laborious and tq>ogra|»bical 
aoemsBcy of my descriptions of the natural and artificial 
otrfects worthy of tiie notice I have taken of them. Learn, 
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Hieii, that greater and more olmoos ohuiges may isaSce 
place in the space of half a century in the aspect of these 
than with any of liie more remote causes of peculiarities 
in manners or national idiosjmcrssy. But, Sir, I shall be 
glad to hear what you have to say. Speak out. Sir.*' 

I confess frankly that my wonted self<^ossession Imik 
by this time well nigh forsaken me, and I felt that my 
whoie frame partook m some degree of the paralysis which 
affected my tongue. "Well, Sir! Can you speak? 
The man who is too timid to enunciate his opinions, is 
too feeble to form any worthy of articnlatioB. Know, 
Sir — " These words thundering in my ears served to recall 
me to my senses, and I attempted to ^t out of bed, 
stammering an apology, before this onunons sentence 
could be nnidbed. — ^'^ Remain where you are, Sir. Lie 
stilL It is not what you have written I wish to become 
acquainted with ; bat it is with what you have seen and 
what you have thought. It needs not the aid of cali- 
graphy to secure all tmit is worth any thing in the latter ; 
ancl it is through the medium of his cogitation that I 
can best and most briefly perceive of what a man has 
been a spectator. To ml up the memory with mere 
resemblances is idle. Where there may be much to re- 
collect, and the feculty is limited — tne short-hand of 
ideas occasioned by the scene, is a better memorial than 
the landscape of literal remembrance, or #ie laboured 
description of a portion of reminiscence perhaps too 
severely taxed." 

By this time, I had gathered confidence, as well as the 
blankets round me, and, seated on the mattress, with a 
self-possession reflected back from himself, I went <m to 
say — '' The observations I have been able to make. Doc- 
tor, not merely in the course of the tour imon which I 
am at present engaged, but during many a lonely pedes- 
trian peregrination in the Highland districts for a suc- 
cession of summers since my boyhood, are certainly, in 
their main features, strikingly m accordance with the 
general tenor of your own. I have been, I confess, 
frequently astonished at the depth and profundity, not 
merely of your remarks on objects present, but of your 
specuiationft as to the changes likely to occur in the 
communities amoi^ which for a while you sojourned. 
The power of prophecy, without the ostentation of pre- 
diction, seems to have been yours — not, certainly, the 
presence of inspiration, but the foreknowledge wluch 
results from deduction, and the conviction tmt certain 
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dasdes of causes must ever g^ye occasion to certain phe« 
nomena in the progress of society. To perceive that you 
anticipated moaem political economists m your yiews of 
the influence of middlemen* of capital interposed hetwe^i 
landholders and the peasantry, surprised me not less than 
to find information as noyel as it is accurate scattered 
throughout your pages, and discourse f upon practical sub- 
jects, apparently the most alien from your pursmts or 
predelictions. but what I felt most astonishment at was, 
eyen to meet with otherwise intellisfent Highlanders who 
had neyer heard of the existence of your yolume — know- 
ing your mune only as that of lexicographer, and igno- 
rant whether you were of the * Johnstons of Ardnamuiv 
dian or of Mull.' :|: They yet spontaneously and uncon- 
sciously confirmed manjr of your statements, participated 
in a number of your yiews, and, regarding certain yices 
bequeathed by the feudal system as national eyils, re- 
ferred to the lAow operation of causes long since indicated 
by you, as furnishing the only sure, if tedious remedies. 
Others, indeed, I faaye conyersed with, but a proportion 
of them were Lowlanders, in the same ratio nearly that 
that denomination of Scotsmen bears to the descendants 
of the Celt, who could hardly find language foul enough 
to express their indignation and contempt at your vobtme 
upon Scotland— they would haye me belieye, but at your 
general oral and ridiculous abuse of that country, as I 
would rather infer." 

'* The distinction of motiye is likely enough to exist,^ 
interposed the Dr. ** He who cannot refute opinions, 
will nrst allege general inaccuracy, and next find refuge 
in general abuse. But haye you met with- any High- 
landers who haye participated in your sentiments?" 
** With not one," I replied, " who has, upon eyery topic 
embraced in your Tour, coincided with me in opinion. 
I am unable to account for the obstinacy of acute men in 
their assertion of belief in the authenticity of the poems 
attributed to Ossian. With many such, who are Gaelic^ 
or of Gaelic descent, I haye pleasure in discoursing on 
terms of mental communion, but, to a man, they all 
idlege that it is merely necessary to understand their 
natiye tongue, to hold the same conyictioo on the point." 
** This species of self-deception is not uncommon, 1^. 
What we exdnsiyely possess, and must continue to do so. 
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ve nutfBify ia ioajportanoe, and at last re^d as iodis- 
l^ensabML To oimnmnd what toasr hi^pen, in certain eix^ 
oomstaBees^ to be of coUateroi yaliM^aad give coBting^iit 
aid, with what is ioseparaUe from a due estiaiatiosL of a 
natter, is aa enror men are proae to oomnut To ooo- 
ibse the moistwre which laa^ cling to the side of a vessel 
with an es^unate of its cubic capacity, k a Uonder the 
most stupid will hardly ceiMwit ia physics; but its eqiu- 
valent is often £dlen into ia the neasuremoiii €i aesutty 
hslaaoed capacities, for the de4asioa of a controversy. But 
go on. Sir." *' On 4lher points orea <^ o^nion»" I resumed, 
** and as regards almost aU that cones under the head of 
actual observation, after mabiiig a due aUowance for the 
difficulties under whioh you h&oured, I have saet with 
Highlanders, even an the ooune of ny present jouraev; 
who did faoini^ to your acuteness ana love of tnith, 
often, indeed, ex^emng w<mder that in so short a time, 
and in a rainy seas<afr-^[aad yon so uawi^y, a«tde,]— <«nd 
without any knowledge of the baagaage of the peo{^, 
you sh^mld have seen so mwdn-— listened so weU— ^md 
described so £uthiiiliy. They candidly admitted that, 
* Until recently, the meamng of the word comfifrt was 
n<»t known in the Highlands, and the body of the noof^ 
wei« not more than half fed-*« dram and a bit of 
eake sernnff a shq^herd on the hiU till the evening meaL' " 
^ Ha, hai It is well. Sir; but you hesitated aad gi«m« 
bled. Sir, in the middle of your sentence. What 
would yon have said. Sir? Out with it." I confess at 
this I eyed the oak stick with some de^ee of suspicien, 
and would irladly have preferred thatthe I>r. had been then 
seated in his old quartei^ whkh we wene thea passing, 
ia the island of Raasay, or, still farther from me, even 
ia '' Boyd's Inn, head of the Canongate," or ** The 
Sai»cen*s Head," Glasgow; « but I stammered outsomfr- 
thiag about the state of the roads, and the difficulty of 
procuring Highland, horses of bulk sufficient to sustain 
one of his weight. 

He seemed highly diverted at my having thoi^|ht it 
necessary to allude to these in Sotto voce^ and, eyeing 
his joUy rotundity, he seated himself upon one of the 
so£» ia the apartment, aad resumed, — ^ I will aot say, 
^hr> that I am gkd to hear such statemeats as tlmse 
you have just made. More unlocked for circumstances 
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rkan the eveBtiial predominatioy- of oonrect view^^aad 
w«ll-fouBded opinions, oan hardly elevate me above 
the level of Belf-satis&ction. Yet, Sir, it pleases BEie. 
He who can be insensible to the value of justice, even if it 
has been long delayed, has ceased to be aware of the evils 
of either having it refused to himself, or of denying it to 
. others. But, Sir, you would have me to beheve that 
you have written down your observations on these coin- 
cidences between recorded opinion and presently prevail- 
ing sentiments. Let us have them, Sir; let us have 
tiiesL That mind must be weak indeed which cannot 
impart to the daily interest and variety of a journal 
something l^at may repay the trouble of glancing ov«r 
Its pages. Sir. They who have traversed the roi^ may 
have pleasure in retracing their steps, and those wfh» 
would wish to do so, feel a pleasure in the anticipation 
Hie illusion of thus ^veiling at second hand seems to 
embody and sustain. Let us have it, Sir. Let us have 
it, you dog!" 

I was so delighted, odd as it may appear, with the con- 
duding expressions of this command — ^recollecting the 
pleasure such a phrase would have imparted to Jemmy 
JBoswell's little soul — that, without waiting to ascertain 
the precise extent of this mandate or request^ or even to 
inquire whether the ex cathedra plurality of number in &e 
expression of it was meant to embracemorethajKi the worthy 
Doctor himself, who, if any individual was ever entitled 
to use the impersonal, ^ we," of authoritative opinion, 
was surely the man, — I huddled on my drawers, and ran 
up stairs to bring out from my knapsack the written 
memorandums to which he did me the honour to allude. 
I had placed them there when preparing to embark for 
the vessel I now was on board of, else mey would have 
been dose beside the copy of his own " Journey," and 
so within reach of my hand without leaving the apart- 
ment. That I did so must ever be a subject of regret, 
for, on returning in a minute or two at most, with the 
Journal in my hand, I found that the sofa upon which 
the venerable if unwieldy figure of the " Great Rambler" > 
had reposed, was empty, and I thus was alone, and, what 
was w<»ise, left in an uncertainty as to whether he wished 
me to print, or only desired individually to glance over my 
Journal Ihis dubiety — such is my modesty, while 
there remains a shadow of doubt as to his meaning — 
must withhold me from committing it to the press. Should . 
I, in another dream, however, he honottred with U» 
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presence and commands, I shall not hesitate to avail myself 
of the one to soWe my doubts, and, when these are set at 
rest, to obey the other. 



THE DISINHUMED. 

[" The body of a man has been found in a bog, in the ooonty of 
Galway. The bog was about ten feet and a half deep, and the 
body lay about nine feet below its snrfeee. It had all the appear- 
ance of recent death when firtt discovered. The feoe was that of 
a young man of handsome features and foreign aspect; and his 
hair, which was long and hhM;k, hung loosely over his shoulders. 
His dress wss composed of the skin of some animaL He had no 
weapon ; but near him, at each side of the body, was found a long 
staff or pole which, it was supposed, he had used for the purpose of 
bounding over the streams. It is conjectured that the body was 
that of one of the Belgic inhabitants of Ireland.*' — Glatyotp Mt- 
choMiea* Magazine,] 

• 

Long lost ! — ^lamented, too — ^there needs no doubt, 
When thou wert lapped in earth's cold shroud unseen. 

Which now is first stripped off, and thou'rt without 
The covering that these thousand years hath been 
Thy hiding-place ; first from the searchings keen 

Of wailing love that sought thee oft untold ; 
Then from the eyes of wearied time, I ween. 

Which, since thou wert, hath felt itself grow old, 

Whilst thou unwrinkled slept, as centuries unroUed ! 

And now, like an inscription which hath lain 

In the dry desert of the Arab's land. 
Without one letter lost— one weather-stain— 

In chiseled freshness from the workman's hand. 

So long that even tradition's flexile wand 
Can trace no meaning in its mystic lines-— 

The tongue forgot whose symbol these di4 stand,^> 
That thou wert man is all our skill divines, 
And that iky natal sun on us undimmed still shines. 

These agile fashioned limbs — those tresses long, 

Dark as thy destiny, bespeak thee young ; 
Though millions have grown old since with the strong 

Thou leaped and wrestled : and these nerves were strung 

To their last tension, while in air high sprung 
Thou thought'st in safety o'er this stream to bound ; 

But only deeper dug the grave which clung 
So dose around its tenant, that no mound 
Marked the lone spot decay hath not yet found. 
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What do men call that madness which but asks 
Payment of debt now due, when they are dead ; 

For which they labour at all thankless tasks, 
To wrap dry leaves around the fleshless head 
Whose brow throbbed painful, and whose lips lacked bread. 

That piles up masses of misshapen stone, 
To wear inscriptions that are never read ? 

The love of fame / That chance that makes thee known, 

Gave more to thee than monumehts,'— thou art thine own ! 

Kings, whose rank flesh hath festered in perfumes. 
Beneath their mouldering tombs to rags have shrunk, 

Since thou wert laid in all thy youthful bloom, 
Where it decayed not, though thy name hath sunk 
In deep oblivion ; while, the world made drunk 

With lies, forgets all but that they have been. 
On thy skin-dad, and still unwithered trunk,— 

That thou art fair and manly may be seen : 

Thy history's not fame — 'tis here, before our een ! 

What would the slave of unbegotten tribes, 

The thrall of years yet unconceived of time, 
Give to be like thee ? Monarch's have no bribes 

Costly enough — not even the thrilling rhyme 

Or soaring thought, that wings to the sublime, 
Can buy thy privil^e ; then how poor the aim 

That seeks — no matter though it touch no crime- 
To fling far on the skittle-ball called fame ? 
Do good and be forgot — ^aught else is but proud shame I 



TRAVELS INTO THE VULGAR PARTS 
OF THE CITY. 

BY A FINE GENTLEMAN. 

Garden-Square, 27th Auywt, 1827. 
Last night I was obliged to consent to show the lions 
of the place to an antiquarian friend, whom I was foolish 
enough to invite to spend a week in Glasgow. N, B. 
Never expected that the gout and Dr. Paris would permit 
him to come. Gave my female dog, Vesta, in charge to 

Mrs. this mopning. Couldn't trust my man, Jacob, 

with it, as he has been bribed, I suspect, by some wretches 
who wish a pup of the same bre^d. Breakfast over at 
eleven ; toilet at twelve. Sir Oriel Normancourt anxious 
that I should take him to the chief remains of antiquity, 
as he calls them; and his nephew equally desirous of 
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seeiiig *^ the phenomena of population o^^erating in maan- 
factnnng* masses in sahorban congeries of animated 
machines," to use what he says is a quotation from Mill : 
Query. Professor M. ? At one am ready to set out. Get 
to the Trongate, I leading the way, and enabling them 
to surmount the barriers whidi in QueeshStreet separate 
the polished from the populous ptntions of Gk^fov. I 

had previouslj pointed out at Mrs. ^'s house Blytiis- 

wood Hill, the eastern boundary of &shion, ciTitizraoD, 
and French cookery. Young Measure-yalue now began 
his observations. Mrs. Clerps was the first man n fii etar- 
ing establishment we visited. Sir Oriel noticing an 
indented inscription above Sydney-Court, I assured him 
that it must be very old, although I did not know its 
date ; I had heard one Angus— a Scottish king, I suppose 
— ^had built the tenement. At two, after having taken 
half an hour's repose at the foot of Virginia- Street, we 
reached Hutcheson- Street, where I drew Sir Oriel's 
attention to some curious carved heads beside a Quaker's 
warehouse, whilst I ate some fruit-pies within. ^ His 
nephew employed himsdf in investigating the details of 
straw-hat manu&cbire in the adjoimng shops, which are 
filled with young girls engaged in it. Directed his at- 
tention to tne great establishment of Mr. Dodd, opposite, 
which I had never before seen; but by report and at 
table knew the excellence of his Tongue and double 
Qlo'ster. We now consulted whether it would be possi- 
ble for us to investigate the heads upon the key-stones of 
the piazza arches of the Exchange, which, I had heard, 
were very old ; 1 was not able to tell the distEuice to them, 
haviqg only passed it once— on my way west from London. 
On reaching Candlerigp-Street, felt fiitigued ; and on seeing 
Lord *8 and the A&rquis *s carriages at Mr. Bax- 
ter's door, resolved upon reposing there a short time. 
Singular that such a fine establishment should be in a 
street whose name I do not know the meaning of. Mr. 
Measure-value was here carried off by young Mr. B. to 
examine the vast premises of the groat house whose name, 
I think, is the same as that of two Scottish peers — a Duke 
and an EarL Sir Oriel, at my suggestion, explored his way 
up to St. David's Church, which was seen in the distance, 
whilst I sipped an ice. On our afterwards reaching the 
spire, opposite to a great coach-stand, I assured Sir Oriel 
that he saw the Cathedral, although I had some suj^i- 
eions that I might not be quite correct. He said it was 
of the Indescribable order. His nephew stepped into the 
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bo^ of it, to examina the detaUs of boot4iiakiiig there 
earned on. I saw opposite, on a board of literary an- 
nouncements, a work called *' The Ant " mentioned. 
Never had heard of it before. It must be vulgar from 
the shortness of its own name, and the leiiffth of its 
puldishers'. Heard people lauffh within; wondered if it 
was at me. Tradesmen should never laugh. At three 
reached the old Exchange ; mudi smoking there by the 

officers of the . Sir O. thought the heads beautifcd : 

tastes will differ. His nephew got involved in the com 
question with a group of mealmen. The bustle here was 
truly horrid ; every body walkinfi^ in a hurry, and looking 
at each other without an e^re^^Eiss. Wonder when the 
merchants wiU meet in Win&or- Place. Oot my coat 
made white at the elbow by a grain -dealer. Felt ua- 
happy; was prevailed upon to sit in the news-room. 
When I asked for a cup of coffee, could get none, in 
apite of its name. Sent to Lvon'is for a noddy, and got 
mme to dress for dinner at half-fiaat four. 



" We meet as lovers, or w6 meet no more."— ^rom a Letter, 

Yes,— yes, these words Were writ 
With ^bomy prescience; either way. 

Or severed thus, or closely knit, 

'Us ours fate's stern demands to pay. 

'* We meet again,** — remember then 
The name we wear, the things we are. 

Forget it never ! even when 
Our devious fate dispart us £ur. 

" We meet no more,**-— well, woe hatit net 

Another terror, then, for me ; 
— *'ns best, perhaps, though wild the thought. 

Thus to quaff one vast misery. 

Than drink, in drops distilled through pain. 
The dregs of youth, and love, and hope. 

Give me the draught ! — if I must drain 

The pang-drugged bowl — *twere vain to stop. 

I drink to thee, tiien! *Tween us twain 

Of uttered love whate'er hath been. 
Shall ne'er be clothed in voice again, 

As ne*er must thou again be seen t 
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THE HERON CORRESPONDENCE. No. XVII. 

CHARLES HERON TO HIS BROTHER WILLIAM. 

Bonnybrae, near Dumfrie*. 
My Dea& Billy, — Every thiog bein§f now nearly arranged, 
we shall require your presence on Saturday. So, dispose of 
yourself upon the ** Independent ; ** and if you can prevail upon 
Mr. Lyon, its proprietor, to come with you, so psuch the 
better. I was at his, you know, and if he cares to see 
me go through the trial, he shall be as welcome as he is 
wherever he goes, or " as the flowers in May,*' as an Irish- 
man would say. As our little and esteemed friend has 
not sent over the French gloves yet, nor his own person 
either, I fear we must put up with the want of both. Yoa 
will get them very superior at the Spread Eagle, which, 
you know, is next door to those truly magnificent shops 
which Mr. Douglas is preparing. By the way, here they 
will hardly credit me when I tell them of the hundreds 
of pounds that are to be lavished on plate-glass alone for their 
fronts. Go and see the plans, and then you will " confirm 
the testimony of the preceding witness," as the reporters have 
it As to the habiliments for myself, Mr. Forrester may 
be relied on, without your putting yourself to trouble. But, 
when I think on it, you had as well consult his partner, Mr. 
M'Kinnon, about a shooting jacket for me, which I did not 
think of before I left town. He is quite au fait to these 
matters. ~— Mary herself writes to her friend — «-— r^;ard- 
ing her own gear. I, however, request you to consult that 
lady as to procuring one of those high and narrow-crowned 
bonnets of exquisitely fine and picturesquely-patterned straw, 
which, however French in their aspect, I admire exceedingly; 
and, besides, they are as yet almost unknown. She begs to 
thank you for the twenty-fourth " Ant/* and the third 
" Casquet,** so promptly sent,— as well as for another present 
it will take a casquet to contain — you rogue — the novel sort of 
necklace of " iron cameos, bound in spaces of Jet." She is in 
a passion, however, about the " Tit for Tat,** alleging that she 
has discovered that the young lady upon whom the reforma- 
tion^-as it is to be hoped— was wrought, is actually a friend 
of her own ! —-The other periodical seems, in her views, to 
be unexceptionable. Its very title is a hit, since what female 
is there who longs not to have a piece of furniture with its 
dear name, even although it be literary instead of Brazilian 
gems that it may contain? One slip only has escaped the 
editor in the last. Maria Graham wrote *' Three Months in 
the Mountains near Rome,'* but it was another gifted woman, 
now, alas ! no more, who gave the world such a faithful picture 
of " Home in the Nineteenth Century.'* When upon 
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books, I may as wdl request of yoa to secure at our friends', 
the agents for the Dumfries Magazine in Glasgovir, a complete 
set of the work, as I want to make a present of the three 
volumes, and perfect sets are not plenty now» although I think 
in taking it all in the lamp, you will get a deduction. It is a 
mine of Scottish character and anecdote ; and personages for 
half-ardosen good noTcls might be easily lifted bodily out of it. 
The popularity of its editor's exquisite " bits *' on animals, 
the feathered tribes more especially, you are aware of. Mr. 
Hunter, I aee, facetiously accoses another friend of mine 
of poadiing upon this manor. I am sure, however, that, in 
the spirit of a true sportsman, the gentleman whose right to 
this domain must be admitted, since it is now recorded in the 
" Herald Office," will be the first to " hail and good-mor- 
row " with so expert a shot as the author of the " Memoirs 
of a Military Goose'* assuredly is. If successful in my shoot- 
ing jacket, I'll give him farther food for speculation — on the 
birth and parentage of a brace of partridges. 

While upon sporting subjects, I am reminded of my wish to 
procure and preserve a copy of the Chronicle's account of the 
fight between Byrne and Avery. It was by fitr the best nar- 
rative of a t>oxing.match I have ever seen : graphic without 
slang ; vivid, but never course ; and conveying a perfect idea 
of, pardon me for saying so to you, a vulgar scene, without 
any vulgarity. I wonder who drew it up? He has sufficient 
sjrmpathy, with even misdirected bravery and spirit, united 
with a due moral reprobation of cruelty and bloodshed. And 
yet, had I been at the fight, I think I might have perchance 
forgotten the pain of the vanquished, in the excitement 
occasioned by witnessing his gallantry and Byrne's courage 
and coolness. Simon will assuredly be Champion ere long, and 
then Tom Reynolds may, as Quin did when the late king 
made his first speech, triumphantly exclaim, 

«* 'Twas I that taught the boy to " — ^fioht. 

I was glad to see the jargon about " round 1st," ^. dismissed 
in the paper I alluded to. Be sure you get me one. 

Since I left town, you have had an irruption of lawyers 
from the East, I learn. Fullarton was previously unknown 
in Glasgow ; but is not likely to- be a stranger in our cases in 
future, as I hear. What was Professor Leslie doing among 
you ? He did not give evidence on the river question, that I 
perceive, although his friend, Mr. Thom, did. It must be a 
proud thing for the latter gentleman thus to be called to the 
most widely sundered parts of Scotland to give a scientific and 
practical opinion on difficult questions, without his having 
travelled to eminence through a professor's curiculuro. I am 
sorry to learn that his friend and your old preceptor Icayes us, 
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m I bad boped tbat he wooM one dmy teaeb my cMMren wimt 
I nerer bad patienoe to learn myself— flfiag off at a ^mffeni 
from aH his «tn«s. Before he goes^ let him have a penisel of 
Mr. Dnolop of LiTerpool^s plan for a system of pmetieal com- 
mercial edvcatioo, whidi lies in my desk. He wHl at least 
admit that it is infeniousty oeneeiTed. 

To coadade, my dear Billy, I redly don't think timt I 
hare got any thing more to trouble you afoeut, or even to m^, 
excepting, that as the days of running for the stakes of the 
Caledonian Hunt are put a little nearer our eonvenieney, I 
shall indulge Mary by allowing her to remain among her 
rdatires in Dumfries until that wedc's fostiWties be over, 
even rithongh I should hard to make a run to town myself t«> 
assist SaveaH in the interment of *< The Ant,** and in making 
its last win and testament known to its heirs -at -law — the 
Glasgow public; and once more to see f Ae Kean, who Is to 
be three nights with you on his way from Bute. As for the bag' 
of fruit that accompanies this, our unde ezpeeto no thanks for 
ft; and yet, for you know he has a horticultural hobby in his 
stud, I rather think he would not be displeased at getting Ae 
first number of a work on a pleasant subject, with an abomin- 
able title, that I perceive Is announced, *' llie Pomelogical 
Magazine ! '* This indeed is tiie only novelty in literature I 
ean perceive above the horizon thig monA. Next month, I 
am able to say, the <* Chronides of the Canongate,*' in tw^ 
volumes, and containing three tales, " The Highland Widow,** 
** The Drovers,** and ** The Sui^eon*s Daughter,** will appear. 
As for the magazines, it would seem as if all their editors and 
prime hands, as well as those of " The Ant,*' were out of town, 
so sleepy are their contents. Heaven forefend it be not on tfie 
same errand— <»r at least have the same result, t. e. of making 
tiiem silent — or what shall become of one-half of what a 
bachelor's life is worth enduring for— a wintry night, a good 

fire, a room to yoursdf, and three uncut magazines !- The 

ninth treatise of the Library of Knowledge is out, I leani ; 
endose it, for, written as I know it to be by the first ana* 
tomist in Britain, I am anxious to see bow tiie difficult bvt 
Interesting and popular subject is bandied. And if any 
alterations appear to be made in the Femicide's Confossiona, 
let me have the second edition. I agree with Mr. M* in 

tracing a resemblance between ita best passages and a eertain 
dever orator's Sterling style. He was, even before he left 
Glasgow, a lady killer, you know. But I must really stop. 
On Monday, believe me, I shall look for both yon and << The 
Bookseller's Wife. "—So, till then, credit me to be your loving 
and Imchelor brother, - ChaHles He&On. 

P. S. — Promenade shoes of unbleached linen are quite the 
rage, I hear. Procure a pair for Mary. 
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MORE MISERIES. 

Groan tOth. 
Having shoes which make amends for mmecessary breadth of 
sole by a corresponding brevity of longitude. 
Groan 2lMt. 
Having hawked up the pU^m of a eddy and dust of a dry 
evening before you recollect that you had passed through a crowd, 
on your way to a tea psrty, with an outside pooket, and a new silk 
handkerchief—- which is off. 

G>roan 29d. 

Being neither able to procure water cold enough fbir punch, nor 
hot enbugh for toddy, dtiiough you are in a steam boat, the tem- 
perature of whose eating-room broils you below, upon a day when 
that of the air chills you into apathy above. 
Groan 23d, 

Staining with ink a light-coloured vest upon the first evening of 
a four days* trip, and having no other in your portmanteau, nor an 
acquaintance within twenty miles who is as slender in the chest as 
yourself. 

Groan 24M. 

Being so much interested in the romantic beauties of a district 
as to impel you to explore every nook within ten miles of your 
residence, while your stomach is so improved in its digestion, 
that, before you have walked half that distance, you wonder when 
is the next meal-time. 

Groan 25th. 

Having hastily written an impoftant and confidential note, 
which you have to send by an impertinent yet literate messenger, 
who is just ready to set off— >to discover that there is neither wax, 
wafer, rosin, paste, nor gum, within a mile and a half of you. 

Groan 26M. 

Receiving a copy of " The Observer," " Atlas," « Sphinx," 
or other colossal paper, with a cover, addressed by a friend who 
■ever sends a paper but to show you son^hing in it ; and, after 
leading every tine from the date to the impmnatur, discovering that 
he has forgotten to mark the passage he wished you to see— or has 
sent you the wrong journal. 

Groan 27th, 

Finding that your bookseller has packed up and despatched to 
yen in the Highlands, a copy of the '* Particular Baptist," instead 
of the " Sport^ing Magazine." 

N. B, — You somewhat feverish as to the St Leger bettings. 

Groan 2Sth, 
Comprehending every word in a French or Italian quotation, 
which occurs in a letter of much importance, except one, which ia 
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at once so ill written and so idiomatic, that it aeti all your ingeDuity 
at defiance. 

Groan 29ih. 
Having accumulated a choice collection of wretchednesKt 
perfectly novel, and being informed that there is not a comer can 
be spared for their enumeration. 



The Hazlmlst. No. VII. 

If for nothing else, 0*Doherty deserves the gratitude of poster- 
ity for making public the plan of keeping up drawers^ by running 
the braces through loops in their head-band. 

There can be no conviction that you love, till you have suffered 
for doing so. 

He would be the best grammarian who could fashion a system 
to himself, upon die impulse of his own wants, and firom the results 
of his own observations, although he had never read a page of 
Lindley Murray. 

Women appear more variable and inconsistent than men merely 
because they more unguardedly exhibit their transitions of emotion. 

In conducting a periodical work, it is sometimes necessary to 
recollect that the vulgar are in a majority on most matters of taste. 

There are men of wealth and mind who will not venture to 
patronize rising talent, even on the cheapest method of stimulating 
its exertions, by a shake of the hand and an invitation to a dinner- 
party, and who yet cannot help wishing to purchase its forbearance, 
if a smile, when no one else is by, could be the price of it. 

Give me the man who is cold in his rectitude and stiff in his 
indiscriminate intercourse with society, rather than him who has 
suavity without sincerity, or who is even good hamoured without 
knowing why. 

The most triumphant moment of a man's existence is that one 
which immediately follows his success in extracting a seed firom 
between his teeth. 

It cannot be a lofty^nios which refuses to sympathise with the 
inspiration of others. Prostration here, like the worship of 
divinity, elevates rather than abases. 

It is possible to make a periodical pay in Glasgow. 



Our Readers are informed, that, with next No. the Selected Volume will 
be complete, as will the Original with the next again, wbea the litis 
Pages, rreface. Index, &c. will be given. 



Tainted by James Curll, 65, BelUStreet, and wU by all Bookssitei. 
PRICE THREEPENCE. 
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^tigituii^ 



ON 

SOME OF THE PERSONAL PECULIARITIES 

OF THE 

LUerary Men of the Last and Present Age, 

** There are men whose powen operate only at leisure, and in retirement-- 
whom merriment oonfUses and objection diaconceiti.— JoAihoii. 

^ What nights we have passed at the Mermaid I" was 
the ezdamatioQ of Ben Jonnson, when, in his green old 
•ge, be induJiged in the delifhtfiil reminisoenoes of the 
li^nn spent at that '' hosteh*y, and at its worthy oompeer, 
^ The Globe Tayem," with '' Master" Shakspeare, and 
others. As our literature advanced towards refinement, sndi 
places of resort got out of iad[u<Mi ; perhaps their nnrth was 
amnewhat too ^isterous for the '* ears polite " of those 
who relished classical wit and attic humour, more than 
madcap iroliGsomeitess and informal heart's ease. The 
Measures and relazatioBs of such were less the offspring 
of exuberant animal spirits, than mere elegant repose in- 
dak^ed in on an evening, after the labours of the morning 
in we study or in Temple Chambers. Still there are many 
dd%htful recollections associated with The Cocoa Tree, 
The Smyrna, Old Slaughter's, and Button's Coffee-houses. 
Their narrow boxed-in precincts have often held, in social 
enjoyment <^ the temperate refreshment of a cup of 
ebooolate, Addison and Budgell, Pope and Grarth, 
Rowe and Toung. Think of Steel, too, before he was 
knighted I With what a jaunty air he would call the 
drawer, and ask for his letters I How carelessly he would 
sip his coffee and write a '* Tatler," and it full, too, of the 
best timed remarks, and the most poignant and elegant 
satire I Sometimes, however, a baifilff would disturb his 
peace ; but Tom, the drawer, was up to the art of saying 
^ No I " to John Doe's friends. 
Dr. Johnson was fonder of taverns than these, his im« 
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mediate predeoeieen. He wad SatBge, in the time of 
their eany aoqaaintanoeifaip, when thej had half-arguinea, 
ijiteD. sat up all night to spend it ; and, when they had 
no^iu^, waJked ahont all nmt for want of a bed, or made 
one of « bnlk-head in an ulev. When BosweU and the 
l>octor were introdaced to each other, it was at a tavern; 
tiiey made a late sitting of it that night* and during their 
snbseqnent intimacy, they never wholly abandoned the 
practice. The Doctoi^s feune, nckly from birth, required 
stronger nourishment and more inspiring beverage than 
toast and ohooolate to kindle his wrt. These days have 
passed away; and now, the literary adventurers of the 
metropolis seem hardly to be aware of the existence at 
such a thing as a coffee-honae ; at least, they never let their 
knowledge become visible, if they have it. Nor are the 
taverns more fortunate. Why, we country folks know 
only the names of such places now b^ irritatingly polid- 
cal, cantingly religious, and impoverishingly charitable 
assemblages having tsdEen ^ace wtfUn their vast walls 
and haHs, for they am hu]^ and dreary now. 

In Edinboigh it is diierent JBiU Yonng'a 9md tiie 
Difletanti HaU are fimiiliar and hoosehold weraa with ns. 
But London Htteraiemr$ seem to have so moch penopal 
enmity, mad so mu<^ {Hide, as to keep them ivsra aasoeiait- 
JBT fiooiidly togelber; and a blne^ stocking root now, 
ecnpses the attic suppers — *' worthy of the gMS "-— «f the 
last oentnrv! After all, however, on examining die 
eauses of this change in the amnoemmrts of onr men of 
letters, we may, perhaps, find reason te cengratnlate 
Dorselves 'that it has taken place. 

Many of onr greatest living poets, a dass w4o mnst 
always rank first amon^^ those wno make literature a p]«» 
fession, do not now reside in the metrop<^ They oktb 
left ** the dinsome town," and Aed to tlie quiet and lovely 
haunts of nature. Thk change in their habitades has, 
perhaps, been the prime cause of that " young greenness" 
and vigour with which onr poetry has late^ shot foth; 
and it may ^o have or^nated that &Eie and tender do- 
mestic feeling, wfaidi much of it now disp^ys. Bitng 
saitires, pofished to tiie utmost keeimese, and ilowery 
epics, in all the pride of harmonious prettinesB, mag^ m 
created in the purlieus of ** The Row;" but deep ieel*- 
iiigs, of, and love for, the beauties of nature, most fro* 
qnentiy have their rise among its seqsestenBd hannts, 
steep mountains, and romantic dells. 
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HsUam awlh&r^ cmd, of etn»9e, a bad num tf immessj^ 
This is an «^ff8MietL wfakit at <mtB itttmpn Ae pMson 
who utterg it «i a Oonifion-plaoe. B«isMifte, lioMooth, 
someattthoni baiwlideii^or hare aflfoeted to b6, eonftMed 
a tiMir arfwigienieiits, whether household or ItteratTi it 
is sagadottfily inferred hf the mereljr siUf, and Ajij 
insinuated by the maliciously stupid, diat erery man 
who wiMb a pettin onginal eoiapositioft is laore or leu 
mcapaoitatedfipom s^erintenian^ diose deti^ whifih^ 
whether of pto&t, gfood order, or eeonomy — are fitly 
OBoug^hnuaked under the head of Chariness.'* In what 
does a ci^NMsify for hosiaees consist? In powers of 
iqiplieation, of armngpemest, and of comprehension } and 
ia habits of mmote accuracy. Can any aum, mtnk a 
poet, heeome a peManeo^^ suoeessftil author without 
an idlotmeat oif these, much aboto tiio average posses- 
sion of mankind? Do the rogues who inT«»t this 
phrase, or the driircdlers who repeat it, ever consider 
what a physicd toil there is in the mere meebanio 
cal labour of wrlti^ down one's ideas after they are 
created aad ^omugeA, evea without seay refefeoco to 
fnwpaniitory study, or ooUateral referenoe? F^w 
people are aware that ey4ni the letlerp««ss of One 
irolume of a norel, oomprises as many words which 
hare first to be written, as wfll be found lA a 
meMhanfs aonoal ledger and joumai. The oor- 

' f«sting cf the press for it, too, is as laborious a task, 
a&d requires as miante an attestion to accuracy as the 
verifyiDg of an tnterest acoouflt, or the search ffor an 
error in an extensiTO balance. Who is, ex faeief so 
Uk^ytobeaUetoaitttBge com^eated details, if you 
eaft only make them worth the dovotmn of his atten- 
tion, as he who has d%«sted a suanmary of an extensiye 
aorllott of history, or combined the jarring etrasents of 
buiixaii eharaoter and aotioa into a consi^teBt narrOtkre, 
or, a stUl more difficult task, into a well cootrired 
fl^y ? It is iM.e to point Out indiiddmil exc^ioifs : — 
as Wett might we ali^ from IMrty Dick's having made 
a fiwtatte, that filth and disorder were necessary ele- 
•Miits in a sucoessM trading establishment. Was Lord 
Baoonun indifferent man (J business ? Would Adam 

- ISMth have hoea uasuccessiiil if he had been forced- to 
study pin-making, instead of the Wealth of ^Tations ? 
MHbat gamed Racardo his fortune and his fiime ? His 
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8iirpa8Biiig[ aU his oom^tit(M« as a man of business* 
Away, miserable machine, who can only utter this 
gibberish— equally ignorant of the hut<^ of literature 
and of the philosophy of mind ! Because a man of parts 
does not choose to bring down his mind to your pun^ 
lerel — it is because he cannot bend it, forsooth — as if 
the trunk of the elephant, which can rend up the oak 
of the forest, could not also pick up the minutest coin 
he tramples in the soiL 
He is a good somL — Said ei one whose nund is of ioo 
small a calibre to fire off impulses, either good or bad; 
but who is harmless merely from being in^cient In 
mental mattars, a good soul is a driveller ; in monej ones, 
mean and miserly. His friendship is a habit ; his love, 
Mimatea s "" ' 



an unsublimatea selfishness; his hosj^italit^, an acci- 
dental exhibition of tea, toast, and vanity. lus morality 
is dependent upon the peculiarities of his organization; 
his religion u{K>n the situation of his birth<^lace, or his 
ideas of n«|;ative into^st 
He is verjf metuBy — a true friend. — Terms often indis- 
. criminately used, and yet felt to be essentially different in 
their compass and meaning. The friendly man is one 
who will do every thing to oblige you — ^that costs him 
no money. He will speak well of every one when 
directly asked his opimon, for he knows to a fraction 
tiie value of his own unmeaning genendities. No man so 
eagerly seeks to get you an advantage, if at the cost of 
8omel>ody else, as, that procured, may save you fir^n 
needing any assistance from him. He is clannish, because 
the principle may re-act to his own advantage, but never 
generous, where there is not a chance that such disj^y 
may buy golden opinions somewhere or other. — ^The 
true friend, in contradistinction to the simpler term of 
friend only, as if emphasis added to meaning, or heap- 
ing up comparatives did not ultimately weaken the ex« 
pression they are meant to sustain under the weight of 
expanded signification, is one who watches your ac- 
tions lest you should do any thin^ he may disApprove, 
because unaUe to participate m it; studies your 
thoughts, lest you venture to stray beyond the mentel 
railway he finds it convenient to travel along, and 
meddles with your pleasures if they can in their nature 
by possibility be enjoyed without him. He visits you 
often, because he cannot elsewhere bestow his tedious^ 
ness ; and when he makes a sacrifice <^ time or any 
thing else, however small it may be, in your behalf, he 
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notes it down as the equivalent lor the influeBoe which 
he seeks to obtain — ^not because he can wield power, 
bnt because even seniUly is flattered by the appear- 
ance of its possession. 



THE REPRESENTATIVE OF MAJESTY; 
Or, the Bog 'trotting Viceroy, 

" Sir, you are impudent and contumacious ; 

" Remember, rogue, to give me ;^our salute : 
" Tour manners, rascal, ought to be as gracious 

'< To me as to the king, yon ragged brute ! 
** Why do you stare so, Tag^nd ? I live 
*' The king's own e£Blgy and representative ! ** 
So spake tibe ganger of Kilbandon bog 
To Pat M'Guire, who, driving home his hog. 
Frond of the grunter, had forgot to touch 
His hair— hat he had none — ^lest from his dntch 
The porker would be after running. Pat had mettle^ 
And some rough wit, when any thing would nettle ; 
So, looking archly in the exciseman's face, 

gV^ there was even in his strange grimace !) 
e answered sneering,—*' Jasus ! if the king 
"Have such an ugly mug as that smoked thmg 
** Ton call a fiuse, (for it is such, mayhap, 
" Only because it has a p'raty-trap,) 
<* No wonder you should talk of him so free, 
<« Ton and himself the ugliest men would be 
'^ In the three kingdoms ; but its all a flam ! 
— " You represent him ! — ^you a king, be d— ! 
" A better representative than such a ninny, 
** By Jasus ! is on every copper penny." 



THE SOFA. No. VIL 

ScxKX — A Room m the Viiri. 

«WILLIAM HERON AND A CRONY. 

W, IT.— Well, in another week, Charley will sit under hit 
own Tine, histead of sheltering beneath thia one ; and as ibr the 
fig-tree part of the flgure, it will be in his not caring a fig 
hanoeforth for us or for oar bachelor festivities ! 

CVoay.— I thought this had been the week of his marriage? 

IT. H.— The week intended first, bat the iUness of a near 
relative postponed more Joamejs than mine to the south. 
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£5«M^M-*H« viH not be iilte «» Mi Kem bar* ? 

W. i^.— Jfo; teit be wrtoi mi tbftt be nw hiot la Ayr, 
whtthiv tbe i^iwt iMB-^*l^nat lit me catt bfan/* ^ tbeugb bat 
fiTe feet six'* — was tnuaeported in a sie«iB-beftt> wbieb Sey- 
mour moet spiritedly sent to Rothsay for that purpose alone. 

Oony. — He had been at bis villa, then? 

W, H, — Yea; and, with the exception of a former three days* 
scjoom, for the first time for two years. 

CroMy. — I martei mueb at tBat; fSsr a more lovely seclusion 
—a spot of greater beauty — amid a wilderness too— I never 
beheld. 

W, if.— > Your use of the word gedusion should diminish 
your wonder. It is indeed an exquisite retirement, lit for a 
man wearied of the world— <or very much in love with 
his wife, (Charlei^ by the bye, means to ask the loan of It for a 
month next summer,) but I fear Ennui takes its seat upon 
yon exquisite little chairs In the reading -closet next to the 
drawing-room, nay, even lolls upon the classical couches, and 
peeps tlirough the muslin window-draperies there. 

Crony. — But I am sure could nevw find a refuge in the 
dining-room below, with its simple sideboard, gaucy gardevine, 
and bachelor's tea-caddy. 

W, H.— You seem intimate with its accommodations, X<Mn« 

Crony. — Not very mu£|i so. I passed two very happy h^urs, 
however, up stairs, this summer — waltzing in the drawing- 
room, and chattering with the old housekeepery in her own 
parlour. 

If. H, — Will yoa baro a board of oysters^ now the months 
of r. r. have set in ? 

Crony. — With all my heart. Had Kean good bouses at Ayr ? 

W. H.'—'Ajs and at Kilmarnock too; even in that most 
rdigious of blue-bonnet and night-cap making towns. In both, 
the boxes were filled with the " Beauty and Fashion^" jmcb 
as it is, of the place. 

Crony. — Such as it is-! liemembe r Burns' words respect- 
ing Ayr. 

W, H. — Yes; and the folks of that place refusing to pa- 
tronise *< The Ant," because tt did not uphold Miss Foote 
as a vestal likewieef 

Crony. — Has any good reeulted from ^e Letter to the Lord 
Provost? 

W. JKi— Yca9-^« Airtiier pmat «f the apathy ^ Glasgow 
add its magnatsi «• every tbisig InteOeotual, has bacn Ha^ 
idshed ; and Seyawor has bad anot her opportni^ty a itar da J 
him of showiag bow Dsaob Ms en t er p rise sorpasses thafar 
patpomfe* The maiaeiit that ^hat man, whope acting needs no 
adVMtMoat sM, bas left ««, 4ie pJimU uatw the wb^ fimit of 
the boose at Ms aim^basfSb 
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C^vny.-^Tliefte Loug^ FoyiB ftilom jvtt capHaL Wo niftst 
have MiBK gui.'^£tUar jrm at Ae dimr, imd tgk mt the iifi, 
iMjmnwtof a *' nadm,") 

IT, H. — Your kair is absurdly elc|(aiit t».iDglit. Ha^a you 
been at " Le Grawd Muhum dT^rtiaes poor Comper Lu 
Cheveuxy etfaire Les OmametOt 4 Chevtux, et Let Fentqugs Pa* 
tente, pour U Roi G. IV, B* Angbtterrt f " 

Crony. — Yes, once ; but I thaugfat myself disfigured as much 
as the front wall is by the companions to the signboard you quote. 

IF. H, — It is an odd specimen of *\ FonHgn Literature " 
that, and shocdd have been nodded hy your fHend in hfs 
recent review of its journal. 

Ciron^.— I observe that that most extraordinary work, 
Mariner's Tonga Islands, originally in an expensive shape, 
can now be had for seven shillings, as two volumes of Con- 
stable's Miscellany. 

W, H, — Yes; and with new matter, and in an improved 
state. It forms one of the most extraordinary chajitsn in the 
history of Human Nature ; while it is as interesting as a 
romance, and obviously as simply true as narrative can be. 
Lord Byron made good use of it in his " Island,'* and I know 
that Charles had a poem on the Hoonga Cavern skefdied out 
even hefore ifaat appeared. 

Cfronp, — And the best of it is, that its original author may 
he seen in a broker's office In London, quietly seated at his 
desk, any day between ten and four, as sedata as if he had 
never drank oava, or ooundlled king Finow, 

JF. H.— -Did you bear Dr. Chalmers to-day? 

Crony, — No; bust I «)ertainly shall on Sabbath, as he 
preaches in his own old pulpit twice on that day. 

W. ^.— Would he had never forsaken it! The genius of 
such men is public property, -and ought to be exerted not 
merdy in tiie sphere most agreeabie to its possesser, hot in that 
most akin to its nature. In pulpit eloquence he stands alone— 
and should there have stood. 

Crony.— I trust he will yet resume the Geneva, and lay 
aside the profesaer's gown. 

W, H.— While his plans are benefitting the eastern suhurhi, 
what thinic you of the sages 4>f Andersten instituting a fair 
and its follies, to deraoraliM the western districts tW9 da^ in 
the year ? 

Crony.^-Mr. Martin's act should be enforced against the whole 
town council, at the instance of the poor pig that they adver- 
tised was to have ita tail tern far the amusement oi the JUegeSk 
W, H—l laughed more at their visit to file << cAMwa," 
than at a story I lately heard of two poor idiots who sung a 
paahn every night, and on coming to the 11^9^, after a two 
hours* cl^iint, involontarily eHda1m«d^ ** Hegh, that's a lilt ! " 
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C^M^.— And I, ihHi at ike vMt of an old Soottidi lady to 
the ohina-thopa of London, in tearoh after the there onknown 
utansila called ** a ponrie and a shilpin-dish," who, when a 
tofeen was placed hefore her, ordered away the ** lang bowl," 
at an nasif htly artiele ! Their proclamation was as diverting 
as an ^iti^h I saw t'other day on a smuggler, 

Here I lies. 

Killed by the x iu 

W, IT.— Bat hark ! there's Harom's « Rant " actiudly song 
as a street-ballad :— that is popularity ! Let us oat and hear it. 

[Exeunt. 



REMEMBER THEE! 

When rose the mom, glad as thy beaming smiles ; 
When shone the noon-star, like thy daoling wit ; 
When spread the broad sea, like thine ample mind ; — 
llien I remembered thee ! 

Where rose the rocks, as nigged as my lot ; 
Where sloped the shwe, bright as some hoars between ; 
Whoe heaved the waves, like to my throbbing heart ; — 
There I remembered thee! 

How towered Ha hills ! high, yet beneath my hopes; 
How Uae the waves ! yet paler than thine eye ; 
How true the needle ! yet less true than I, 
When I remembered theej 



TO OUR BUYBR& 
In a fiNtaight we expect to have the oonperplate UUt^pnge to the vol. 
pme of SdetSoiu, engrayed from a beautinu drawing by Arown, ready for 



ddivery. It was our intention to b&ve a oorreroooding vigiuUe for the 
n>lame of Original matter, but The One-Legged Bookbinder, without the 
Hwr of Bridewell before hit eyes, got outrageous at our proposing to take 
hia likeness; and Blind Angus Tnias I for romance and ito deludon^- 
** wad na let onypody paint liimfor less than twa poundsl** white Ids fiit 
and fair wifle dwnanded a share of our profits! Our Originality must 
therefore go forth without embelBshment, but, to make amends for Uiat, 
we shall let you tiare sixteeen pages more of it, wiA the concluding por. 
tknof the work, eentaioinr Tabtes of Contents, Frebce, Tete^utete with 
the Public, and notice of Mr. Heron's Harriage^ which is to be printed 
and sold as a double number. 

TO OUR SELLERS. 
Our Publisher earnestly solicits the immediate return of all unsold num. 
ben, as we shall liave to re-print sereral before we can complete as many 
flStf as are already ordered. 



THoted by James Corn. 65, BelLStreet, and sold hsr an BookssOsn. 
PRICE THRBBPBNCS. 
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Contlttlvtns ^l^tiom 



CHRONOLOGICAL AND BroLIOGRAPHICAL 
CATALOGUE OF LITERARY PERIODICAL 
WORKS PUBLISHED IN GLASGOW DURING 
THE PRESENT CENTURY. 

1801-2. 

Poetry Original and Selected* — Although perhaps 
hardly coming within an enumeration of the periodical 
works of this century, yet during these years was com- 
pleted this work in four volumes, begun at the close of the 
previous one. It resembled Dodsley's famous collection 
m its pikn, and also in its bein^ edited by its publishers, 
Mrasrs. Brash & Reid. It contamed many pieces of merit ' 
from the pens of both these gentlemen, the latter of 
whom is known as a copious and popular writer, as 
the former is by the few who can trace his imclaimed 
productions, as an elegant and tasteful one. It chiefly con- 
sisted of selections, but, among its original articles, has 
pieces of Mayne and Lochore in Scottish verse, which 
equal any thing of M^iel or Wilson. It is now extremely 
scarce. 

1805. 

Glasgow Repository, — ^A monthly marine, four num- 
bers of which were published at a shilling each. We 
never have been able to get a glimpse of one of them, 
although six hundred of ^o. L were printed, and we are 
constant frequenters of the snuff shops of the city. 

1805-6. 
The Setector.-^Thh work was avowedly what its title 
implied— a selection; yet it contained now and then 
onguial pieces, most of which were by a clev<»r, reckless 
fdlow called Fulton, «md several by TannahiU. Its con- 
ductor was Mr. William Maver, better known as being 
also editor of a miniature edition of Johnson's Dictionary. 
27 



S90 THE ANT* 

1811. 
Glasgow Mtigazme, — A monthly work, the reyiTsI 
of one of the last century, under the same title, oontaining* 
many yery able ori^:inal papers, from the pen of Mr. 
Mennons, Jun. its Editor ; but chiefly filled with judicious 
Selections, &c. It ran to nearly a ^en numbers. 

1814. 
The Druid. — Edited by Mr. (now Dr.) Kennedy, then 
keeper of the Glasgow Public Library. It extended to a 
few numbers in octavo. 

1817. 
Attic Stories, — This work was projected by six young* 
men, but chiefly contributed to hy three of we number^ 
Messrs. Crawford, Brown, and Young. It forms one 
Duddling-sized volume, altogether of original matter, re- 
markabfe for justness of sentimcfnt, purity of style, (al- 
though with a copious table of errata,) and deucacy of 
humour, after the model of the older essayists, rather 
than for unabatin? spirit, variety of contents, or vigour 
of imagination. K was published once a fortnight, and 
ran to twenty-six numbers. 

The Student. — This work is in twenty numbers of 
sixteen pages each. It was edited by one in reality a 
student, now an able clei^yman of the Secession chur«A. 
"h failed to arrive at popmarity from too closely aAer- 
ing to the exploded machinery of the older essayists, 
but contains the best memoir of Professor Richardson, 
from the pen of the editor, that has appeared. 

1818. I 

The Wanderer, — The success and yet prranature oon- 
dusion of '' Attic Stories,*' shortly after led to the publican 
tion of this work, the amiable and ingenious editor of 
which, Mr. William Hamilton, was soon after cut off from 
the love of his friends, and from those fine reveries of a 
poetical imagination, with which the few numbers that 
the work consists of are filled. Its verses were good; 
and in it first appeared two songs now eminently popular, 
and a burlesque ballad, which Lord Byron is reported to 
have winced at. Money was lost by its publication. 

The Protestant. — This work which extended to four 
volumes, now compressed into two, and its puMication 
over two (nt three years, is of a polemical character, and 
arose out of the use of some pnrases in a letter fr^m a 
B<mian Catholic, publi^ed in one of the newspapers. It 
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ooataiiis a great many extracts, and some coiiiinaiiiGati<His» 
yet the greater part of it is frowi the mascoliae pen of its 
able editor, Williain M'Gavin, Esq. 

The Echo, — An indescribable work, got up by a Glas- 
fgom printer settled at Dnmfriea, but published here, 
whose object, as wofessed in its extraordinary prospectus, 
was ** To * eye JN^atore's walks ' — obstetricaUy to assist 
her, without o'erstepping her modesty — ^to cidl her per- 
lections — ^to sUentiy bound her exuberance — to give a 
oonduit to her murmurings, by insinuating the lenitiTe of 
precedent to the sorrows impassable to sympathy.'* It 
eadsted for a month. 

The BritM Magazine. — ^Edited by a Medico Authiur — 
one Dr. Andrew— and filled with excellent but unacknow- 
ledged extracts, and original plans of benevolence, and 
reports of societies — ^whose aim was their only merit. 

1820. 

The Enquirer. — A fortnightly publication, which forms 
a thin volume, was edited by two young men— ^ cleric 
and a laic. It contains many admirable papers, in a style 
between the quiet humour of ^ Attic Stories," and the 
fine romance of ^ The Wanderer; " and in its imitations 
of old English poetry, a gentleman, Mr. William Mother- 
well, first feh ms way to that fiime he must eventually 
command. It did not '' pay." 

Old Whig. — A monthly magazine, originally issued 
with a well-written prospectusr, and the intention of being 
solely a politicaljoumal, when the Borough Reform ques- 
tion ran high. It soon found that it must needs try to 
be amusing; had two or three good literary papers, and 
like its projector, changed its coat and marched off, no 
one knew whither. The Editor employed was a Mr. 
M'Donald, a teacher of English, now deceased. 

Christian Recorder. — A religious magazine intended 
to have been the organ of the Secession Church, then 
formed by the union of two great bodies of dissenters. 
It was edited by Dr. Andrew, — and did not succeed. 

Christian and Civic Economy, by Dr. Chalmers. The 
two first volumes of this adimrable but lengthy work, 
were published in quarterly numbers. It had a. great 
sale while the economical views of its author were 
startling from their novelty. 

1822. 
Literary Reporter. — A small work of modest preten- 
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810118, edited by its printer, Mr. John Graham. It forms 
two bndgy little volumes, chiefly filled with extracts from 
the larger periodicals of the day. 

Literary Melange, — An iU printed, but respectably 
compiled selection from the ma^^ines of the day, 
although it even went back to pieces so venerable as 
** The Bashful Man," first edited by the late Mr. J. 
Tail It forms two T<^mes; but the original papers 
would not fill a tythe of its bulk. On its demise, the 
printers projected a weekly paper on the same plan, bnt 
of greatly diminished size and price.— 

1823. 
Its title was 

The Emmet, which, after lingering for some time, ob- 
tained an editor of great talent in the person of a yonng 
ventleman, now a distinguished preacher, who, in conduct- 
ing it, merely sought to experiment on his versatility of 
tafent His papers, and those of some stated assistants, 
were powerfully, although hastily, written. It. still, ho w^ 
ever, chiefly consisted of selections, too often unacknow- 
ledged, from other works — ^these, indeed, forming the chief 
huSi of the two volumes to which it extended. Upon 
the whole, it paid. 

The Independent Methodist Magazine, — A work beoun 
during this year, still continues to be printed in this city, 
and to have an extensive sale among tne sect in England, 
whose on;iui it is; but its existence is hardly known here 
beyond their pale of communion. 
1824. 

Western Luminary,-^A quarto weekly paper meant 
to be on the excellent plan of the ^ Liverpool Kaleido- 
scope." It was prmected by Mr. Northhouse, at first with 
the co-operation of a distinguished author, who, however, 
wrote only one paper or two, and luckily withdrew. It 
was generally filled with any rubbish sent to its editor, that 
could save mm the trouble of preparing a single original 
article; but the 12th and 15th, and part of the 13th and 
14th, as if to make amends for this, were from the pen of 
a gentleman prevailed upon to superintend it during its 
conductor's illness, and who wrote till it was decently 
interred-^4md its editor perfectly recovered. 

The Mush'Light, was a tiny, and ably written satire, by- 
Messrs. H. B. M'Lean and G. Lewis, upon the soundings 
title and pretensions of the '' Luminary." ~ It existed for 
^ month. 
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The John Knox, — A work projected at the time dis- 
cussion ran high on the Plurality Question. The incon- 
gruous characters of its contributors could not but have 
prevented its eloquent editor from establishinff it success- 
fully. It has some able papers. Money was lost by it 

The Glasgow Mechanics* Magazine. — Projected soon 
after the appearance of the London work of the same 
name, and mr more ably supported and elegantly got 
up. Its original prospectus was catchpenny, but not so 
mpst of its numbers. It was publishea by Mr. M'Phun, 
and successively edited by Mr. Wallace and by Mr. Leigh- 
ton. Its success was extraordinary for a time, and the work 
in five volumes, more than the bulk of one of which may 
be considered as original matter, must long be regarded 
as indispensable in fQl libraries of utility. 

. The Scots Mechanics' Magazine was projected by 
several friends to the diffusion of knowledge, and editea 
by Mr. Wallace on his secession from the former. It forms 
one volume, and contains many able scientific and some 
literary papers of merit. 

M^FhxrCs Glasgow Magazine,^Tlm work was printed 
in octavo, and beautifully got up. It was of some mettle, 
but injured its sale by threatenmg to aim at more than it 
was able to hit — ^the personaJities, the <' Noctes," and the 
brilliancy of Blackwood. It was, however, guilty chiefly- in 
its threats, and deserved more success than it met with, 
since it did not extend to a volume. 

Theatrical Observer, — This was the first of a series of 
small works, with variations of title, but without difference 
of plan, or, as it was surmised, essential change in man- 
agement, such as ** The Dramatic Review," &c.; which, 
following up, at a weekly distance, the successful daily 
example of. Mr. Huie, the ^Bookseller, of Edinburgh's little 
work — ^itself a copy of a Liverpool plan — sought to excite 
a taste for theatricals among the mass of the community 
in Glasgow, gratify what portion 'of that already ex- 
isting, and obtain for their conductors nightly indul^ 
gence in a favourite amusement during succeeding 
winters. . There had been nothing of the kind attempted 
in Glasgow since the before-mentioned Mr. Fulton had a 
pritical quarrel with Mr. Putnam and Mr. Foote, about 
the year 1809. . Previous tQ that season, sundry attempts 
had been made to institute a weekly bar of criticism for 
the performers of our then new ana splendid theatre, but 
with even less success than has attended these. 
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1825. 
The Laoking-Glass. — A folio oc^ectioii of sketches^ all 
of them hnmoroos and exagverated, but few of them 
sm^ly characteristic, engrayed from clever designs by a 
Mr. Heathy and better suggestions by Mr. fi -k. 

The Conjuror. — A weekly periodical, edited by a youn^ 
gentleman of considerable talent and experience, son to 
the compiler of the ** Bibliotheca Britannica." ^ He had 

Ereyiously published one number of a magazine in Edin- 
urgh, for circulation here, but suppressed it The plan 
of the work, which occasioned the circumlocution of 
every number being introduced by — '^ Ladies and Gentle- 
men" from ** The Conjuror, in propria persona, 
materially interfered with the success many of its paii 
deserved; and a clever, but ill-advised, although pern 
merited satire inserted in it, gave the woric the 
grace about the fourteenth number. 

The Academic. — A very able fortnightly publication, 
eot up by the English students attending ue university 
durinff that session. Its papers mostly^ consist of class 
exercises and prize themes, written with learning and 
elegance, but not with brevity. It was edited by a "Nb^ 
Evans, a distinguished scholar, and now a dissenting divine 
in London, but was little known beyond the walls of the 
college, and forms a very thin volume. 

1826. 

The CoUegian was meant to be a continuation of the 
preceding work, but neither reached its reputation nor its 
size. It, however, contains one or two able papers by 
Mr. James Blair, a student, then in the Gown Glasses, and 
his friends. It is elsewhere referred to in this work. 

The Mdigious Observer. — A weekly periodical of great 
utility to that pavt of the public to whom it was addrwed. 
Its success for a time was great, but the vacillation of 
popular &vour prevented its continuance. It was eon* 
temporary lor a while with <' The Ant." 

The Battering' Bam. — This year a miserable tfainf, 
printed on whitod-brown, from worm-eaten types, with 
soot and water, appeared imder this titie. By catering 
for the lowest vulgar, about the laziness of clei^gymen, &c^ 
it be<»me often auced for by them, but was never sold by 
any respectable bookseller. 

The Christian Pioneer. — A small monthly magazine, 
ably edited by Mr. Hands, the Unitarian cleigyman here. 
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It contains many interesting specimens from American 
literature, and has a large sale among the hody, whose 
oiganitis. 

The Farmer's Register, — Shortly after the failure of 
Constable's great house, the '^ Farmer's Magazine," ably 
«dited by Mr. Cleghom, which they had long success- 
fully pnbushed, was discontinued, and Scottish agricultur- 
ists w»e without an exclusive organ. This work was 
then projected in monthly numbers at teapence. It has 
{unog been increased in size and price, an^ with the ex- 
caption of an unnecessary political summary, must be 
useful as it is judicious. 

A journal with the affected title of The Scrutinist, 
which was to be at once literary and agricultural, was 
printed at Montrose, and sent hither to be published, at the 
4Bame time. It shortly after emigrated to Edinbuigh, 
and, like some other travellers, changed its name— ^ that 
of Ihe Scots Agricultural Magazine. 

SvoaxCs Views of Glasgow. — This snlendid and spirited 
undertaking was begun this year, ana met with unoom^ 
anon success. It consists of interesting views of the dtv, 
streets, and public buildings, with brief but elegantly 
written descriptions. The proprietor contemplates a 
companion woric to this in a series of ** Views on the 
Hiver Ovde." And, early in 1828, there will anpear the 
first numoer of Brown's magnificent work on tne Royal 
. Palaces of Scotland ; the literarv department of which is 
confided to the learned Br. Jamieson, the father of Scot- 
tish Antiquaries. 

A Quarterly MedicalJoumal, the property of which is 
to be held in shares by several lea£nff practitioners in 
town, is announced as to be published early next year. 
Its establishment was mainly brought about by Dr. 
Young and Mr. Weir, and it is to be edited by Dr. 
M'Kenzie— projector of a Plan for Kaising the Dead. 

The Spirit of British Song, The Encyclopedia and 
Portfolio of Songs, The Mnstrelsy, The Thistle, The 
Amaranth, The Scots Worthies, &c., althoufih published 
in numbers, cannot properly be enumerated in our hsL 
as that method was only resorted to for oonveniency, and 
formed no essential part of their pUn. 

The (Jasquet, A Selection of Gems, is at present in 
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eourse of publioatioii; and The Chronicle of Ihe hks, in 
Scripture phraseology, now and then iqppears. 

lAtmsderCs Commercial Memorandum^Booky and The 
Western Kalendar, are annuallv published, and have a 
sale of many thousands, but har^y come witliin the scope 
of our list. 



Besides those chronologically enumerated, a multitude 
of others have, during the first quarter of the nineteenth 
century, sought to enlighten the world for at leasl^the 
remaining tlu*ee-fourths of that cycle, but in yain. Ad- 
TisERs hBLYB had the £EU;e they usually met with — ^in being 
neglected; — Torches have been used in lighting farthing 
candles; — Peripatetics have never fiurly got upon 
their legs; — Rainbows have been as fleeting if not so 
lovely as that the poet sings; — Censors have not been 
listened to; — Swingers have hurt nobody;— and 
Weekly Magazines have so hannonized with the 
sound of their title, that they never had a monthly 
existence. These we do not particularize, as they sel- 
dom passed their second number. 



SPECIMENS OF A SERIES OF NEW READINGS 
IN BAILEY AND JOHNSON No, X. 

Assurance, — The chief ingredient in procuring^ the success 
of men of mediocrity. Once the word which signified 
conviction resulting from reason : now the sign of im- 
pudence, and index of a quicker method of mental 
travelling — ^to an agreeable opinion of one's self. A 
method of providing for future wants frx>m [Hresent 
opportunities, whether by saving from pleasure or 
pmaging from creduUty. 

Bending, — The ** first position" in the inarch of promo- 
tion. 

Consignment. — A method of getting rid of goods men are 
tempted to prepare for a market where the chances are 
two to one that they will not seU, and twenty to one 
that they will never he paid for if they do. 

7>e»er^.— What fortune does to merit; — sddom what she 
gives, 

JSno^y.— The oxidation of the soul; but it is only the 
meaner minds and metals that can rust. 

JVic^tii^.^See Was Foote. 
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Gassws. — CAd women who attend in^^^s in petticoata, 
and all lyeings in breeches. 

Hair, — The foliagfe of the human tree. The dn^ery of a 
fine woman's nee, and that part of what is connected 
with their brains^ which youngsters most carefully 
cultivate. The only crop wnich many thick soils can 
produce, and one that nny thousand people in Great 
Britain live by cutting. 

Imagination, — That power which can create without 
substance, paint without colour, and kill without crime. 

Jury, — Twelve men; seven of whom must be of one 
opinion, and five of none. 

Kissing, — The lover's employment of Ups when words 
won't pass over them; — the poe^y or contact;— the 
dram-drinking of boyhood ; — and the way Highlanders 
ascertain whether their feiiiale acquaintances hiEive been 
tippling or not. 

XtW:— What any body feels to be true, but fears to have 
known. 

Moment, — A flap of the wing of time. The life of a ' 
thought. 

Nose. — The seat of one sense which souff-takers gratify 
at the expense of the other four — and common-sense 
besides. The tell-tale of couviviality, which will accom- 
pany one into his cups, and yet be the first to blush 
and blab al^out the matter. An aAnoying companion 
in Edinbuigh, and in the neighbourhood of Goosedubs- 
Street 

Origifiolty, — The only thing impossible of attainment by 
perseverance. The marie no one ever hits by aiming 
at it 

Pun, — The pi^er-currency representative of, but not 
always convertible into the bullion of wit 

Quibbling, — Treating words like caontehouc, or using it 
to them. See the above. 

Robbing. — Of all arts, that which admits of being done in 
the greatest variety of wa3rs. 

Scholar, — One who has been taught much and thought 
little. 

Tavern, — An independent territory, where a shilling 
makes you a sovereign. A place where dinners are 
more cheaply bought by coin, than elsewhere by com- 
plaisance. 

Unlike, — See half the portraits that are painted, and 
husbands and wives that live together. 

Violin, — An instrument which a man seldom arrives at 
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ection in playing^, till he is too deaf fit>m age to 
his own notes. 

Watch, — A machine which many v«ar with a golde^ 
ooTer, that they may hare something ahout them of the 
same hue as their bnien &ce. Some hwyers oany one 
to measure the time when their clients' daiims become 
ifaie ; and keep that q^ecimen of the predouS metals— as 
a proof that papery (even JboUcap^ can be oonyerted 
into gold. 

Yaunff.-^The only thing that the whole woiid agree in 
wishing to become apiin. The name of an eminent 
physician alive, and of a bad poet dead. 

Zest, — ^What we feel in^ finishing a pleasant task— 4ike 
that whidi this definition concnides. 



RESOLUTIONS 
Passed at a recent Meeting of The Dunce Club, held 
m the House of one of the Members^ as the Atmosphere 
of a Tavern might contain the utfection of Wit. 



Mr. Christophbb Sbooib in the Chair, 

SUFPORTKO Br 

Messrs. Andbew Paighie, Pbteb Stech, Gilbert 
Gabbtoash,. and Samuel Sourogks. 

ResOLYED, I. — That '< The Ant/* pablitbed in Glasgow, is 
of a dangerous and miscbteToas tendency: being lively, 
erratic, diverting, and inaccurate. 

II.— That, as many parts of " Tbe Maximist,** and the 
whole of ** The Phraseologist," in that pablication, are 
aimed at as and oar fraternity; and that we are^ therefore, 
boond to disooontenanoe the worliL, its editor, printer, pab- 
lishers, &c 

III.*- That the best means we can take to do thi*, is to nod, 
look gash, wink, hint, shake the head, whisper, allege that 
authors are dangerous, idle, irascible, and unfit for business 
— but only in the general, and positiTely without individual 
q»pUcation. 

IV. — That it would also be advisable to descant on certain 
errors of the press which it is possible to disooyer in it or 
any other work — to talk of Addison's purity, hint about 
Mr. Lennie's works, and insinuate that devemess is but 
flippancy, and ability only another name for impudence. 

V. — That, nevertheless, its editor be elected an honorary mem^ 
her of our Club, inasmuch as he has discontinued tbe work 
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ftt the time its eide was at the highest point, and yielded 
tetarns much greater than the oatlay. 

VI. — That the Ayr AdTertiser and Stirling Joamal he tak^ 
in for the ose of the Clnb, which cannot bear a Free Press, 
and has an aversion to modem Soots Times and Scotsmen ; 
hates Obsery^^ and dislikes the name of even Mercury and 
Coarier. 

VII. — That the worder of the previous resolution be fined a 
gallon of heavy wet, for the attempt at a pun that it contains. 

VIII.— That Mr. MoUeson be expelled for the levity of his 
life-preserver, and that every one who can produce an im- 
perfect copy of ** The Ant," ^ich he might have com- 
pleted in time, be admitted without a yote or the payment 
of the usual fees. 

IX.-^That the magistrates of Anderston be not admitted, for 
more than one of them is exceedingly dever, although they 
countenance pig-races. 

X.— 'That we have nothing more to say at present. 



THE HERON FAMILY. 

CONCLUSION OF THE CORRESPONDENCE. 

MR& HERON TO MR& — OF GLASGOW. 

Bonnybrae^ S^tember, 18S7. 
My De&e Mem, — I cannot tell you how happy I am this 
blessed day. The things for my puir lassie— now Mrs. 
Charles Heron— Arrived here safe and sound by Mr. Lyon's 
eoaoh, who had talcen partiklar care that the ben-boxes shonld 
not be crushed, and so no one flounce or feather was out of its 
place or confuffled. My own saisnet gown, however, was a 
wee thought over long in the skerts for me, for I am of the 
opinion yet that nobody who has trig ancles should countenance 
lang petticoat tails, any more than folks of discretion should 
not, in the way of their duty, disparage the impudent showing 
ti the calves. Mary looked butiful in her white muslin, al- 
though amafst as pale as itself, though I maun say't that 
shooldna say't. The liveries were lemun-kuloured kid for the 
gentlemen, and the best men wore a bunch of satin ribbon they 
call a boket at their breast button-hole. Charles ye ken had 
twa best men for variorum ; the one of them of his own 
christian name — very tall— -terribly dour in being a bachelor 
I doubt, for I tried to get at his opinion of our Jeanie, puir 
lassie—and desperate clever at every thing he tries. He 
walked out to Bonnybrae as fast as the coach on the wedding 
Moraing. Well, as Charles would not consent to be married 
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Wy any body buitlwfTCiiOoelOT tiuHhemort tdaJwiw, and 
m he had to ^ to Irdaiid to pnacb, and could not fix the 
czack day, it was not till the night before that we were eom- 
pletdy certain. I had every prqwratlon ready, however, and 
all things went off oncommon wdL Slary was cowardly till 
Jost the minate of going into the drawing-room, and then she 
got composed. Charles and his brither lookeS as brisk as ye 
like ; but I saw Charles fiOtered a wee thocht too— till braiklasU 
time, and then a slice or twa of my own cured ham restored 
him to himself. Mary did not eat almost anything. We had 
much sport all the morning, and the diTine was as jocose and 
witty, as Charles says h^ is ellqnent. My son-in-law was 
desperately bothered about me, though ; and I am sure tiiey 
mentioned his Ant, as they call me, in the new way, cutting 
off the y, twenty times. I did not take up their meaning, 
howcTcr, about " discontinuing** me; but I was obliged to 
more out and in to keep the senrants at their work, they glaikit 
so much. I will need your adrioe about a finbbing skule for 
Jeanie, and also concerning the winter habits of the lassie, as 
well as the pelisse for myself ; but as I am coming to Glasgow 
with the young folk, sifter they return from Stranraer, and 
Carlaverock, and Moffiit, and other places they are jaunting to, 
I need add no more at present, but am, my deare Mem, your 
obedient senrant to oommundi 

Chbistian Heron. 



WILLIAM HERON TO HIS CRONY. 

My Deaii Andrew,— Charles is buckled at last-r^irly 
off our list; and really, upon the whole, " as well as can be 
expected." She is a sweet and pretty girl that coz of mine 
which he has got; and I only wish such another may fall 
to my share when I am disposed to cast anchor in Port Hy- 
men. He fingers some of the ahinerg too> I am glad to say, for 
the old boy, after breakfast on the wedding morning, handed 
him over, " for his own, his wife's, and the heirs of their 
body,*' &c. &c., one " disposition,** which afforded evidence of 
the goodness of his, namdy, that of a pretty snug " pendicle 
of land,*' somewhere in our neighbourhood, upon the coast, 
which, lately seeing in the market, he slyly bought, for the 
purpose of making a bridal present of it. When the house 
upon it is finished, it will make a famous howff for we Satur- 
day evening visitors-provided always its master can find us 
fresh herrings to breakfast, and a leg of mutton to dinner, on 
jthe following Sabbath. It wss devilish handsome in the old 
one, wasn't it? I don*t know but if be would stumble upon 
another such bit of " heritable," I might think of Jeanie, the 
minx, myself, whom aunt has been laboriously throwing in the 



ORJEGIKAU SOI 

way of my coadjutor, bat unsaooesafally, I need not say to yon 
who know that siAgle he UriU be in life,. as already he is in 
heart. 

While the two tartles are away cooing at. Moffiit, and heaven 
knows where, Cousin Tom, G , and I are damaging the 
partridges and uncut com in the neighbourhood, as you will 
perceive by the 'box I send by the *' Independent," and the 
straw that packs it. 

I am glad to hear that Kean had such respectable houses 
with you. He is studying Virginius too, you tell me, and I 
tell you that Tell is a fitter part for him, and I am sure that 
is also its author's opinion. Apropos of the fine arts : Is Miss 
Pearson not to give the concert she half promised? I have pre- 
ferred to take Jeanie to it, if she will come to town. Mr. 
Bennet's beautiful verses on Lock Edk, which yon would per- 
ceive were copied into the Courier, are as much admired here, 
as I expected that they should be. 

But I had almost forgot the main purpose of sitting down to 
write you.— -Make what preparations you like for the dinner 
we B.*s are to give Charles, sans delay, for the whole covey 
will be home on Tuesday, in time to see Pasta — ^rather than 
miss whom, I verily believe Charles would have postponed 
his wedding, or, at least, will abridge his harvest honey-moon. 
I am astonished at Seymour's daring, in lieing the first Uieatri- 
cal manager out of London, saving the Dublin one, to risk 
the enormous sum she demands — and deserves. 

I suspect my worthy aunt will accompany us. How it will 
astonish ber to hear of Pasta having got ^3500 for her brief 
season in London, besides a clear benefit which yielded JC1500. 
By the bye, we played off a good joke upon her on the morn- 
ing of the marriage. She knows of no *< Aunt " that we have 
but herself, and, indeed, had she seen the '* Ant " before its 
conclusion, she would have been in a great passion at the 
Heron Correspondence being printed, although, now that it 
and the marriage are both over, there is no danger to be 
dreaded from ber ire. When joking Charles about laying aside 
one labour to assume another, she happened to hear its name, 
supposed that it was her own title, attd replied now and 
then accordingly. We humoured the mistake, and the equi- 
voque was capital — almost equal, indeed, to that in a late scene 
between a ci-devant queen's milliner, not a hundred miles from 
Gourock, and a perfect Josqihj not a million leagues from the 
« Clayholes ". of Glasgow. 

You need not countermand the boots from Cunningham, 
when I think on't. No one can make up leather better than 
George, and it is a pity to give one's custom, for mere novelty's 
sake, to interlopers unknown in the place,, even although they 
may ** take a drawing '* of the foot. Thank heaven, mine, 
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tiHMigb not dampj, fa not m long as thfa letter, nof the firieod'^ 
ship's duration, dear Andrevr, for thee of thy 

W. Uekon* 

MR. HERON, SEN. OF BONNYBRAE, TO J. K ESQ., HIS 
« MAN OF BUSINESS" IN GLASGOW. 

DsAK Sir, — Tour yoaog friend Mary is now a wedded 
wife, and even your old one and client, myself to wit— a happy 
man. I foand all the papers as aocarate and succinct as even 
yoar legal instruments usually are ; and the " Contract '* had 
as little nonsense about ** love and affection," and so forth, as 
any thing of the kind I have seen. I cannot guess at the pos- 
sibility of a flaw in the dfaposition of the cottage and five acre 
pendicle upon the Skelmorly grounds, westward of Wemyas 
Bay, with which I dare say I agreeably surprised the young 
folks on Tuesday; but when in town— for 1 see I must come 
with them for a day or two^ the gndewife willing it, and I, 
I confess, being more than half desirous of protecting the real 
parting with Mary— -we shall see all right and registered. 

In the meantime, I craTe you to present my respects to your 
good lady and all liiends, whose kind attention to the new 
housekeepers, in the way of notice, counsel, and example, I know 
I need not seek, for it will be Ireely giTen. Of Mary, my dear 
lassie, I will say nothing^-you know her — and she fa still my 
daugliter, though my nephew's wife. Charles is, I am snre^ 
of good principles and a warm heart— sometimes flighty— often 
proud almost disdainful, now and then ; but always with some- 
thing redeeming, even in his follies : and then, he truly loves 
hfa cousin,— and that, with her prudence to guide and guard 
him — and, above all, the blessing of a Grradous Power which I 
cease not to implore may follow my own, so willingly given,— 
will secure the happiness of both for many a year, during 
which I trust they will have the pleasure of your friendship, 
as well as the use of your learning when they need it, or even 
as I long have liad it.— I am, dear Sir, your old friend, 

Thomas He&on, Sen. 

MRS. HERON, JUN. TO HISS HELEN HUNTLY. 

MoflktWeUs. 
My Dear Helen. — Trust me, I am not changed in aught 
to thee, although I am now— -a wife. Yesterday morning I 
resigned my room and the title of Miss Heron to the impatient 
Jeanie, who is already most willing to reUnquish both — in favour 
of the brother of my Charles, or to another Charles who aeoonk> 
panies him, I really know not which, the creature is such an in- 
comprehensible flirt. I snatch a moment firom my toilet to write 
you this, so yoU must not expect me to describe my sensations 
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previoQs to and after the awful ceremooy, wMch seems to one 
so interesting at a great distance, so terrible at a short one, and 
something between both these at the time. I made an cdSort, 
and it was a successful one, at firmness, when the moment of 
trial came ; and Charles flatters me upon my 'havioor almost 
as much as if I were still his mistress, and not his devoted 
wife, and thy friend, even in name unaltered, 

Maby Heron. 

P. S. — I find I shall need those additions to my wardrobe, 
whose names I transcribe below — to be in waiting for me, with 
your dear self, on Tuesday night. We shall be in shortly 
after dinner, and meet our friends at nine. I trust every 
thing to you, according to the arrangements agreed upon ere 
you left Bonnybrae. The blancmange should certainly be 
made in Dods* way, in preference to the old style. Have the 
servants in attendance, like a good girL — M. H. 



CHARLES HERON TO HENRY WHITE. 

*Tis all over, Hal, my friend ! Tes : the bachelor is Bene- 
dict at last, and as decent and domestic as any man you wiU 
meet with on a summer day. Adieu all revels — if at past 
eleven ! Farewell ** the chimes at midnight ! " Barnaby 
Gleery, thy leg and thy limp— Angus, and thy wheefle — fare 
ye well ! No more shall I sit under the ** Vine "— loU on the 
« Sofa"— prattle on the *< Settee "-H)r frisk about in the Box- 
L«bby ! — Saveall may go weep— pGilbert Garner-up, shed thy 
economical tears— in vain— for ** The Ant " is dead — and 
Charles Heron married ! 

I trust, since you have come to Glasgow, that you will call 
on Miss Huntly, and tender your assistance in the arrange- 
ments. My friend, Whyte, who resembles Canning, at least 
in one sense — ^being a good ccHnnet-maker — has, I trust, every 
thing ready. I shaU need no wine for a twelvemonth ; *s 

kind gift superseded Mr. Sandeman's stock there ; and in every 
thing else, I think I am equally provided for a time. I must 
not expect presents of so many good things now as when the 
young fellow upon town, when all my matron friends strove who 
would keep me best supplied in jellies, and what not. Toung Mr. 
B. promised me a auperb bride-cake. Tou'll get a ** monstrous 
cantle on't " for all my Edinburgh friends, and, indeed^ must 
dispatch the Paisley and London parcels also. But I prattle 
of these matters— and Mary's bonnet wants tying on— so, once 
more, believe that I am thy friend, although the property of 
another, who will love thee almost as well as thy 

Chables HeaoNp 
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TETE-A-TETE WITH THE PUBLIC 

ON 

"THE SETTEE."— No. IL 

ScsNK — A Blue Parlour. 

Enter Mr. Satball, who advances to A Malk and Female 
Unit of The Public, recumbent upon an old-faahioned piece 
of furniture. 

•Female Unit.^Rising from the Setite,)— Mr. SaveiUl, you 
are moat wdcome-^in thiS) almost the first appearance in your own 
person before us / 

Male {7ntt.-»(^<fvanctiijjp.)— Sir, I am heartily glad to shake 
yon by the hand. 

Solomon, — {Gratfdp.) — Madam, I am overwhelmed with your 
coartesy.— ^, your welcome is perhaps not the less sincere that 
it borders so dose upon a good-bye, 

F, U. — How? — But be seated, Mr. Saveall. Are there any 
literary localities? 

S.-^O, no^e— -save that Mr. Bell, who so admirably illustrated 
R<^iB*s Ancient History by learned Notes, has concluded his re- 
vision of that author's work on the Arts and Sciences, and that 
there is in the press *' Ane Klichte through Fairie Lande :** Ro- 
mances, and Poems ; and ** The Last Words and Dying Testi- 
monies of the Scots Worthies, including all that is to be found in 
The Cloud of Witnesses and Naphtali," It is also the luck of 
the same puUisher to have got a second edition of Mr. Symiagton*8 
" Considerations qn Lots.'* 

F, 27.— So your friend Mr. Heron is married 

S. — And silent, MadaiB,^>two different, but naturally con- 
nected ways of bdng happy. 

M. U.—'So you think a silent is a happy state ? \ 

F. U. — So you think a married is a; happy state? ) 

&— Yes, Sir: No, Ma'am. 

M, U. — I j^idged that you were of that opinion, from your 
being so taciturn in " The. Ant "-^-never, indeed, coming forward 
in your 4)wn person but in some brief and biting note. It was a 
while before .your buyers even knew of your existence or your 
name. All your predecessors, from the Tatler to Blackwood's 
Magaxine, have held constant personal communion with their 
readers; Imt you, forsooth, only appear, like Osrick in Hanjlet, 
at the close of the play. 

, JP*. U, — And, Sir, if you do think with your friend Apelles, 
that '* single blessedness" is — not double miiQry» pray, why have 
yon married Mr Heron ? 

S,--{Abstractedlj/,)— I, M&*am? 
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. .F, {/.--tYes! for he consulted you in every thing, and a word 
or a wink might have prevented it. 

S. — (SmUinfff while he hesiiatei,)'^ And — »o— it — mights- 
Madam ; at least, a dash of my pen could have done so, since it 
created not only him, but all the members of his fiunily and friends 
of his circle. 

M. Sf F. CT.-^ What's that you say ? Do you mean to insinui- 
ate that there's no such family as the Heron one in existence ? 

A—Yes, Madam, except in the Original Volume of " The Ant." 

M, tr.— The devil there isn't! > 

F, U. — Preserve us a* ! — J 

And are you Charles and Mrs. Heron, and her daughter also ? 

S. — And son and correspondent. 

.M, U, — {Aside.) — What shall I say to those young kdies to 
whom I pretended that I was one of the party ! 

F. U.^-^{Aside.) — Old wretch! — What excuse can I make to 
Miss CrawfUcrouse for telling her that Charles had a six months' 
flirtation with me ! 

Jf. U, — Then perhaps you have come often enough before the 
readers of your work, after all, although you seemed to dislike the 
old-fashioned method of keeping up a constant dialogue with them. 

S. — Your "perhaps" is not hx from the truth, Sir; for I 
found, soon after I opened *' The Ant "-hillock, that I would 
have to come forward so often, for lack of better company to intro- 
duce to my guests, that unless I played Proteus, and became a moit 
5esu2e myself ^ I would very soon weary them. 
. F, U. — Am I to understand, then, that your weazened face is 
that of the debonnair '< Back-Shop Lounger," and the sentimental 
•• Jasper," as well as of old " Archy M* Crony " and the wandering 
"Hermit of the West?" 

S.-~I fear you must come to some such conclusion, Madam* 
The fact is, (ivith important dignity,) I am the Alphabet ! and 
indeed, my friends, I have, for a twelvemonth, had as many names 
and signatures which may be tacked by an a/t9« to my own, aa 
any hero of the Newgate Kalendar. 

F. U, — Then you are " Ivan," " Bide-a-Wee," and every 
body else who is mentioned in your Correspondents' Notices? 

8.—0 no. Ma'am! not « L. M*L." nor the '* Rose Doctor 
in Stirling- Street," nor yet the fair correspondent whose '* Lines 
I could not insert ! " 

F. IT.— And why could you not ? ? 

M, U. — Would not, I suspect ? J 

S. — {Seating himself, hut very erectly.) — The truth is, nine- 
tenths of the communications sent to me were trash ; and any part 
of the other tythe that was not worse than what I had previously 
inserted, came after I had been obliged to go on so £Eir with the 
Mathews- plan of being my own Dramatis Personce, that I thought 
it a pity to stop the " monypologue " in the middle,, and begin 
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an eTery-day-iniiuiger'f joint itock piece. To speak apart firom 
metaphor, when I fonnd I had, almoat without knowing it, heoome 
the iole author of one-ha]f of the contemplated volume, I jndged 
it as well to be able to say— which now I can — " 'Twas J that 
did' it ! ** feeling a pride like that of Bailie Jarrie, when made 
*' sole agent," in being able to make the boast, trifling as it is, 
that I am « aofe author" of the work! 

M. U, — Then all the articles, short or long, are firom your pen ? 

iSi.~-£very line-— good or bad— from the title to the colophon ! 

F. U.~^Ande,) — What ia to become of my assertion, that 
each and snch articles were mine ! 

8, — O, spare your regrets, and say that your pieces are in the 
Selections, to which two or three admirable and nnpnblisbed articles 
were contributed by friends — ^while others were withheld. There 
tfiey find more fitting companionship than my hasty snat c he s at 
composition could furnish. 

M. 27.— No wonder, then, that you are wearied of your task ! 

F. U, — Is that your reason for ending the work? 

S, — {TcMng annjf^ and looking tnnjf*)^! am not tired of 
the tsak. Sir ; nor do the public seem to be so, which is better still. 
Kor is that, Madam» my reason for stopping the work. On die 
contrary, its circulation, which baa never been beneath six, and 
has often ran to eight hundred copies per number-^thong^ 
shabbily enough, one copy wis frequency made to serve two iamiliei^ 
and twelve leaders, and eagerly borrowed by those that should 
have bought it— averages more for the concluding three numbers 
than any other of the six-and-twenty ; while all that considerable 
aale which arises from admitted autiiors and their friends buying 
the book for their own portions of it, could form no part of oars, 
and only twenty copies were sent out ''on sight," at the suggestion 
of one who knew such had been done with *' Attic Stories," && 
The exertions of either of our publishers, if publishers we can be 
said to have other than the printer, until grown vahaninout, were 
cramped up by a delicacy that will easily be guessed at. 

M. Z7» — Once more, then — Why stop? 

S, — From this : Arrangements were originally made with the 
printer, that the work should finish in one-and-twenty i^umbeis, 
and before this month of October; and it is to his kindness in 
extending the period of the contract that the insect ia indebted for 
its protracted existence, as well aa for the exceeding neatness of its 
appearance, and general accuracy, which will render that odious 
thing, a table of errata, almost needless; while nothing could 
surpass his unwearied diligence in superintending its details. 

F. 27.— Then you have proved the truth of one of your maxims ; 
must have realized a handsome sum ; and, if so, why refuse to oon* 
tinue what is profitable? 

5'.— •Something certainly does stand upon the right side of ott 
balance-sheet, and in that we have not resembled any local editoit 
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who have preoeded us ; ibr they enlf ceased their laboan becuue 
the public diaoontiniied their patronage. But, Madam, there £i 
such a thing as waywardness, as well as curiosity, yoa know ; and 
as I fed that at the present moment, I almost fbar that the public 
at Urge may experience symptoms of it the next. The &ct is, 
there is nothing you {addressing hoA) get so angry at as the un- 
interrupted success of wiiat it was prophesied would never succeed 
at all-^which is usually alleged of every Glasgow production. 

M, U>-^{WUk a ditfundwe otr.)— But you hiave disappointed 
these cuckoo croakers, in printing two volumes, one of them wholly 
Original and containing as much matter as three fiishionable octavos. 

&— And myself, — ^for, truly, I had small hoge of success, except 
in the extreme humility of my first pretensions. 

jP. CT.— Which were of course affeeted. 

iS^.— So fiu* from that. Ma'am, that I never supposed that the 
Original matter would accumulate to the bulk of a vdumey or 
be preserved to make one, if it did ; and so, for die first few num- 
bers, gave little 'but old articles lying by me, (for I am a Mussul- 
man in pseserving scraps of paper— a real saveoUf) and so weakly 
in their constitutions as to be unfit for a loftier vehicle. After 
seeiag the success of my plan, I own I took more pains, but must 
stall confess that ** The Ant ** is made up chiefly of two dassas of 
productions — ei^Mr those I did not think had stamina enough to 
bear being sent out of my way by any oHier conveyance, or those 
that were so local and temporary, as not to be able to stand trans- 
planting, or distant carriage. 

M. ^.»( With great sagacity.) — We always certainly observed 
a great difference in merit betwixt the Sdected and the Original 
natter. 

iS'.-.Tou might. It was a good retort that of the mediocre 
opera singer, who, when hissed, said, ** You cannot expect a two 
thousand crown voice for a salary of five-and-twenty." But was 
it quite fidr to compare the best passages of the best writers^ 
with the rough and round of one of " the humblest of the throng ?" 

J*. 27.— ( fPt^ ihe air of sweet seventeen,) — Oh ! never imnd 
that. Your plan gave an obvious cue to the old women of both 
sexes— which they, of course, took up. But have yon kept all 
your promises ? I must, in virtue of my sex, examine you on that 



S. — I made only a reference in No. I. to what was contempktedy 
Madam, but gave no pledges. 

F. Z7.— Oyou ! 7 

M. IT.— A pretty excuse ! J 

S. — Yet every one of these expectations that I excited, I have 
satisfied. 

F, Z7.— Where are the Gossip's Reminiscences? 

M, rr.— Where the Letters to the Literati ? 

F. rr.— Where the Life of Gddie? 
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&— Here, in his Baptismal Certificate,— 

" John Goldie, son of John Goldie, ShipouMter, Ayr, and Helen Camp- 
ben, his spouse, was born on the SSd December, 1789." 

for, alas ! with all my exertions, nothing else regarding the noise- 
less tenor of the life of poor Goldie can I procure : the particulars 
of his sudden death were in the journals at the time it took place ; 
and, but that he was a father, a friend, and a poet, writing almost 
no verses, however, after the publication of his volume — there is 
little I find in his blameless existence to call for expatiation. And 
ia not M'Crony, a gossip of the last century, to your mind ? And 
where are there any literati in Glasgow save those in the Dilletanti 
Society ? And, in first suggestions for the Employment of Females^ 
and for establishing Infimt Schools, are not the I'lans of Benevo> 
lence indicated ? 

F, £7.— >I confess all these are. incidentally, if not formally, 
taken up. 

&— (/nstnica^tn^/y, to the lady,) — There will be no action for 
*' breach of promise,** then, I presume? 

F. U. — Not unless it be at the bar of your lady Correspondents, 
whom you enticed to write with " Precipitance,'* it may be, and 
yet refiised their favours. 

iS*.— In verse only, Ma*am. But for all these we are gratefulji 
as well as {to both) for your pence and patronage, gentle Public 
But *we leave you to a nobler candidate for both ; for whom, even 
although it hurt us, we pray continuation of triumphant, although 
not exclusive, success— >" The Library of Knowledge.*' More par> 
ticularly it ia incumbent to acknowledge the fostering countenance 
which the giants of the public press have lent their pigmy brother 
during his brief career— in London — in Edinbuigh— in Glasgow— 
and in the provinces. It may be believed that we are not the less 
grateful that such kindness luis so often come from strangers, even 
although it has been coldly, or i^herwise, kept back, where alone it 
might have been expected, or where it could be regarded as singular 
if withheld. But I hear the devil calling for the last time for 
** copy,** — Adieu, Ma*am: Farewell, Sir: Goodbye, Messieurs 
Public 

[Exit SavedR, dosing the door, (volume?) and dropping 
these lines as he disappears."] 



THE BENISON; 

OB, 

There ! it is finished : my light task is o*er,— 

The Ant *s concluded,— Glasgow *8 as before ; 

Unperiodicalled again it sleeps. 

Nor one blue stocking o'er its dozing weeps ! 

Again its eighth-part of a million souls 

In quiet sip ftom tankaxds, }ugs, and bowls s*- 



ORIGINAL. 309 



§uaff at I%e Shakspeare^pint» of heavy wet; 
iWat The 5ort— if not its gloss— lt« jet; ' 
At Hagart*8 stuff, till host, and stomach too, 
The width of passage for such cargo rue ; 
At Wilson's cheapen down roast ribs and wine. 
Till thirty-three for twelve pounds twelve can dine ; 
Skulk in to Kean at half-price, while they spill 
The other shilling in a shabby gill ; 
Snatch, while they seek some book they do not want, 
A stealthy glance at a six weeks* old " Ant,** 
And j^lfer nrom its gossip some small talk,— 
But yet its salesman of the threepence baulk : 
All tnis may now without a fear be done— 
The Western Hermit sleeps— in Volume One; 
And Charles Heron— married— cannot quiz 
The self-same Dullness he himself now is ! 
Te« ! once again to Clutha's thousand homes. 
From Graeme-Street east, to Garden's western domes. 
If even the shadow of mere Letters creep. 
And aeA on parlour racks an unthumbed sleep ; 
If the light Essay— men and modes the theme,— 
The lighter Sketch, or Allegoric dream,— 
The kind abridgment, in a brief Review, 
Seek now to penetrate the street-door through, 
It arm in arm with politics must stride. 
Or between Births and Bankrupts gently glide ; 
And literature, felt to be a l)ore, 
Clke pills for children— must be tinselled o*er. 
The hundred beauties 'neath one Blackwood's brown. 
Would fail to draw from Twist his half^ucrown ; 
And Jeffrey's self In vain imbues his page 
With wit and wisdom, if some party rage 
Did not incite the sluggard soul to dip 
Into an ** article,*' and take a sip 
Of sour, and sweet, and strong, and watery there. 
As when— the punch before it— *• in the chair.** 
For now amusement, let alone aught more. 
Must in a Newspaper be skimmed half o'er,— 
' Whilst, two in hand and two beneath the seat. 
The lucky loungers waiting idlers cheat. 
And in the News- Room— as each place beside— 
Show that mere selfishness is all their guide, 
Squeezing the Herald into a Free Press- 
Detaining Couriers— making Times look less ! 
And spending hours in waiting for a peep 
At what to them, if twice the price, were cheap ; 
But which, content with reading long if once. 
They'll give their time to, but withhold their pence ! 
—No more will ^— vent his senseless spleen. 
O'er Gourock punch, at what he had not seen ; 
Nor his compeer select " The Room," choke-full. 
To, ex eaihedrOt say that Heron 's dull ;— 
No morbwill Grumblegrunt or Chaff have sense 
To lift an *• Ant "—and not lay down the pence, 
- ¥et snatch a gUmpse, and then look wondrous wise« 
In cri/<ci»/fig— what yon weaver bups. 
Who weekly pays It with a half day's toil— 
A nobler tribute thatn a patron's smile. 
Better than even if *twere in chance's sphere. 
To win the word of envious compeer,-** 
The praise of ^— , or, more hard to get. 
Curia's subscription, or Alcander's debt !— 
For lo ! in sables, Saveall lays in dust, 
With the dead insect, all his pubUc trust; 
And names that else to types would never creq). 
Save among Deaths or Bankrupts, now may sleep 
In the Direct'ry, since to him again 
None ik»y condemn of what they yet were vain— 
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Th* slhttiTe note, tlie periftrepbic Sketch 
UnrolUDf showed, for which they'd eager watcfa,«- 
Slnce^ Mve where unpudaice or worse was shown. 
Bach Uked'sach mention, though but few would own. 
Or, as the weU4>red mUitaireSotie', 
Good humoured smile, and smoke our stfng tanf. 
Now. Alexander, filth for fUn may pass,— 
His face seem clean by reason of its mraat— 
And at the head (^ all his greasy troop, 
DriTO taste from its old haunts with one fell swoop } 
"While in what once its temple was, e*en trulls 
Jjeun to look lewder on their boyish guUs,— 
And sweeps and Imtchers* boys roar out encore. 
While its great hero sings or dies once more. 
Now Dorsey's wit and wants, for both, alas! 
He has, though both he hides braeath a glass. 
Through which what once was bright, is darkly aeen-^ 
As if it mirrored his own dusky mien,— 
Like the steel Imttons of his Belcour coat. 
Save when his ale is swigged, mav be forgot ;« 
Now when a HendersonVin playful hour. 
Faints my boy Bacchante with master's power. 
And mres the mother's mien and fothors fooe 
A dash (tf classic and ideal grace ; 
When Brown or Warren's pencil, or the two, * 
Whose names, unrvthmical, preclude their due, 
Tranqwrt— as Davie does— my wintrv dreams 
To summer haunts, by lochs, and hills, and streams ;•« 
When Foote to classic lands wends forth his way. 
That yet more grace he may impart to day; 
When Hanrc^ comes— the embryo Wilkie-^iete^ 
Or Bdl describes each spot to hisfry dear ;— 
Nay, even when — « a Graham's first lecture buys. 
And justly vaunts the re-discovered prike. 
'* tthei 



—All circumstances these without the range 
Of party Journals, or the chat of 'Change 
But in the cirdeu wide howe'er of fHends, 
Will now be oral echoed ; he who sends 



Of partjr Journals, or the chiU of Thange j 

nooK. 
The public chit-chat of the home he loves. 



But in the cirdeu wide howe'er of fHend 
The oral echoed; he who sends 
To some tu fHend— i>erchance 'mons palm-tree grove*— 



Must now increase his sheet to foolscw siai^— 
Heron no more in print the want supplies ; 
And, ten years hence, ahould some one seek to know 
What Glasgow's tattle was " nine years ago," 
To maiden ladies— reminiscent pestin- 
Listen he must, since he cant read our jests^ 
—Now— but twere idle one word more to say. 
Of what may henceforth noteless strut its dav. 
Perchance too trifling for the Broad Sheet's ken. 
Yet not l)eneath the man who studies Men. 
—What we have done— {Mreceding pages show ; 
What might be done— it little recks to know ; 
Still vainer twere— what wItfAff done to ten. . 
Our task is finished !—HaU, and Cure ye wdl ! 
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Tean wer« a debt-suid tbey bave dropped i 

Another yet U mine, 
To give him ehance for what he hoped 
Ifight Uftht his life's dediae. 
And now that ne is but a Name, 
Speak that aloud to echoing Fame. 
» ReveiteiatB my lowly note 

It may not, but be mute;-^ 
Yet itin, to me, wiU Music float. 
At least in partial Mendsbip*s thought, 
Around bis reiic-iute. 

The thu^ itself is not more hackneyed than the observa- 
tion, that Introductions, such as this one must of necessity 
be, are stale, flat, and unprofifeable. Evtry expedient oif 
ingenuity has apparently been exhausted, in enoeayonring 
to convince the reader of the pages to which these stimu- 
lants seek to invite his attention, that he is indebted for 
the pleasure they are so well fitted to conununicate, to 
some extraordinary incident occurring, or some unlooked 
for discovery, being made,— whether in examining a store 
closet— a bodcseller's stock garret— a blurred proof sheet 
— a chandler's waste drawer, or die wadding provided for 
a ftnrfingpieoe.* like a symphony in music, narrations of 
such instances of good fortune, or out of the way adven- 
tures, are meant to bring the mind of the person to be 
experimented upon, into a fitting frame and tone for the 
full enjoyment of the strains that follow;— and yet the 
experiment as often fiiils as succeeds, in producing the de- 
aired result. This, indeed, so fi^equentiy happens, as to 
hold out a very obvious warning to the unskilful or untut- 
ored, against attempting a course, in the prosecution of 
which, not even the tact acquired firom previous experi- 
ence has been fouml materially to avail, — especially when 
the necessity is not almost thrust upon them, by the nature 
of the subsequent contents, or the preceding title page of 
the vi>lnme, of which the^ may form a portioi^ The 
operation of both these orcumstances, it will afterwards 
be sufficiently obvious, (ihroughout the following passages, 
rather than the desire of exciting fisdings vriiich these may 
not be found adequate to sustain ; or dE weaving a web of 
unnecessary fiction to enwrap what may perhaps be thought 

* As in the Prefaces to ** the Man of Feeling," " Hamilton's Hindoo 
Rajah,'* ftc. &c , 
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unworthy of any enTdope, has been the occasion of these 
deprecatory remarks, and of the foUovdng simple narratiye. 
On the 2l8t of April 1823 died my fiiend Fercy Yoike. 
His station was as lowly as his name was sounding. But 
whether this was his real cognomen or not, was never 
curiously inquired into, althou^ the bdief was general, if 
seldom expressed, that thooe words were but a muacal 
comUnadon of syllables, whidi served to his firiends and 
himself all the principal poiposes for which titles are given, 
while they sounded more like the echo of those day cbream 
notes which often floated round him, than the names and 
surnames of real life. He had two states of existence, 
while he lived, though both were brief; and, measured 
thus, his &te was not untimely, though his years were few. 
The necessities of an infimcy of poverty, and a youth of 
toil, made him alive to all the impulses wMdi prompt to 
bodily exertion and sustained labour ; but the constitution 
of his mind, and the fibre of lus heart, so to ipeak, made 
him, whenever a breathing time occurred in the oontinui^ 
of thes^ bound beyond Uie trasmiels, to which, if regret- 
fidly, he never sullenly returned, — his hour of disport past. 
Letters were his solace, but the fiowcn which he plucked 
while hovering on the outskirts of the endoeures of learn- 
ing, were not to him the less lovely that they grew wMd, 
and were snatched from luxuriance, rather tmn culled 
from plenty. While yet a child-^ friendless and deserted 
one — ^Ihe Jightheartedness and gaiety of in&ncy were ban- 
ished from his breast, by the presence of premature cares, 
and precocious anxieties; and at seven years of age^ be 
b^gan to contribute, with the labour of his hands, to the 
supply of his wants, by that series of varied, but unremit- 
ting occupations, winch fr>r fourteen years, and until he 
rcMhed tne age of manhood, left him without either the 
ease and rdaxation, or the temptaticms of a day of idle- 
ness. Hb earliest employments being sedentary were — 
^as might have been expected, disagreeable to a s^nrited 
child ; but, fit>m his extreme youth, they were also efen- 
inate, whidi, even more than the confinement to ^^ch 
he was ^biected, he used to observe, was galling to the boy, 
though peraape eventually for his advantajge, since, in di&- 
gently implying himself to these, he was necessarily k^ 
constantly under the eye of a virtuous, and even inteUi- 
gient motha*, whose admonitions and exicaspLe mxpj^ed the 
place of more systematic instruction in monds; and whose 
native taste and predilection for reading, perhi^ called 
into operation at an earlier age than they might otherwise 
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liave shomm dianaelves, those dbpositioiu which find 
their hi^jmiess and pleasure in the quiet and sedusion of 
bookuh retirement^ rather than in the bustle of society, or 
the din of social converse. So soon, however^ as his stature, 
which was of the average growth, authorized him to apply 
£or out of door employment, he sought for manlier occu- 
pation. After vicissitudes, all of them unprofitable and 
harassing, he esci^>ed being a pettifogging attorney's clerk 
---a grain broker's errand boy — a broken down account- 
ant's register of duns— «nd a dauber of colours upon 
prints — to be for hb brief term of existence, connected 
with literature much in the same degree that a market 
gvdener's assistant nun^ be regarded as a student of bot- 
«iy : in other words, he was— not indentured — ^for that 
he never could siidmnt to— ^t employed in a respectable 
bookseller's shop— to travel through tJl the drudgery of a 
younger apprentice boy, relieved now and then by a peep 
of sonde new volume of Travels, or a snatch at the rorbidden 
and uncut pages of a popular novel or poem-*^ an open- 
ing should occur in the superior departments of die busi- 
ness. Thus seven years passed over, in which the labour 
of fourteen hours a day left him no leisure {or the acouire- 
ment of those branches of knowledge for which his heart 
yearned within hhn. Bnglish reading he had been taught 
by his mother, and writing and arithiinetic were the only 
accomphshmtots he ever acquired from the instructions 
of a master. The study of these, firom their being of con- 
stant tttiH^ to his emplc^ers, he was for a time permitted 
to fnx^secttte for one h6ur a day. 

But I will not enter fiirther mto deta^ which, even in 
the hands of a Mend, may become wearisome if full— and 
would be but unsads&ctory if meagre. The story of his 
eariy life was ftdly written, I have eveiv reason to be- 
lieve, by himself, with all the force, if with the pre- 
judice and partiality which are insqiarable fiom auto- 
biogn^hy. In the passages of that MS. which, I have 
been permitted to p^use, thou^ tbejr abounded in naivete 
and were sufficiently^ minute in iJieir particulars, there 
was an^ of passionate enthusiasm, and a strain of 
romantic sentiment and studied intensity of style, which 
would at least distinguish it fix>m the mass of simple and, 
(as their autiiors would have us to believ^ unvarnished 
narratives whidi we possess of the lives of men written 
by their own hands. I fear however that it has suffered 
the fii^ of many of his productions, and in a moment of 
irritation or disappointmentyhas been thrust into the fire— a 
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which he cftco fint and most k«enlj r^petted, 
as k evinced by many of his MS. fiagments beanog evi- 
dent proofii of their hanqg been snatched '* Mke brands 
fiom the bvrniqg." 

At seventeen with his little salary doidJed — the grade 
of his occupation elevated, the down of puberty upon his 
cheeky and the lengthened skirts of manhood upon Jus 
Goat» he striped as it were into another sphere of ex- 
tstence* and bwm to gather round him a drele of pleasant 
afqnaiiitanceshq>, as well as an accumulation of heavier 
cares and unavoidable expenses. 

The progress of a Ibndness for reading from the raveD-> 
ousiqppetiteof theboy»left tobisownunguided curiosity 
rather than clMWce» and to whom Plutarch and Bobinaon 
Crusoe, Tom Jones and the Pilgrim's Progfess* Don 
Quixote and Hennas Dialogues are equally acceptable, 
to the formation of sdect tastes or decided predilec> 
tionsy has too often been ably traced for me here to at* 
tempt its exhibition; — as has also the further growth of 
the same dumositionsy which may show themselves either 
as impuUef^ m at once prompting boldly to follow die bent 
of favourite moddsy <Mr as imUaium, in timidly stepping, at 
first fed)ly, tnit by degrees more firmly, aloi^ we same 
paths, in attempts at orimnai composition. 8i&oe.it here 
to nyy that in my friend's case, the progresaon was in the 
first instance such as usually occurs ; but the ifwuiiian 
from the reader to the writer was, if the partiality of friendp 
ship mislead not my judgment and obscure my mcDMwy, 
ratner that of impulse than imitation, though periums, as 
is often the case, I take it, both want Jiand in hand; or 
rather the one supplied the moving power, and the influ- 
ence of the other guided its dire^n. He was without 
anv of that lower species of the scribbleomania yir}dch de- 
lights in nothing so much as dabbling the stump of a pen 
in ink, and then tracing with it innumerable lines upon in- 
nocent paper— nay, he had even an animal repugnance and 
aversion to the mechanical process of imbodyiog thought 
in written language. This often prevented hixn from noting 
down his ideas though digested in his mind, or even 
moulded into rcsular shape by mental compositkm, and 
thus they were lost for ever; and made him absolutely 
refose ever making a second copy of a piece; or if giving 
the MS. to a friend, or in sending it to a periodical, }Mre- 
serving a duplicate. Yet he was a voluminous scribbler, by 
thtLt merely mesning, that even compared .with the written 
quires of more laborious authors— his '* Sybbiline Leaves" 
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*»-8caltered as they ar»— if eweftdly coUected would out- 
weigh, the wiitiiigs of many more careful '* husbandmen of 
nmm," and •experienced veterans in author^^. 

At the penod of life wluda I have named as an in^Kirt- 
ant era in ms edstence* I aoddenlally became acquamted 
with Mm^ in the coarse of his exertions for the formation 
of a literary assodotiim aMng at the mutaal inmrovement 
of its members in compontion and reasoning, of which he 
was the fimnder and iittte k^gislator* Sedking to enlist 
the most powerful ineenthes to exertion, in the work of 
rousing the, in as fiar as regards mental exolaon, hitherto 
inert and sltugisb mass m a crowded commercsal ci^s 
youth, he qoamtly named the association The Emulative 
Sooie^ ; and, animated by the spirit of diis sounding title, 
for three years did he stn^le to kindle a corresponding 
zeal on the part of the other members— but as regards 
the minority of them, without much success, though 
even the most indiffisrent confess, not withoiit some 
profit to themselves; It was for being read aloud at their 
weekly meetii^ that many of his earlier pieces were 
penned, and much of the little leisure winch he had was 
wasted in expatialing upon local and temporary topics 
connected with the mterests and feelii^ of the members. 
This labour— thankless as it often was — ^which, after in- 
cessant ^^fiotion to his businesi^ throagh the long day of 
a shc^duBeper, he r^iilarly encountered, keeping ** weary 
vi^ tlurcr night's watches," tho' often remonstrated 
agunst he persevered in, dU ys health was 4naterially in- 
jured* Had. this industiy been systematically directed 
and properly regulated, the sufferings which it occasioned 
would Imve escSed less reg^ but much of it was wasted 
oil fleeting topics of the hour—wearisome details of the 
important trimng.of the proceec&ags of an unruly demo- 
craqr of yoodiiul, and some of them I fear envious com- 
peers;-— imd more on ihe desultory and unimproving 
vagueness of pursuit which the ** fetal fedHty" oi flowing 
composition, engendered by these very avocations, super- 
induced iqpon that craving for varied excitement, which 
natum&y results flrom a monotonous enq;>lo}inent occupy- 
ing, witaoot rousing the attentions of an active mind dur- 
ing a lar|^ portion of everjr day. Hence the failing of my 
young flnoid— in. priding mmself upon a versatUitv, which 
I admit was sometimes striking, as indicative of a large 
mass of unappropriated power, waiting only for direction 
to achieve better. things than merel:^ exhibiting its pre- 
sence; and hence tiie ^tieme diversity of his style, sub- 
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jects and purnuts in compowtkm and namier. From tbe 
modey amimnlarion of bia papera, the leaok of theae 
habits, and rendered atill mofe divieiaified-^iit for general 
uae unprofitable, becauae lenporaiy and boal, by a long 
cheriahed wiah that he taoffat be able to originate and 
cany on succeasfiiUy a reqieotable periodical wotk m faJs 
native town, have the foUownig ptodndibna of poor YodDe 
been taken by the humble indt?idnal to whwn they were 
consigned by him as the ha^ACt of a fond and ndtfafol 
firiendbhip. Whether or not the aatectkm haa been judi- 
ciously made, it, of oourae, beoomea not the writer to aay, 
nor yet can mere casual seadera be perfaapa able to decide; 
since it is unlikely that the amount of finrour witk wfaidi 
the public may receive these pages will be such ns to make 
it worth while to re-peruae the remaining papers, and re- 
consider, not merely their literary dalms, but the chances 
they may have of being equaH^ or better suited to' the 
gsaaraX palate, than those now given. Mai^ of the cimn- 
positions of the deceased whi^ evince moat talent, and 
which were written more tmly con wmote than othera, 
would for reasona already hinted at, ill accord with the 
perfectly general nature of the contents required in ^ral- 
umesy of ^ descripfkn these ae^ to be. Some of diem 
are playfully satirical; and others, it mnat be confessed^- 
but It appears to me only when occarioned by <q^«essSen 
or contumely, or sli]^— are hitterly paamonate, and 
breathe fiorth lofty invective and a proud apirit of levei^ 
Many of them are on the local and general pciidcs of &e 
phice wh^e, and time when written; and are of oourse 
unsuitable for publication hefc^ as ja jdl that large poitioR 
excluaivelv adf^ted to a projected provinciel BlBgaane, 
which, I have said, was long with my 6aiaad%hanmU 
.subject of contemplation, as being likely to a!Sai4- him a 
standiog place from which he couhi propel his shafts, or a 
territory whence he could make lacunnanB upon Ftiblic 
Opinion, and either imprint upon a portion of tlut the 
stamp of his own thoughtSy or to whiai return laden with 
the nches of its experience. The idea was a ymofOBory 
one. Unless as a newsp^er, no periodkal work haa the 
least chance of obtaining any diing like an eiBbensm dr- 
culation or influfintial authority, except it be issued in the 
capital of a oountry, or resort of riie great nuiss of those 
whose literaiy talents sed^ for employment or congemal 
society, where the univendties and seats of xoyalty, ari»> 
tocracy, law, and science are established. Acconiin^ v al- 
though our author wrote habitnally for every work of the 
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kmd irliich Bpjpeeared in his neighbourhood, and occasion- 
a^y for many of brea the metnopolitan Journals of Eng- 
Und and* Soodand^-^and eren edited, for others, successive 
nambers of difierent periodicals, he nerer seriously set 
alxmt atteniptiiic what his good sense and experience must 
have conYineed^Hoi, hofwever desirable, waff impossible of 
eaceciition. But besides diese, almost innumerous peces, 
finom ihej^'iP etprit of a few lines, to the lab(»4ous essay 
or copknia review^ Percy Yoifee had repeatedly t^peared 
as an ai^or in a stibstiBtti^e shape, and if never with ex- 
tensiye popvdarilj (whidi indeed he Med to take the 
ivwial huiaes9 means of obtaming, his publications heaig 
all lo^ and iuiad¥erti8ed)-*-at least with considerable 
sucoeBs, in as far as the, periiaps, partial, yet often depre- 
oafeoiy convensational aUusbna to them on the part of real 
firiends or concealed enemiesj and the faivourable opinion 
of sueh renews as happened ever to see or hear of them, 
are to be taken as a measure; and as regarded one— a 
Yohimeofyerses^-the generous notice and fatherly ad- 
vieeof the, by acdamatiofn, justly termed, " greatest writer 
of the age^"— expressed in a manner too, the most touch- 
iSig and noble^ and with a frankness of praise which led 
** him that's swa" to regard it ever after as his *' diploma 
of admission as a candidate for a seat on one of th6 fourth 
forma cf Parnassus." One of- his juvenile dramatic at- 
tempts was successfiiUy performed in several theatres, and, 
with the addition of some choruses and songs, brought 
forward by another at a London house, and is now popiSar 
in the provinces; and a second, written for a party of 
amatenrsy was received with i^lause when again per- 
formed bf the lawfol children of Thespis. None of these 
published pieces, it is proper to r&auk^ are here re- 
printed, with the exception of one or two short ones in 
verse, which appeared m a mutilated or inaccurate shape 
in some provmdal newspapers. Should, however, the 
following work meet with public approbation, its Editor 
may perhaps think himself justified in deeming its success 
a sort of call upon him to make such a use of that remain- 
ing portion of his Legacy, which comprises his friend's 
pnnted as well as MS. pieces, as may seem best calculated 
further to attain for him that kindly remembrance by a let- 
tered few, which formed his most pleasing idea of fame, by 
publishing these as a concluding volume ; the greater part 
of them being what is techniadly termed out of print. 
Unless indeed the drcumstances glanced at in the follow- 
ing extmct of a letter from him, written in answer to 
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a suggertkn of nune llmtlie aiuNild coUcfitHdl fiigkire 
papers, be not found to oAr considerable ^flBciiities to 
the jj^tfi : — '^ I trill not make any one my * confidante' so 
fiir as to show to him mil I hare imtbm, even could 1^ 
element of Bn render bade what hatfa been given to its 
tender merci es records of emotions •«- transcripts of 
thoudit9-*dev0iirine and destnictive as itsdf I I ctmnoi 
mysdf find or recoUeet, all I have prmted. Of the fiigU 
dye pieces which I have given to tlie press I should be 
glad to fofget 9ome, in which s ent i iannU are expressed I 
have seen good reason to alter; several in which die wan- 
tonness of a desire of eifMrimentiiig on my capdbilitieB, 
my power of diagnising my sQde, or a wish to i^ipess m 
paflesy to which only certain Met» oCopnmons had access-*- 
led me to espouse dogmas which I despised, or ridicule 
princ^les which I bdieved ; and many diat were ddier 
too q>hemeral9 local or dull* to yield nleasure in being re- 
membered. One half of those I mi^t rMret altogi&er 
forgetdng^ it is impossible now to lay my hands on, scat- 
tered as the^ are throog^out periodical works of the moat 
<fiyersified sises and charactersy and over a period of ei^t 
years ; and printed in pa^ that cannot now be refiemd 
to." My finend had notwithrtanding often contemplated 
such a collection as this, and vrith purposes in view, simi- 
lar to those now moken of. He had also TOwed that his 
first, succei^ volume— worthy, he once said— but then 
again despaired diat audit of his diould ever be such— 
would be inscribed to £at <me wliose a pprob a tian was the 
first assurance of hb own lieeliBgs bew somediing better 
than the whiqieiingB of Bdf4oTe;— and if dds work be- 
come the former <^ be thought the latter, its next edition 
shall be so dedicated, by his fiiend vid executor. 
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THE STATE OF PUBLIC AMUSEMENTS 

IN GLASGOW 

CONSIDERED, AND REMEDIES SUGGESTED, 

BY 

AN OLD STAGER. 

From the Edinburgh Evening Foat of Map 2, 1829. 



'< What is the presetit state of Public AmusemeDts ia Glas- 
gow ?" is the question of every stranger who enters, and of 
every native whom absence has made a stranger, that inquires 
after it.; and << What should be the remedy ?" concludes every 
reply its citizens make .to an inquiry that has almost become 
invidious, if not insulting, from the notorious state of decay, 
and the consequently wretched character into which every thing 
that comes under the head of Public Amusement has fallen in 
that city. We purpose, in the following remarks, considering 
the one, and replying to the other of these questions* 

And, first, we shall liniit our field of inquij-y by stating that 
— in as far as regards the class of people for whom we write—* 
the name of Pvblic Amusement we consider as applicable only 
to such pursuits as, by a liberal, but not unphilosophical inter* 
pretation of the term Fine Arts, are embraced within its 
comprehension. The Drama we would place at the head of 
these — not by any meana because it is the most elevated or 
noble of the arts, although poetry be sometimes its hand-maiden, 
-^but that it is unquestionably the first of them which can, 
without derogation, be regarded chiefly as an Amusement, 
Painting, Sculpture, Music, and Dancing, seeni to follow it at 
a greater or less distance, while we consider it from this point 
of view. 

It is confidently alleged, by divers historians, of the famous 
Sultan Schehezerade, when he became at length convinced that 
the palace of his ancestors was a little the worse for the wear 
of two centuries, and sought for the opinion of a grand divan 
of architects and master-builders, as to the best means of re- 
pairing its dilapidations, that he felt himself most instiiicted by 
the question of his court jester, who produced a mouldering 
brick and a broken head upon which, with some hundred more, 
forming a minaret of the residence of royalty, it had fallen ; 
and inquired, whether it might not be as well to consider if it 
would not be better to build a new one, than attempt to ref"'- 
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that, the craziness of which was the only evidence of its ex- 
istence? 

The qnestion is a pertinent one, in reference both to the 
symboliad fabric of the drama in Gksgow, and to the niined 
and decayed masses of stone and plaster which formed the 
shrine for its preservation and exhibition. The fact is, Glasgow 
may be said neither to have a drama, nor a playhouse. The 
spiritaal existence of the one is as shattered as the material 
superstmcture of the other. While the body has-been breaking 
down, the soul has been eyaporating at the rentSy or oozing 
away, like Acres* conrage, at every extremity • The taste for 
dramatic amusement is nearly extinct in Glai^ow; and the 
theatre, lately decayed, dirty, and desolate, is now an absolute 
ruin. Every thing that at one time regularly filled it, had pre- 
viously shrunk away, and, like a shabby great-coat, that a man 
whose means are as much reduced as his belly, is glad to wear 
as a cover for nearly utter nakedness, it hung about the body 
of the public, large, loose, comfortless, slovenly, and never 
filled) unless, indeed, when (to keep up the simile) the shrunken 
thing it covered stuffed itself up, like a starved miser, who thinks 
it impossible to swallow and pocket enough when some rare 
but tempting opportunity offers ; and who gets gluttonous and 
drunk, rather than not have pennyworths. 

Was there any one, not a Fire Insurance shareholder, who 
did not wish it burned to a cinder ? Could Gem^ Robins 
himself have puffed more than the price of its building mate- 
rials out of it, if it had been brought to the tip of his tongue 
or the fate of his hammer ? We forget — ^thanks to the potency 
of the Royal Bank, in its outgoings and incomings over the 
issues of the fate of hundreds which it holds in its hands ; to 
the selfishness of its ci-devant monarch ; to the perseverance 
and skill (worthy of a better cause) of one whose mystic ini- 
tials may either stand for Dear Brother, or — ^we shall not say 
what ; to the disinterestedness of the proprietors of Upper Queen 
Street ; the imbecility of those of every other part of the city ; 
imd, we suppose, the " March of Intellect ;" the « Royal" erec- 
tion, which modestly hides in a back courty architectural beauties 
not unworthy of the Palatine Hill, or Athenian Acropolis, has 
conferred an " Exchangeable'* value on the site which the 
theatre encumbered ; and the lucky proprietors may now realize 
(by receiving from seven to ten pounds for every square yard 
of it) a sum approaching to something near the original cost of 
the building, and far beyond what, from excellent but misjudg- 
ing motives, they paid for it, ten years ago, in the competition 
which the Muses of the Drama, in their persons, held with the 



genius loci of bonded stores and cotton cellars. Now then is 
the time to realize. We would say to them, << Fill your pockets, 
and immortalize yonr names, 'by levelling with the dust a 
dwelling, which Thalia, Melpomene — ^nay Euphrosyne and 
Terpsidbore themselyes, as well as the public, have felt to be 
so uncomfortable, that they have left it, until << Lodgings to 
Le£* was the only piece naturally played in it, unless, indeed, 
when it echoed to the question of — << Where shaU I dine f"* 

The proverbs of all countries — ^which is but another method 
of saying ^ experience of all timeSf allege that << a bad house 
never has a good tenant'' — aaoid the dieatre has at no time been 
ah exception to the truth of the remark. 

Far be it from us to allege that there never has been a good 
— that is, a wM-inientioned manager in Glasgow since it was 
built. Why, the present lessee is such an one, — ^yet what was 
the state of the theatre under his direction ? Unless playgoers 
had procured impunity from catarrhs, and become enamoured 
of damp walls, and an atmosphere which was a thousand 
times worse than << the indescribable combination of the odours 
of lamp oil and orange peel," which Matthews has yet so 
well described — that once characterized provincial theatres ; 
of a chemical combination of the vapour of gas — decaying 
plaster — ^wom out water-paint— mould — dry rot and damp rot 
— ismoke or steam — rain or frost — unswept floors — ^unaired 

cellars — and unventilated attics the benches were only 

crammed, we will not say filled, when there was some attraction 
so great, or from long abstinence from amusement the public 
had become so hungry for it, that they would brave <^ the chilling 
airs from heaven ;** — as it was only the opera that drew them 
out — even in spite of the " blasts from hell" which the excel- 
lent arrangements for decorum in the galleries allowed to fall 
upon their ears, in the shape of a portion of that very quota-^ 
tion — on their crowns in the guise of broken plaster, apple skins, 
and spittle — and on their olfactory nerves in the insinuating 
sweetness of tobacco smoke. 

Hitherto we have spoken of the play-house, it is now time 
to turn to the players. We have stated the case as if there, 
had been in the Glasgow theatre, little less dilapidated now 
than it was then, in sooth the best company of performers in 
the worid, — as if the wit of Sheridan-^the pathos of Otway 
—•the music of Rossini — ^the stage effect of Knowles — and the 
everything of Shakespeare, could all be represented by its 
corps dramaiique. Perhaps such may be the case : we know 

* Since the above wu in type«, we may lay the pronrieton have Judiciously adopted 
thto course. Baillie M*Lellan, a |[entleman remarkable for both taste and enterprise, 
has purchased the site as a mercantile speculation. 



not if it be. We haTe had too great a regard for our eoostitn- 
tion, now to be snre a little the worse for our b^g old enongli 
to remember Wood and Digges, Mr. Young, and Miss Duncan, 
as the ever^ night exhibitors in Dunlop Street, to have ven- 
tured more than once to see the troop ; and then, for too brief 
a space to criticise their performance. We have, howeyer, before 
us a eaiaiogue rauonni, which we requested might be furnished 
to us by a friend, who lately visited a theatre where they were 
performing. We expected he would be impartial, as being a 
stranger. We only found him to be severe as being a wit ; 
but we cannot help it ; — for upon the panegyrical pv^ of a 
certain author, who is wcnrthy of better things than writing cf, 
when he should continue to labour for the stage, and the hdf 
hesitated deprecations and flatteries of a youth who cannot say 
No when a favour is asked, we presume, we cannot rely. It 
is thus they are *< set down." 

<* Mr. Seymour — a gentleman excellent in many parts, but 
getting frowsy and ftetty-^fJEit and forgetful. 

<< Mr. W. Johnson — ^we take them now in Uie order of their 
bulk— solemn enough to be thought the ghost of his lexico- 
graphical namesake— tall enougli for the late king of Prussia's 
grenadiers— -but, it is said, unfortunate :— so we shall spare 
him. 

" Mr. Connolly — With a face whose expression' rivals that 
of a frosted potatoe, a brogue as thick as mortar, and manners 
like a hodman, which nature unquestionably meant him to be 
when she gave him limbs so fit for a ladder, and shoulders so 
pat for a burthen of brick. 

" Mr. W. Alexander. — A broom on a beef barrel, the walk- 
ing ideal of vulgarity, coarse as his brother, but not a << tithe 
the part" so clever ; caricaturing nature with a slush mop for 
a pencil, and scavenger's gai'bage for colouring. 

" Mr. Rae. — Dressing the/Torto of gentlemen in indescribable 
iodeseribables, and looking at nature, through a glassless ring, 
suspended over a dirty wsdstcoat by a broad red ribbon. 

« Mr. M'Carthy. — As impudent as an Irishman — as vulgar 

as a Cockney — ^as meagre in his looks as 's last pair of 

breeches, and as ill dressed as his own daughter. 

« Mr. Livingstone. — O horrible ! horrible I most horrible I 

** Mr. Gibney. — Pains-talring and pert ; — like other little 
annoyances, useful in their own department, perhaps; — ^but 
place aux dames. 

•« Miss Richardson. — Often a good actress in spite (f her 
teeth, — always a correct, but, from being forced out of her 
walk, often an unpl^asing one. 
^^Miss Rae.— A lady—pretty, polite, promising; a very 



pleasing glimpse of gentility, a luatre among msli-lig^ts; 
thongliy perhi^s, not ^ the ray that beams for ever :'— Jmf 
father's daughter. 

** Mrs. - - Heaven knows her name, and I her preramp* 
tion. She has taken Mrs. Nicol's and Mrs. Askey's line of 
parts — <^ It haunts me yet !" 

<< Miss Johnson. — Excellent, I should think, in her own 
range of parts ; but these are as limited as a monosyllable— or 
an editor's leave of absence. 

<< And this all Mr. Seymour's ibrce for the performance in 
five Uieatres, of which he is the lessee, of Macbeth, and Hamlet 
^not to speak of Henry the VIIL, and the Beggar's Daughter I" 

But we must deprecate the slashing severity of this catalogue, 
and doubt the Itecuracy of this representation. It is impossible 
that this can be the << all" of a company, for what was the 
largest theatre out of London, and united to a circuit of four 
towns besides, whose population amounta to 120,000 inhabitante. 
Besides, all the performers, so severely handled, may be respect- 
able enough in their own departmenU. Subsi^aries are neces- 
sary. We cannot look for the skill of a general, or the dress 
of a hussar colonel from the batman of the sutler, or scullion 
of the canteens. Even where. gas is burned, there must be 
candle-snuffers ; and a di-amatic company cannot be said to 
exist which is not numerous enough to carry the empty coffin 
of Ophelia to the grave, let alone to dig that, and chatter there. 
Stars are very well — ^if there be plenty of (hem visible at one 
ft'me— but we know of nothing more troublesome to a traveller 
than a murky night, with but one of these perceptible. It is 
all very pretty to turn a line about << F^ir as a star, when only 
one is sinning in the sky," &;c. but if we have not a galaxy, we 
had as lief be in utter darkness. We do not so much insist 
on their magnitude, as we desire to have just so many of them 
as will keep each other in countenance. But not an angel from 
heaven— -^< not to speak it profanely," — but in common par» 
lance, let alone a shooting star from the metropolis now and 
then, will restore the taste for the drama in Glasgow. You 
must make people comfortable before you can make them good« 
hum'onred. Heat the house that you may warm the pubUc 
in your behalf, Mr. Manager, we should have said four months 
ago, and would now, but that it has been heated with a ven- 
geance. Bum it down — break it down — batter it down — get 
it down — any way but about our ears, Messieurs ProprietaireSy 
would then have been our advice — if you be wise for your- 
selves, which no one doubto, and patriotic for the public, as we 
really believe. And now since all this is done to your band, 
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tmnble down the first old house yon can get hold of in the 
Trongftte— build a theatre two*thirds of the size of the late one, 
and thus put it in town's-people's way as they saunter home, 
and in the path of strangers as they sec^ for their caravansary ; 
for the public are not to be dragged from their old haunts so 
easily as the underwriters, as you hare long ago found to be 
the case,— 4nd the public, and not the suburban dignitaries of 
a feudal pendicle, are the real supporters of a theatre. Let 
twenty-fire years' experience teach you that the heart of a city 
is a preferable site to what is even yet, — the north of its out- 
skirts, for a general resort. To be sure, the existence of all 
parts of Glasgow, east of Miller-street, or south of Argyle- 
street was forgotten, as completely as Croker has ceased to 
remember his own origin, or the site of Russel-square, when an 
Exchange was placed where a finger post is necessary to guide 
the passenger who can decipher near it the words '* up this 
entry'* as a direction towards its locality. Do this, and abandon, 
if you have erer countenanced, the extravagant idea of erectmg 
a new theatre in Buchanan-street — or, more ridiculous yet, of 
fitting up a suburban riding-school as a temple for the Muses. 
Such a scheme as the latter never before entered into the head 
of any sane individuali Mr. Seymour, indeed, may find him- 
self better fitted to manage an out-of-town and rural sort of 
Sadler's WeUs, than a centrical and legitimate counterpart to 
old Drury, but that you will allow him to carry the patent out 
of town with him, and thus prevent the possibility of 120,000 
inhabitants who reside east of Jamaica-street, ever witnessing 
the legitimate drama decently performed, wilbout their taking 
up their abode for a day and night in Weir's hotel, is what we 
cannot believe* Besides, are the gentlemen of Glasgow all 
such accomplished horsemen, that a riding-school is now use- 
less? but that is Mr. Seymour's and Captain Stewart's afiair, if 
the former chooses to throw away his money in depriving them 
of a needful arena, and the latter deserving officer of a situation 
he so well fills, — not ours. 

The losses (which we would however fondly hope have been 
much over-rated) of our well-meaning and popular manager — 
among whose merits, foresight, and arrangement, 4t would 
seem from these having been encountered, if the playgoers had 
never had other reasons for believing it, were not to be num- 
bered, have been much dwelt on. But the feeling of the 
public has repaid Mr. Seymour for them by their patronage 
of his Fancy Ball, without compromising themselves as to their 
future course of coi\duct in reference to the new theatre. 
That public has but one voice as to its site and it points to the 



south side of Trongate, opposite Hatcheson Street, and confi- 
dently expects that the subscription for shares will be headed by 
the proprietors of the late building, with the sum of 8,500/. as 
the value of the ground now rendered vacant, and available to 
the Exchange Building Committee. The remaining 5,500/., for 
14,000/. will now build a theatre in every way suitable to our 
wants, might be raised in a week from individual share-holders 
of 25/. each, if to them were given a personal free admission 
to the house on all nights, save bona fide benefits. Meanwhile 
a temporary erection is required, and if Alexander's lease can- 
not be bought, the bonded stores in Ann Street, formerly used, 
and indeed built for a circus, could be fitted up for two years 
at small expense — during which time a Hamilton might visit 
every model theatre in' England and France — digest his obser- 
vations — arrange his plans — and superintend the building of a 
house, which Stanfield should adorn, and the public would 
every night respectably^//. 

Were this once achieved — we mean the establishment of 
a central and comfortable theatre — a manager, w^o is a scholar 
— a gentleman: — a man of industry, system, capital, and enter- 
prise, would malqB a fortune larger than the aggregate of all 
the sums his predecessors have lost in Queen Street-— and that 
is no trifle. The public for this will be debtors to whoever 
moves in this matter — for amusement is a natural appetite. 
The magistracy will be their debtors, for ihaJt well supplied 
and judiciously selected, aids them by preventing crime. In 
the substitution of innocent excitements, morality will be their 
debtor, for whiskey and idleness are greater enemies to it than 
the Beggar's Opera. And Mr. Drury and the faculty ^ parti- 
cularly the obstetric part of it, will alone oppose the success 
of the plan, as the only persons who will suffer by it — ^recol- 
lecting as they will, that the French government once, when 
the plague raged, and the Morgue was too small for the tenants 
the Seine rejected, increased the namber of theatres, — ^and 
closed half the wards in the Bicetre and at Charenton. 

Music has never flourished where the drama has decayed. 
Ask any music-seller if this be not true, even to the sheets he 
sells. Metastasio and Goldoni were of the age of Paesiello, 
and Alfieri preceded Rossini. Yon never will have the more 
select music of the orchestra till you have cultivated a taste 
beyond the supply of but tupon the stage. Not John Brown 
himself, nor the writer of the only epics of the day, those of 
the Ton, can resuscitate our subscription concerts until this be 
done. Even dancing is with us in a state of decrepitude, and 
Terpischore, frozen out of Ingram Street, takes shelter in the 
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police office of the barony of Gorbals rather than be utterif 
houerteoa. 

We rejoice^ however, that Punting is not in the same con- 
dition of decay. We have resident artists of merit — amateurs 
of taste — an efficient society of Dilletanti, and the prospect of 
an annual exhibition, which will soon outgrow the garret in 
which they are obliged to stow it. Seriously, we are deeply 
indebted to the association which got up the exhibition ; and, 
playfully, we trust its able president has purged it of the leaven 
which frequently attaches itself to the best plans both in motive 
and in practice. 

We have touched upon every topic we named at, the outset 
—but we have only expatiated upon one. However, it was 
the chief. <' Reform it altogether;" and the ear, accustomed 
to the music of song and speech on the stage, will appreciate 
both elsewhere, and we will not even despair of seeing the words, 

'< Glasgow Musical Festival for 1831." 

in the red letters, a foot long, on the walls of York itself. Show 
us that Miss Fairbrother may have sisters of a still more ^< light 
fantastic toe," and we will hope <o see assemblies in Ingram 
Street, with more than ten people present at ten o'clock, to 
dance to Cunningham's divine reels ; accustom us to contem- 
plate fine forms in classic and picturesque costume on the stage, 
and sculpture will not be looked upon as mere stone-cuttiog in 
Glasgow ; and the renewed Tontine faces, which would set 
even << Feaa" at defiance,- be*regarded as the chrfs d^oeuvrea of 
the art. Let Stanfield paint landscapes for William Tell and 
Rob Roy, and those of Brown wil) not remain on the walls of 
the Exhibition a day without a buyer. Let us see street 
views by Grieve, who copies from Palladio, and the matured 
genius of Hamilton will be appreciated as it ought. Let us 
often hear the classic enunciation of Young and Vandenhoff, and 
Mr. Knowles will not have to regret the decline of a taste for 
elocution— lament that his plays cannot be performed here, 
where there would be no << stout gentleman in No. 5" who 
hated all Beggars' Daughters, nor be persuaded to read them 
himself; nor will the first Elocutionist of the day have just 
so many pupils as will pay the rent of the hall he teaches 
in. The drama is the first of Public Amusements — the foun- 
dation of all popular taste for the arts — it exists not in Queen 
Street at present — it is libelled in Dunlop Street — and it asks 
for shelter and protection from 200,000 people. Will that be 
much longer denied ? 



Books Published by Robertson & Atkiiison, 
Glasgow ; Oliver & Boyd, Edinburgh ; and 
SiMPKiN & Marshall, London ; and sold by 
all Booksellers. 

CONNEUS YOUNG SCHOLAR'S ASSIST- 
ANT, an Elementary English School Book, on the most 
approTed Modem Plan of Teaching. Printed on a dis- 
tinct type, and firmly bound. Price Is. Sixth Edition. 
Now Stereotyped. 

The sale in a tew years of many thousand copies of this Work, 
and the estimation in which its Author is held as a Teacher of 
English, speak for its merits. It is also used in many of the 
* chief Academies in England ; and of its superiority tne Peri- 
odical Press have spoken in the highest terms — See Theological 
Magazine-- Critical Gazette— Wedtly Review— Soots Times- 
Free Preat^-'Paieiey Advertiser, Sfc. frc. 

THE ANT; a Periodical Paper Publiahed in 
Glasgow during the Years 1826 and 1827. In Two Series 
-^Ong^nal and Select. The* Originals from the pen, and 
the Selections from the Repositories of Solomon Saveall, 
Gent. Price 10s. 6d. or each separate at 5s. 6d. 

THE CATERER ; being a Selection of Pieces, 
chiefly Narrative, in Prose and Verse, hitherto unappro- 
priated by compilers, which formed the second or compiled 
department of *' The Ant,'* a Periodical Paper published 
in Glasgow. A new Edition, with Additions. 
The foUomngare specimens of the sentiments of the Perio'^ 
dical Press on the merits and character of the Ant, 
** We hail with satisfaction the appearance of the spirited 
little work now under consideration. Our limits will hardly 
permit us to give a conspectus of its contents. They are of the 
most diversified kind. Essays, Tales, Sketches, and Criticisms, 
interspersed with poetical pieces, grave and ^y, pathetic, hu- 
morous, and witty. The general merits ot tms melange are, 
the originality and racility of invention which it exhibits, and the 
racy and unabated spirit which sparkles through its pages. The 
papers on the watering-places of the West of Scotland contain 
some masterly sketches of the romantic scenery of that coast, 
and afford lively pictures of the society which frequents them. 
The Correspondence and Dialogues, which reflect the incident 
and literary intelligence of the &y, are happily managed to give 
glimpses of the characters of the ideal personages who are made 
to carry them on, and to interest us in the agreeable denoue- 
ment of a weddlnff, which the author beneficently makes the 
plot, of what woiud be a story of itself, thicken into by the con- 
clusion of the volume. There are also several series of speci- 
mens of new readings in Bailey and Johnson, in which the defi- 
nitions are very cleverly and tersely expressed. The verses 
which are scattered through the volume are, like the prose, 
very diversified in. their style,— many of them exhibiting very 
considerable power. We are much pleased with the warmth 
andboKness of conception which pervade them***— -Aev M, Mag. 
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» The editsr, we understand, is Mr. Atkinson, eoe of tlie 
publishers.— He seems to hare had a good deal of worlc upon 
bis hands ; for, in the last number, he confesses himsdf almost 
the only original writer of whom the worlc could boast. Such 
beiog the case, Mr. Atlcinson is certainly entitled to the piWse 
of no little versatility of talent ; and, at the same time, that his 
abilities are very apparent in his own writings, his taste is no 
less conspicuous in the very Judicious selections he has made 
from those of others. Of these selections, the great majority 
conslBte of pieces which have been hitherto unappropriated by 
compilers, but whose intrinsic excellence renders each separate- 
ly interesting, and, when arranged together, forms no invalua- 
ble addition to the library of those who 'cultivate the belles 
lettres.' The Ant, as far as we can ludge, is entitled to hold as 
high a rank as any. Among its original contents we would, 
in particular, mention the < Specimens of a Series of New 
Readings in Bailey and Johnson,' which it has contuned pretty 
reffularfy, and which are often exceedingly happy — ^tersc and 
epigramatic. The editor and publishers of the Ant, not for- 
getting the printer, who has done his duty exceedingly well, 
deserve the thanks of their fellow-townsmen."— JB<f»». Observer. 
■ ** In the course of our professional duties, we have often had 
occasion to refer our readers to the sparkling pages of this lively 
aad elegant miscellany. But periodical worln, like men of 
genius, seldom meet with their due meed of praise till they have 
been numbered with the dead. So jealous are we of contempo- 
raneous excellence, and so keenly awake to the fear lest an ho^ 
nest and enthusiastic encomium passed on living worth should 
not be borne out by some ftiture exertion still more excellent, 
that it too often happens we shut our lips in dogged silence, say 
nothing, and shake our heads ; or, what is worse, only commend 
by halves, and doubtingly, and always with an abundance of 
but$ and t/v, and other cunning loopholes, whereby a retreat 
may be effected, should we, in an umueky moment of infataar 
tion, have so far committed ourselves as to praise that which 
the wise public may not choose to be at all ravished with here- 
after. Now when the Ant liath finished its labours, we may - 
safely scan its pages, and speak of its beauties or blemishes di». 
passionately and in perfect sinceritv. We have seen its begin- 
ning and its end, its length and its breadth, its height and its 
depth, the whole purpose and object of its being. It has reared 
its own tumulus, and we may now dig safely into the hillock to 
find what curious monuments of might or opulence the green 
turf covers. After a rigorous inspection, we feel happ^, most 
truly so, that it is in our power heartily to recommend its two 
volumes to the attention of the public. As mere books, they are 
tastefully and correctly got up, and gratifying to the eye. This 
avenue to the understanding they have gained most effectuallv ; 
thanks be to the printer, the paper-AiakeT, and the artist who 
elaborated the insinuating title page. But this is merely speak- 
ing of the outward shell, — let us look to the kernel— the stuff 
of which they are made. There we meet with a versatility of 
talent and elegance and fluency of expression, and a copiousness 
of diction, which rank them high in that class of writings to 
which they belong. Added to these, their editor has all along 
evinced the happiest knack of gatherin^^ every thing of a local 
and temporary interest, and imbodying it in his pages in a 
shape so piquant and instructive, that we hesitate not to say 
that the numerous predecessors he had in Glasgow, and those 
^ho were his contemporaries in the same walk, have been de- 



cidedly distaneed. The diversified cootenis of eaah Yolume we 
cannot individually particularize. The first consists of articles 
wholly original, and these all from the editor's own pen. That 
by his own unaided talent he could so admirably Iceep up its 
spirit thronghout, is to us astonishing. The other Yolume is 
one of selection; and if, in the first, the author has shown his 
ability as a clever and ingenious writer, in this he has as well 
established his claims to the character of a tasteful and judicious 
compiler."— Pai«/«y Advertiser, 

'' The Maximist, the Phriueaiogietf New Readingst &c. o6n- 
tain many dicta of equal truth and humour, in which, too, the 
pungency of sarcasm was not unfrequently employed to heighten 
the relish of moral exhortation. The various touching, as well 
as comic tales, which are to be found in this department, are 
also entitled to the same commendation, with this addition, 
that the writer is a master of pathos as well as of wit, and hati 
often softened its brilliancy with the sentiment and sobriety of 
fine feeling. But perhajM the author's chef-d^auvre is the ^eron 
CorrespofMenee, in which with something of the regularity of a 
plot, he has given a series of characteristic sl&etches, containing 
much of the chit cliat of the day, which will astonish and inte- 
rest Glasgow folks in aftertimes; and which exhibits, as it 
were, a panorama of the events, amusements, and literary ad- 
venture, by which our good city was distinguished during the 
last twelve month)*. And the denouement, too, of this corre- 
spondence is equally interesting, — ^the Herons having contrived 
to initiate the reader so thoroughlv into their feelings, that the 
union of the Cousins is as delightiul to him as the winding up 
of a novel. Of one who could write so well, it may easily be 
conceived that he could also select most judiciously. The best 
proof of the ability displayed, both in composition and selection, 
may be found by a comparison of those unacknowledged pieces 
of the author wjiich.have found their way into the Selection, 
with the compositions of other eminent authors which have 
been transferred to the same pages— and that comparison every 
reader may make tor himaelf.-^ Scots Titnee. 

'< The Amt.— It was our intention ere this to have noticed 
this clever, amusing* and cheap publication In the column usually 
devoted to Literary subjects, and to have made some selec- 
tions from it ; but the great interest of politics and other pub- 
lic matters for some time past has prevented us. We cannot 
in justice to this unpretending little woi'lc, allow it^ however, 
longer to pass unnoticed, although in the meantime we can do 
nothing more than recommend it to the attention of our readers. 
Each number as it appears will not only serve amusingly 
to fill up an idle hour, but when completed and formed into a 
volume, it will make a neat and pleasing addition to any libra- 
17."— PcrM Courier, 

*' The Ant is now gathered into volumes. The original part 
displays considerable talent, and is full of good sense, ^ood 
taste, good criticism, and good poetry ; — and the selections from 
popular authors are varied and judicious." — Literary Gazette. 

** In a word, while we consider Mr. Atkinson greatlv supe- 
rior to that countless * mob of gentlemen who write with ease,' 
and think his lucubrations deserving of the notice they have 
received, we are at the same time disposed to award him an 
honourable place among that . industrious and valuable class of 
persons, who have turned their reading to .account."— Cn^nio* 
ntdn Mercury, 



THE THISTLE ; a Collection of the best Scot- 
tish Songs; including many originals by distinguished 
Authors, never before published, as ** Funery" by the Rcf . 
Dr. M*Leod, &c. &c. With two humorous Pktes. Price 
28. 6d. boards. This work is edited by the Author of 
« The Eventful Life of a Soldier." ^ 

THE SHAMROCK; a Collection of the best 
Irish Songs ; also comprising many original and scarce 
pieces. Edited, and with a Prefece, by Mr. Weekc8,,of 
the Theatre-Royal, Drury Lane, and embellished with a 
capital Likeness of that celebrated Performer, in character. 
This Work will be published in November. Such a col- 
lection has been long a desideratum. Its price will not 
exceed 3s 

HINTS TO PURCHASERS AND HIRERS 
of HORSES; with a Postscript on Equestrian Equip- 
ment. Printed for the Pocket, and beautifully done up. 
PlPice 9d. 

The sale of this Work has been very greaJL A distiDgnubed 
Amateur has declared it should be in the possession of every 
one who admires a good horse. 

GUIDE to DOMESTIC SERVANTS. Price 
Three-halfpence. 

MANUAL of the DUTIES of a MAID of ALL 
WORK. Printed to hang in Kitchens. Price 3d.— or on s 
board, 6d. 

SELECTA ex EUTROPH HISTORIA RO- 
MAN A, et CORNELII NEPOTIS; itemque exFabulis 
Phaedri Aesopiis, cum Notulis Anglicanis ; et Vocabulario 
Uberrimo ; in Oratiam Tyronum Conscripta, edidit Guli- 
elmus Lomin^ LL.D. Editio Tertia Amplistat Price 3s. 
bound. 

PHAEDRI FABULAE, NOTULIS ANGLI- 
CANIS et VOCABULARIO LOCUPLETATAE. In 
Usum Scholarum. Price Is. 6d. botind. 

THE VILLAGE POLITICIANS; or a SHORT 
DIALOGUE on the STATE of the NATION, in April, 
1823. Price 6d. 

R« & A. have the remaining copies of Dr. Grahams 
valuable DISSERTATION on OSSIAN; of Macbeth's 
Work on the SABBATH, which has been said "should 
lie on every &mily table in the kingdom;" of CunniDg- 
hame's (of Enterkine's) ESSAY on GOVERNMENT, 
fend of THE CALEDONIAN— an able Periodical Work, 
published in Dundee, by the author of " The Modern 
Athens," "Babylpn the Great," &c. which they will m 
at greatly reduced prices. 



4'. 







4 



/ V. 



^ 



